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THE  FIGHTING  CHANCE 


CHAPTER   I 


ACQUAINTANCE 


The  speed  of  the  train  slackened;  a  broad  tidal 
nver  flashed  into  sight  below  the  trestle,  spreading  away 
on  either  hand  through  yellowing  level  meadows.  And 
now,  above  the  roaring  undertone  of  the  cars,  from  far 
ahead  floated  back  the  treble  bell-notes  of  the  locomotive; 
there  came  a  gritting  vibration  of  brakes;  slowly,  more 
slowly  the  cars  glided  to  a  creaking  standstill  beside  a 
sun-scorched  platform  gay  with  the  bright  flutter  of 
sunshades  and  summer  gowns. 

"Shotover!  Shotover!"  rang  the  far  cry  along 
the  cars;  and  an  absent-minded  young  man  in  the  Pull- 
man pocketed  the  uncut  magazine  he  had  been  dreaming 
over  and,  picking  up  gun  case  and  valise,  followed  a 
Ime  of  fellow-passengers  to  the  open  air,  where  one  by 
one  they  were  engulfed  and  lost  to  view  amid  the  gay 
confusion  on  the  platform. 

The  absent-minded  young  man,  however,  did  not 
seem  to  know  exactly  where  he  was  bound  for.  He  stood 
hesitating,  leisurely  inspecting  the  flashing  ranks  of 
vehicles— depot  wagons,  omnibusses,  and  motor  cars 
already  eddying  around  a  dusty  gravel  drive  centred 
by  the  conventional  railroad  flower  bed  and  fountain. 

Sunshine  blazed  on  foliage  plants  arranged  geo- 
metrically, on  scarlet  sUrs  composed  of  geraniums,  on 
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triumph    of   landscape    gardening,    phaeton,    Tilbury, 
Mercedes,    and   Toledo   backed,   circled,    tooted;    gaily 
gowned  women,  whips  aslant,  horses  dancing,  greeted 
expected  guests;  laughing  young  men  climbed  into  dog- 
carts  and  took  the  reins  from  nimble  grooms;  young 
girls,  extravagantly  veiled,  made  room  in  comfortable 
tounng-cars  for  feminine  guests  whose  extravagant  veils 
were  yet  to  be  unpacked;  slim  young  men  in  leather 
trappings,  caps  adorned  with  elaborate  masks  or  goggles 
manipulated  rakish  steering-gears;  preoccupied  machin- 
ists were  fussing  with  valve  and  radiator  or  were  crank- 
ing up;  and,  through  the  jolly  tumult,  the  melancholy 
bell   of   the   locomotive   sounded,   and    the    long   train 
moved  out  through  the  September  sunshine  amid  clouds 
01  snowy  steam. 

And  all  this  time-  the  young  man,  gun  case  in  one 
hand  suit  case  m  the  other,  looked  about  him  in  his 
good-humoured,  leisurely  manner  for  anybody  or  any 
vehicle  which  might  be  w  ing  for  him.  His  amiable 
inspection  presently  brought  a  bustling  baggage-master 
within  range  of  vision;  and  he  spoke  to  this  official, 
mentioning  his  host's  name. 

«  Lookin'  for  Mr.  Ferrall?  »  repeated  the  baggage- 
master,  spinning  a  trunk  dexterously  into  rank  with  its 
fellows  Say,  one  of  Mr.  Ferrall's  men  was  here  just 
now—there  he  is,  over  there  uncrating  that  there  bird- 

The  young  man's  eyes  followed  the  direction  indi- 
cated by  the  grimy  thumb;  a  red-faced  groom  in  fa- 
miliar hyery  was  kneeling  beside  a  dog's  travelling  crate, 
attempting  to  unlock  it,  while  behind  the  bars  an  ex- 
cited white  setter  whined  and  thrust  forth  first  one 
silky  paw  then  the  other. 
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The  young  man  watched  the  scene  for  a  moment, 
then : 

"Are  you  one  of  Mr.  Ferrall's  men?"  he  asked  in 
his  agreeable  voice. 

The  groom  looked  up,  then  stood  uu : 

"  Yis,  Sorr." 

"  Take  these ;  I'm  Mr.  Siward— for  Shotover  House. 
I  dare  say  you  have  room  for  me  and  the  dog,  too." 

The  groom  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  but  Siward 
took  the  crate  key  from  his  fingers,  knelt,  and  tried  the 
lock.  It  resisted.  From  the  depths  of  the  crate  a  be- 
seeching paw  fell  upon  his  cuff. 

«  Certainly,  old  fellow,"  he  said  soothingly,  "  /  know 
how  you  feel  about  it;  /  know  you're  in  a  hurry— and 
well  have  you  out  in  a  second— steady,  boy!— some- 
thing's jammed,  you  see!    Only  one  moment  now! 
There  you  are !  " 

The  dog  attempted  to  bolt  as  the  crate  door  opened, 
but  the  young  man  caught  him  by  the  leather  collar  and 
the  groom  snapped  on  a  leash. 

"Beg  pardon,  Sorr,"  began  the  groom,  carried 
ahnost  off  his  feet  by  the  frantic  circling  of  the  dog— 
"  beg  pardon,  Sorr,  but  I'll  be  afther  seein'  if  anny  of 

Mr.  Ferrall's  men  drove  over  for  you " 

"  Oh !    Are  you  not  one  of  Mr.  Ferrall's  men.?  " 
"  Yis,  Sorr,  but  I  hadn't  anny  orders  to  meet  annv 
1 "  '' 

"  Haven't  you  anything  here  to  drive  me  in.?  " 
"  Yis,  Sorr — I'll  look  to  see- 


wan 


The  raw  groom,  much  embarrassed,  and  keeping  his 
feet  with  difficulty  against  the  plunging  dog,  turned 
toward  the  gravel  drive  where  now  only  a  steam  motor 
and  a  depot-wagon  remained.  As  they  looked  the  motor 
steamed  out,  honking  hoarsely;  the  depot-wagon   fol- 
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lowed,  leaving  the  circle  at  the  end  of  the  station  empty 
of  vehicles. 

"Didn't  Mr.  Ferrall  expect  me?"  asked  Siward. 

"Aw,  yis,  Sorr;  but  the  gintlemen  for  Shotover 
House  does  ginerally  allways  coom  by  Black  Fells. 
Sorr '♦ 

"  Oh,  Lord ! "  said  the  young  man,  "  I  remember 
now.  I  should  have  gone  on  to  Black  Fells  Crossing; 
Mr.  Ferrall  wrote  me!"  Then,  amused:  "  I  suppose 
you  have  only  a  baggage-wagon  here.?  " 

"  No,  Sorr— a  phayton  "—he  hesitated. 

"  Well.?    Isn't  a  phaeton  all  right."  " 

"  Yis,  Sorr — if  th'  yoong  lady  says  so — beg  pardon, 
Sorr,  Miss  Landis  is  driving." 

"  ^^ — h  •  I  see.  ...  Is  Miss  Landis  a  guest  at 
Shotover  House?  " 

"  Yis,  Sorr.  An'  if  ye  would  joost  ask  her — the 
phayton  do  be  coming  now,  Sorr ! " 

The  phaeton  was  coming;  the  horse,  a  showy  ani- 
mal, executed  side-steps ;  blue  ribbons  fluttered  from  the 
glittering  head-stall ;  a  young  girl  in  white  was  driving. 

Siward  advanced  to  the  platform's  edge  as  the  phae- 
ton drew  up;  t.  3  young  lady  looked  inquiringly  at  the 
groom,  at  the  dog,  and  leisurely  at  him. 

So  he  took  off  his  hat,  naming  himself  in  that  well- 
bred  and  agreeable  manner  characteristic  of  men  of  his 
sort, — and  even  his  smile  appeared  to  be  part  and  parcel 
of  a  conventional  ensemble  so  harmonious  as  to  remain 
inconspicuous. 

"  You  should  have  gone  on  to  Black  Fells  Crossing," 
observed  Miss  Landis,  coolly  controlling  the  nervous 
horse.    «  Didn't  you  know  it?  " 

He  said  he  remembered  now  that  such  were  the  direc- 
tions given  him. 
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The  girl  glanced  at  him  incuriouslyTanTv^ith^ore 
S-stll^-     "Is  that  the  Sagamore  pup. 
"  It  is,  Miss." 

A  j"?*o*  ^°"  **^®  ^^^  °"  *^«  '•""iWe  with  von?" 
And  to  Siward:  «  There  is  room  for  your  g.,n  and  suit 
case. 

"  And  for  me? '»  he  asked,  smiling. 
PI  "  ^  *^"!'.  f^'    .^^  ^"'^"^  °^  *^^t  Sagamore  pup. 

So  he  climbed  in ;  the  groom  hoisted  the  dog  to  the 
rumble  and  sprang  up  behind ;  the  horse  danced  and  mis- 
behaved, making  a  spectacle  of  himself  and  an  agreeable 
picture  of  his  driver;  then  the  pretty  little  phaeton 
swTing  northward  out  of  the  gravel  drive  and  went 
whirhng  along  a  road  all  misty  with  pufFs  of  yellow 
wdJr  *^t«™oon  sun  turned  to  floating  golden 

"Did  you  send  my  telegram,  Flynn?"  she  asked 
without  turnmg  her  head. 

"  I  did.  Miss." 

It  being  the  most  important  telegram  she  had  ever 
sent  m  all  her  life,  Miss  Landis  became  preoccupied,- 
quite  oblivious  to  extraneous  details,  including  Siward, 
until  the  horse  began  acting  badly  again.  Her  slightly 
disdainful  and  perfect  control  of  the  reins  interested 
the  young  man.  He  might  have  said  something  civil 
and  conventional  about  that,  but  did  not  make  the  effort 
to  invade  a  reserve  which  appeared  to  embarrass  nobody. 

in  ht  .^        f  "*  "''*'  f "°"^  ^^^  ^°«'  P^°^°"««^  infinitely 
m  jbystencal  crescendo,  demanded  comment  from  som^ 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  him,  Flynn?  "  she  asked. 
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•aid:     "You    should    let    him 


run,    MiM 


Siward 
Landia." 

She  nodded,  smiling,  inattentive,  absorbed  in  her 
own  affairs,  still  theorising  concerning  her  telegram. 
She  drove  on  for  a  while,  and  might  have  forgotten  the 
it;;'^  "^^  "-  "°*  ""-  --  '^''^'  »^^-oice  in 

y^:;^  Te^i  trr  siwar/?:. '  -''  -  *-^  ^« 

"  Is  he  a  new  dog?  •* 

"  Yes,  fresh  from  the  kennels ;  supposed  to  be  house- 
and  wagon-broken,  steady  to  shot  and  wing-"  She 
shrugged  her  pretty  shoulders.  « You  see  how  he's 
acting  already ! " 

;;  Do  you  mind  if  I  try  him?  "  suggested  Siward. 

"  I  thinT*"  "     *  ^°"  '^^  ^°'"*  ^  ^**  ^^  """^  " 
"  And  if  he  bolts?  » 
"  I'll  take  my  chances." 

TK."7*''j^"*  S^f  f  *'°""'^^'  "^  ^^*"**"'  Mr.  Siward. 
I  he  dog  doesn't  belong  to  me." 

"  But  he  ought  to  run " 

"But  suppose  he  runs  away?     He's  a  horridly  ex- 
pensive creature-if  you  care  to  take  the  risk." 

rein  «  V^^'^^"  "'^'"  "^'^  ^^''"^'  *"^"°«  »«  "^e  drew 
rem.        Now  Flynn,  give  me  the  leash.     Quiet!    Quiet 

Cf  •  ,^^t7*^'"^  »  <=°™ing  your  way;  that's  the' 
beauty  of  patience;  great  thing,  patience!"  He  took 
the  leader;  the  dog  sprang  from  the  rumble.     «  Now, 

I"cfl W     'i  "I    "'  ""'  •    ^°'  ^°"'*  *^«*  ^"d  ^"i"»  and 

know  IT.  "'  T^''  ^"  *^^  ^y^'  «°'  •  •  •  Now  we 
know  each  other  and  we  respect  each  other— because  vou 
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"  W  do"™"*'  ■'lu'^"  '■"■""«  ""  intontlv.        • 
h™.»  *  '"  ■>"■•''-''"'«■',"  he  said.     "  I.«,k  .t 

«  I  T'  .  °°  ^°"  ""'"''  *"=  »'»  Wlo"  us?  " 
1  think  so." 

The  horse  started,  Miss  Landis  lookini?  back  ovor 

Then  Siward  turned.     "  Come  on    Saeamore".  ,,„ 
».d  g..y;  and  the  dog  sprang  forward XcWabou 

Xrztti^u&htet^^^^^^^^^^^ 

The  girl  watched  him  doubtfully,  when  h.  A- 

hun-th.  a^orah.  A'^^T fhHo  d tKJd 
who  had  suddenly  appear«J  to  release  him  from  an  un 
<l.gn.fled  and  abominable  situation  in  a  crate 

.n.u„d  ari'Trt.;"!"""!:  ""-^  "-^ «-"  '^^^-^ 

"""»  P-rtly  because  his  vo  ce  was  nleawnf 
partly    because  a  vague  memory  was  beginl^tl" 
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She  had  been  conscious  of  it  when  he  first  named 
himself,  but,  absorbed  in  the  overwhelming  importance 
of  her  telegram,  had  left  the  analysis  of  the  matter  for 
the  future. 

She  thought  again  of  her  telegram,  theorised  a  little, 
came  to  no  conclusion  except  to  let  the  matter  rest  for 
the  present,  and  mentally  turned  to  the  next  and  far 
less  important  problem— the  question  of  this  rather  at- 
tractive young  man  at  her  side,  and  why  the  name  of 
Si  ward  should  be  linked  in  her  mind  with  anything  dia- 
agreeable. 

Tentatively  following  the  elusive  mental  clews  that 
might  awaken  something  definite  concerning  her  hazy 
impression  of  the  man  beside  her,  she  spoke  pleasantly, 
conventionally,  touching  idly  any  topic  that  might  have 
a  bearing;  and,  under  a  self-possession  so  detached  as  to 
give  an  impression  of  indifference,  eyes,  ears,  and  intel- 
ligence admitted  that  he  was  agreeable  to  look  at, 
pleasant  of  voice,  and  difficult  to  reconcile  with  anything 
unpleasant. 

Which  gradually  aroused  her  interest— the  incon- 
gruous usually  interesting  girls  of  her  age — for  he 
had  Wii  enough  to  amuse  her,  sufficient  inconsequence  to 
please  her,  and  something  listless,  at  times  almost  absent- 
minded,  almost  inattei.tive,  that  might  have  piqued  her 
had  it  not  inoculated  her,  as  it  always  does  any  woman, 
with  the  nascent  germ  of  curiosity.-  Besides,  there  was, 
in  the  hint  of  his  momentary  preoccupation,  a  certain 
charm. 

They  discussed  shooting  and  the  opening  of  the 
season ;  dogs  and  the  training  of  dogs ;  and  why  some 
go  gun-shy  and  why  some  are  blinkers.  From  sport 
and  its  justification,  they  became  inconsequential;  and 
she  was  beginning  to  enjoy  the  freshness  of  their  chance 
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acquaintance,  hi*  nice  attitude  toward  thinm,  hi77r7dZ 
vancy,  his  ffSiieiy. 

laughter  thawed  her;  for  notwithstanding  the  fear- 
less confidence  she  nad  In^.n  taught  for  ,„en  of  her  own 
kind,  8eIf-pos8<«»ion  and  reserve,  if  „ot  inherent,  had 
also  been  drdled  into  her,  and  she  required  a  great  deal 
in  a  man  before  she  paid  hin.  the  tribute  of  one  of  her 
pretty  laughs. 

Apparently  they  were  advancing  rather  rapidly. 

Siward?""  *'"'"''  ^"  °"*^'^  *°  '""  **'"  ^"«  '"'''^'••• 

"Yes;  he's  had  enough!" 

She  drew  rein;  he  sprang  out  -  ^  whistled;  and  the 
Sagamore  pup,  dusty  and  happy  c  .ae  romping  back. 
S.ward  motioned  him  to  the  rumble,  but  the  Jog  leaped 
to  the  front.  *^ 

"  I  don't  mind,"  said  the  girl.  «  Let  him  sit  here 
Detween  us.  And  you  might  occupy  yourself  by  pulling 
wme  of  those  burrs  from  his  ears— if  you  will?  " 

"  Of  course  I  will.     Look   up  here,  puppy !     No 

Don't  try  to  lick  my   face,  for  that  is  bad^mannei^. 

Demonstrations  are  odious,  as  the  poet  says." 

"It's  always  bad  manners,  isn't  it?"  asked   Miss 
■Landis. 

"What?     Being  affectionate?" 
"  Yes,  and  admitting  it." 

"I   believe  it  is.      Do  you   hear   Ma^-Sagamore? 
But  never  mind ;  I'll  break  the  rules  some  day  whtn  we're 

^l,J^^,  ^^^.^^'^  °"^  P^""  °"  ^'^'*"^'«  ^"^^'  I°«king  him 
wistfully  in  the  eyes.  * 

"  More  demonstrations,"  observed  the  girl.     "  Mr 
Siward!     You  are  hugging  him!     This  amounts  to  a 
aual  conspiracy  in  bad  manners." 
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"  Awfully  glad  to  admit  you  to  the  conspiracy,"  he 
said.     "  There's  one  vacancy — if  you  are  ehgible.*' 

"  I  am ;  I  was  discovered  recently  kissing  my  saddle- 
mare." 

"  That  settles  it !  Sagamore,  give  the  young  lady 
the  grir»." 

Sylvia  Landis  glanced  at  the  dog,  then  impulsively 
shifting  the  vvhip  to  her  left  hand,  held  out  the  right. 
And  very  gravely  the  Sagamore  pup  laid  one  paw  in 
her  dainty  white  gloved  palm. 

"  You  darling ! "  murmured  the  girl,  resuming  her 
whip. 

"I  notice,"  observed  Siward,  "that  you  are  per- 
fectly qualified  for  membership  in  our  association  for 
the  promotion  of  bad  manners.  In  fact  I  should  suggest 
you  for  the  presidency " 

"I  suppose  you  think  all  sorts  of  things  because 
I  gushed  over  that  dog." 

"  Of  course  I  do." 

"Well  you  need  not,"  she  rejoined,  delicate  nose 
up-tilteu.  "  I  never  kissed  a  baby  in  all  my  life — and 
never  mean  to.  Which  is  probably  more  than  you  can 
say." 

"  Yes,  its  more  than  I  can  say." 

"  That  admission  elects  you  president,"  she  con- 
cluded. But  after  a  moment's  silent  driving  she  turned 
partly  toward  him  with  mock  seriousness :  "  Is  it  not 
horridly  unnatural  in  mo  to  feel  that  way  about  babies? 
And  about  people,  too;  I  simply  cannot  endure  dem- 
onstrations. As  for  dogs  and  horses — well,  I've  ad- 
mitted how  I  behave;  and,  being  so  shamelessly  affec- 
tionate by  disposition,  why  can't  I  be  nice  to  babies? 
I've  a  hazy  but  dreadful  notion  that  there's  something 
wrong  about  me,  Mr.  Siward." 
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en'?'  ''.™',7'«'  th'  P«"y  features,  aniiouslv;  «I 
cM't  see  it,"  he  said.  V .      i 

"  ""*  }  ">««»  it— almost  seriously.  I  don't  want 
t.  he  so  alo^f.  but-I  don't  like  to  touch  other  peZe 
It »  rather  horrid  of  me  I  suppose  to  be  lil<e  thS; 
plumy    luxunous  Angora  cats  who  never  are  civH  to' 

lZ:nX''     '' """"  "'"  "'  ^""  "-^ «'  "^"«"° 

He  laughed-and  there  was  malice  in  his  eyes    but 

thr^^r    "■"'"  '^  "^"  ™™«''  "  P""-  fe Tul,> 
through  so  easy  an  opening.  *' 

It  had  occurred  to  her,  too,  that  her  simile  miehl 
.uvte  elaboration,  and  she  sensed  the  laigh  ^U, 
^Icnce,  and  liked  him  for  r^naining  silent  whe^  he 
"..ght  easdy  have  been  wittily  otherwil  ° 

tfc./r  "'  ''"■  ™  ""'"''  "'  ^''^''  '"^f*  »>"  so  confident, 
that  th«y  were  on  terms  of  gayest  understanding  p  es- 

luuSint  «r  J"^."'""*,*'"'  8"-"  "t  Shotover  House, 

•h  J""'  "''*"!.'  "*  "**''  "f  ™«  »»->«>";  you  will  be 
shooting  most  of  the  time,"  sh     said— witK  tu 
faintMt  )..•„*  .<•    k  ■■  — """  tne  very 

to  savour  If         '"^"r"t°«  delicate,  too  impersonal 
to  savour  of  coquetry.    But  the  germ  of  it  was  there. 

*Do  you  shoot?" 

"Yes;  whj.?» 

;;i  am  reconciled  to  the  shooting,  then." 

rather^'pC  b4^^^^     ^^^"  ^'  ^^"-     '^""^^-^  ^'^ 

"  So  should  I — soBietimej." 

"I'll  remember  that,  Mr.  Siward;  and  when  all  the 
".en  are  waiting  for  you  to  start  out  after  g  ™use  pt 
haps^I  _may  take  that  moment  to  whisperf    "Lyl 
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He  laughed. 

"  You  mean  that  you  really  would  stay  and  play 
double  dummy  when  every  other  living  man  wiU  be 
ofF  to  the  coverts?  Double  dummy— to  improve  my 
game?  " 

"  Certainly !     I  need  improvement," 
"  Then  there  is  something  wrong  with  you,  too,  Mr. 
Siward." 

She  laughed  and  started  to  flick  her  whip,  but  at 
her  first  motion  the  horse  gave  trouble. 

"  The  bit  doesn't  fit,"  observed  Siward. 

"  You  are  perfectly  right,"  she  returned,  surprised. 
"I  ought  to  have  remembered;  it  is  shameful  to  drive 
a  horse  improperly  bitted."  And,  after  a  moment: 
"  \  ou  are  considerate  toward  animals ;  it  is  good  in  a 
man." 

"  Oh,  it*s  no  merit.    When  animals  are  uncomforta- 
ble it  worries  me.     It's  one  sort  of  selfishness,  you  see." 
What  nonsense,"  she  said ;  and  her  smile  was  very 
friendly.     "Why  doesn't  a  nice  man  ever  admit  he's 
nice  when  told  so?  " 

It  seems  they  had  advanced  that  far.  For  she 
was  beginning  to  find  this  young  man  not  only  safe  but 
promising;  ihe  had  met  nobody  recently  half  as  amus- 
ing, and  Ihe  outlook  at  Shotover  House  had  been  un- 
promising with  only  the  overgrateful  Page  twins  to 
prft  tise  on — the  other  men  collectively  and  individually 
borii.cr  her.  And  suddenly,  welcome  as  manna  from  the 
sky,  behold  this  highly  agreeable  boy  to  play  with— 
until  Quarrier  arrived.  Her  telegram  had  been  addressed 
to  Mr.  Quarrier. 

"  What  was  it  you  were  saying  about  selfishness?  " 
she  asked.    «  Oh,  I  remember.    It  was  nonsense." 

"  Certainly." 
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"  Is  it?    How.»» 

"  In  what  case  for  example?  " 
"  Well,  suppose  we  take  love  " 
;;  Very  well,  j.ou  may  take  it  if  you  like  it'» 

"LtTV     Y^  -•"«"•'"  he  insisted. 
I^t  him  beware!    What  then?" 

yonJrt^  hi^r  ''  ^°"^'  ^^"^^-^  ^-  family  if 
"  I'd  give  him  up." 
"If  you  loved  him?" 

"  So  you  would  ruin  your  happiness  and  his " 

with.ats..ouseont:::irirsrot';"r 

not  lute  ' Atln''""  T  ^"''''"'-    ''^''^^'  y"  - 

.^e.„t-ta.vrrs&::stt;.-- 

n.ustn^?""'"""  "•■'"  ^™  ™"'  '»  "'""•^  the  man  you 

"  ExacUy.    I  probably  shall." 
Marry  him?  " 
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Wish  to!" 


18 


THE  FIGHTING   CHANCE 


"  I  see.     But  you  won't,  of  course." 

She  drew  rein,  bringing  the  horse  to  a  walk  at  the 
foot  of  a  long  hill. 

"  We  are  going  much  too  fast,"  said  Miss  Landis, 
smiling. 

"  Driving  too  fast  for " 

"  No,  not  driving,  going — you  and  I.*' 

*'  Oh,  you  mean " 

"  Yes  I  do.    We  are  on  all  sorts  of  terms,  already." 

"  In  the  country,  you  know,  people " 

"  Yes  I  know  all  about  it,  and  what  old  and  valued 
friends  one  makes  at  a  week's  end.  But  it  has  been  a 
matter  of  half-hours  with  us,  Mr.  Siward." 

"  Let  us  sit  very  still  and  think  it  over,"  he  sug- 
gested.   And  they  both  laughed. 

It  was  perhaps  the  reaction  of  her  gaiety  that  re- 
called to  her  mind  her  telegram.  The  telegram  had 
been  her  promised  answer  after  she  had  had  time  to  con- 
sider a  suggestion  made  to  her  by  a  Mr.  Howard  Quar- 
rier.  The  last  week  at  Shotover  permitted  reflection; 
and  while  her  telegram  was  no  complete  answer  to  the 
suggestion  he  had  made,  it  contained  material  of  in- 
terest in  the  eight  words :  "  I  will  consider  your  request 
when  you  arrive." 

"  I  wonder  if  you  know  Howard  Quarrier? "  she 
said. 

After  a  second's  hesitation  he  replied :  **  Yes — a  lit- 
tle.    Everybody  does." 

"  You  do  know  him  ?  " 

"  Only  at— the  club." 

"Oh,  the  Lenox?" 

"  The  Lenox — and  the  Patroons." 

Preoccupied,  driving  with  careless,  almost  inatten- 
tive perfection,  she  thought  idly  of  her  twenty-three 
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years,  wondering  how  life  could  have  passed  so  quickly 
leaving  her  already  stranded  on  the  shoals  of  an  en- 
gagement to  marry  Howard  Quarrier.  Then  her 
thoughts,  errant,  wandered  half  the  world  over  before 
they  returned  to  Siward ;  and  when  at  length  they  did, 
and  meamng  to  be  civil,  she  spoke  again  of  his  acquaint- 
ance with  Quarrier  at  the  Patroons  Club-  the  club  itself 
being  sufficient  to  settle  Siward's  status  in  every  com- 
munity. 

"  I'm  trying  to  remember  what  it  is  I  have  heard 
about  you,"  she  continued  amiably ;  "  you  are " 

An  odd  expression  in  his  eyes  arrested  her— Ion o- 
enough  to  note  their  colour  and  expression— and  she 
con.iaued,  pleasantly;  "—you  are  Stephen  Siward,  are 
yoxx  not?    You  see  I  know  your  name  perfectly  well—" 
Her  straight  brows  contracted  a  trifle;  she  drove  on, 
lips  compressed,  following  an  elusive  train  of  thought 
which    vaguely,    persistently,    coupled    his    name    with 
something  indefinitely  unpleasant.     And  she  could  not 
reconcile  this  with  his  appearance.     However,  the  train 
of  unlinked  ideas  which  she  pursued  began  to  form  the 
semblance  of  a  chain.     Coupling  his  name  with  Quar- 
ners,  and  with  a  club,  aroused  memory;  vague  uneasi- 
ness stirred  her  to  a  glimmering  comprehension.     Si- 
ward.?    Stephen  Siward.?     One  of  the  New  York  Si- 
wards  then ; — one  of  that  race 

Suddenly  the  truth  flashed  upon  her,— the  crude 
truth  lacking  definite  detail,  lacking  circumstance  and 
colour  and  atmosphere,— merely  the  raw  and  uelv 
truth.  ^ '' 

Had  he  looked  at  her— and  he  did,  once— he  could 
have  seen  only  the  unruffled  and  very  sweet  profile  of  a 
young  giri.  Composure  was  one  of  the  masks  she  had 
learned  to  wear — when  she  chose, 
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And  she  was  thinking  very  hard  all  the  while; 
"  So  this  is  the  man?  I  might  have  known  his  name. 
Where  were  my  five  wits?  Siward !— Stephen  Siward! 
...  He  is  very  young,  too  .  .  .  much  too  young  to  be 
so  horrid.  .  .  .  Yet — it  wasn't  so  dreadful,  after  all; 
only  the  publicity !  Dear  me !  I  knew  we  were  going  too 
fast." 

"  Miss  Landis,"  he  said. 

"  Mr.  Siward?  " — very  gently.  It  was  her  way  to 
be  gentle  when  generous. 

"  I  think,"  he  said,  "  that  you  are  beginning  to  re- 
member where  you  may  have  heard  my  name." 

"  Yes— a  little—"  She  looked  at  him  with  the  direct 
gaze  of  a  child,  but  the  lovely  eyes  were  troubled.  His 
smile  was  not  very  genuine,  but  he  met  her  gaze  steadily 
enough. 

"  It  was  rather  nice  of  Mrs.  Ferrall  to  ask  me,"  he 
said,  "  after  the  mess  I  made  of  things  last  spring." 

"  Grace  Ferrall  is  a  dear,"  she  replied. 

After  a  moment  he  ventured :  "  I  suppose  you  saw 
it  in  the  papers." 

"  I  think  so ;  I  had  completely  forgotten  it ;  your 
name  seemed  to " 

"I  see."  Then,  listlessly:  "I  couldn't  have  ven- 
tured to  remind  you  that — that  perhaps  you  might  not 
care  to  be  so  amiable " 

"  Mr.  Siward,"  she  said  impulsively,  "  you  are  nice 
to  me!     Why  shouldn't  I  be  amiable  ?     It  was — it  was — 


») 


I've  forgotten  just  how  dreadfully  you  did  behave 
"  Pretty  badly." 
"Very?" 
"  They  say  so." 

"  And  what  is  your  opinion  Mr.  Siward?  " 
"Oh,  I  ought  to  have  known  better."     Something 
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about  him  reminded  her  of  a  bad  small  boy;  and  sud- 
denly m  spite  of  her  better  sense,  in  spite  of  her  instinc- 
tive caution,  she  found  herself  on  the  very  verge  of 
laughter.     What  was  it  in  the  man  that  disarmed  and 
invited   a    confidence-scarccly    jusffied    it    appeared? 
What  was  ,t  now  that  moved  her  to  overlook  what  few 
overlook-not   the   fault,   but    its    publicity?      Was    it 
his  agreeable  bearing,  his  pleasant  badinage,  his  amiably 
listless  moments  of  preoccupation,  his  youth  that  ap- 
pealed to  her-aroused  her  charity,  her  generosif  ,  her 
curiosity?  .. »  "^* 

And  had  other  people  continued  to  accept  him,  too? 
What  would  Quarrier  think  of  his  presence  at  Shotover? 
bhe  began  to  realise  that  she  was  a  little  afraid  of  Quar- 
ner's  opinions.     And  his  opinions  were  always   iude- 
ments.     However  Grace  Ferrall  had  thought  it  proper 
to  ask  hun,  and  that  meant  social  absolution.    As  far  as 
that  went  she  also  was  perfectly  ready  to  absolve  him 
li  he  needed   it.     But   perhaps   he   didn't   care!-She 
looked   at  him,   furtively.     He  seemed  to  be  tranquil 
enough  in  his  abstraction.     Trouble  appeared  to  slide 
very  easily  from  his  broad  young  shoulders.     Perhaps 
he  was  already  taking  much  for  granted  in  her  gentle- 
ness with  lum.     And  gradually  speculation  became  in- 
terest and  interest  a  young  girl's  innocent  curiosity  to 
learn  something  of  a  man  whose  record  it  seemed  almost 
impossible  to  reconcile  with  his  personality. 

"1  was  wondering,"  he  said  looking  up  to  encounter 
her  clear  eyes,  "  whose  house  that  is  over  there?  " 

"Beverly  Plank's  shooting-box;  Black  Fells,"  she 
rephed  noddmg  toward  the  vast  pile  of  blackish  rocks 
against  the  sky,  upon  which  sprawled  a  heavy  stone 
house  infested  with  chimneys. 


Plank?    Oh  yes." 
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He  smiled  to  remember  the  battering  blows  rained 
upon  the  ramparts  of  society  by  the  master  of  Black 
Fells. 

But  the  smile  faded;  and,  glancing  at  him,  the  girl 
was  surprised  to  see  the  subtle  change  in  his  face— 
the  white  worn  look,  then  the  old  listless  apathy  which, 
all  at  once  to  her,  hinted  of  something  graver  than  pre- 
occupation. 

"  Arc  we  near  the  sea?  "  he  asked. 

"  Very  near.  Only  a  moment  to  the  top  of  this 
hill.  .  .  .  Now  look ! " 

There  lay  the  sea— the  same  grey-blue  crawling 
void  that  had  ever  fascinated  and  repelled  him— always 
wrinkled,  always  in  flat  monotonous  motion,  spreading 
away,  away  to  the  sad  worid's  ends. 

"Full  of  menace— always,"  he  said,  unconscious 
that  he  had  spoken  aloud. 

"The  sea!" 

He  spoke  without  turning:  "  The  sea  is  a  relentless 
thing  for  a  man  to  fight.  .  .  .  There  are  other  tides 
more  persistent  than  the  sea,  but  like  it— like  it  in  its 
menace." 

His  face  seemed  thinner,  older;  she  noticed  his 
cheek  bones  for  the  first  time.  Then,  meeting  her  eyes, 
youth  returned  with  a  laugh  and  a  touch  of  colour; 
and,  without  understanding  exactly  how,  she  was 
aware,  presently,  that  they  had  insensibly  slipped 
back  to  their  light  badinage  and  gay  inconsequences 
—back  to  a  footing  which,  strangely,  seemed  to  be 
already  an  old  footing,  familiar,  pleasant,  and  natural 
to  return  to. 

"  Is  that  Shotover  House?  "  he  asked  as  they  came 
to  the  crest  of  the  last  hillock  between  them  and  the 
sea. 
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"At  last,  Mr.  Siward,"  she  said  mockingly;  "and 
now  your  troubles  are  nearly  ended." 
"  And  yours,  Miss  Landis.?  " 

of  llltf^  know,"  she  murmured  to  herself,  thinking 
of  the  telegram  with  the  faintest  misgiving. 

For  she  was  very  young,  and  she  had  not  had  half 
enough  out  of  ife  as  yet;  and  besides,  her  theories  and 
preconceived  plans  for  the  safe  and  sound  ordering  of 
her  hfe  appeared  to  lack  weight-nay,  they  were  dwin- 
dhng  already  into  insignificance. 

Theory    had    almost    decided    her    to    answer    Mr. 
Quamer  s  suggestion  with  a  '  Yes.'     However,  he  was 

decide  definitely  when  she  had  discussed  the  matter  with 

..  1}  "^'K  **"**  '  "''"'^  ^^'  ^°«  "  observed  Siward, 
as  the  phaeton  entered  the  macadamised  drive. 

Quarrier""     "'  '"'"  "^"  '"^'  "  ^"*  ^'  ^^^°"8«  *°  Mr. 


19 


■/..  V^i: 


CHAPTER  II 


IMPRUDENCE 


A  HOUSE  of  native  stone  built  into  and  among 
weather-scarred  rocks,  one  massive  wing  butting  sea- 
ward, others  nosing  north  and  south  among  cedars  and 
outcropping  ledges — the  whole  silver-grey  mass  of 
masonry  reddening  under  a  westering  sun,  every  dormer, 
every  leaded  diamond  pane  aflame;  this  was  Shotover 
as  Siward  first  beheld  it. 

Like  the  craggy  vertebrae  of  a  half-buried  fossil 
splitting  the  sod,  a  ragged  line  of  rock  rose  as  a  barrier 
to  inland  winds;  the  foreland,  set  here  and  there  with 
tiny  lawns  and  pockets  of  bright  flowers,  fell  away  to  the 
cliff's ;  and  here,  sheer  wet  black  rocks  fronted  the  eternal 
battering  of  the  Atlantic. 

As  the  phaeton  drew  up  under  a  pillared  porte- 
cochere,  one  or  two  servants  appeared;  a  rather  impos- 
ing specimen  bowed  them  through  the  doors  into  the 
hall  where,  in  a  wide  chimney  place,  the  embers  of  a 
drift-wood  fire  glimmered  like  a  heap  of  dusty  jewels. 
Bars  of  sunlight  slanted  on  wall  and  rug,  on  stone  floor 
and  carved  staircase,  on  the  bronze  foliations  of  the 
railed  gallery  above,  where,  in  the  golden  gloom  through 
a  high  window,  sun-tipped  tree  tops  against  a  sky  of 
azure  stirred  like  burnished  foliage  in  a  tapestry. 

"There  is  nobody  here,  of  course,"  observed  Miss 
Landis  to  Siward  as  they  halted  in  front  of  the  fire- 
place; "the  season  opens  to-day   *i  this  county,  you 
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«ee."     She  shrugged  her  pretty  shoulders:  "And  the 

fun^roiT'*"  '*'°°'  "^"^^  '^'  ^'''  field-luncheon  a 

She  turned,  nodded  her  adieux,  then,  over  her  shoul- 

der,  casual :  "If  ^ou   haven't  an  appointn.ent   ^th 

^Itl^"  '^'°"  ''""^'  ^°"   "^^y  «"^  -   -  the 

"an7wh^   ^^'t  iu.''^"*    *^'''   """"tcs,"    he   said; 
and  what  about   this   uog?  "-looking  down  at   tho 

alXTth  ''"^  H      ''°^  ^'^"'^  ^'"''  ""««'"«'  attentive, 
always  the  gentleman  to  the  tips  of  his  toes 

Miss  Landis  laughed.  "  Take  hin,  to  your  room  if 
^ouhke      Dogs  have  the  run  of  the  house  "     ' 

So  he  followed  a  servant  to  the  floor  above  where 
thZT"^  '^nd  very  ornamental  maid  preceded  him 
through  a  corridor  and  into  that  heavy  wing  of  th^ 
house  which  fronted  the  sea. 

uJl  ^'!1  V^"^  '"  *^'  gun-room,  sir,"  said  the  pretty 
nmid  and  disappeared  to  give  place  to  a  melancholy  and 
Mlent  young  man  who  turned  on  the  bath,  laid  out  fresh 
raiment   and  whispering,  "  Scotch  or  Irish,  sir?  "  pres 
€ntly  effaced  himself.  ^ 

Before  he  quenched  his  own  thirst  Siward  filled  a 
bowl  and  set  it  on  the  floor,  and  it  seemed  as  though  tie 

"  It's  the  salt  air,  i„y  boy,"  commented  the  voun<r 
™n.  gravely  refilling  hi.  own  gla.,  as  though  accept* 
ing  the  excuse  on  his  own  account. 

Then  man  and  beast  completed  ablutions  and  groom- 
mg  and  filed  out  through  the  wide  corridor,  around  the 
gallery,  and  down  tho  broad  stairway  to  the  gun-room- 
^n  oaken  vaulted  place  illuminated  by  the  sun,  where 
mellow  hghts  sparkled  on  glass-cased  rows 
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pieces   and   rifles,   on    tht-   polished    antlers   of  shaggy 
moose  heads. 

Miss  Landis  sat  curled  up  in  a  cushioned  corner 
under  the  open  casement  panes,  offering  herself  a  cup  of 
tea.  She  looked  up,  nodding  invitation;  he  found  a 
place  beside  her.  A  servant  whispered,  "  Scotch  or  Irish, 
sir,"  then  set  the  crystal  paraphernalia  at  his  elbow. 

He  said  something  about  the  salt  air,  casually ;  the 
girl  gazed  meditatively  at  space. 

The  sound  of  wheels  on  the  gravel  outside  aroused 
her  from  a  silence  which  had  become  a  brown  study; 
and,  to  Siward,  presently,  she  said:  "  Here  endeth  our 
first  rendezvous." 

"  Then  let  us  arrange  another  immediately,"  he  said, 
stirring  the  ice  in  his  glass. 

The  girl  considered  h"'n  with  speculative  eyes:  "I 
shouldn't  exactly  know  what  to  do  with  you  for  the  next 
hour  if  I  didn't  abandon  you." 

"  \^  Ay  bother  to  do  anything  with  me.?  Why  even 
give  yourself  the  trouble  of  deserting  me  .J*  That  solves 
the  problem." 

**  I  really  don't  mean  that  you  are  a  problem  to  me, 
Mr.  Siward,"  she  said,  amused ; "  I  mean  that  I  am  going 
to  drive  again." 

"  I  see." 

"  No  you  don't  see  at  all.  There's  a  telegram ;  I'm 
not  driving  for  pleasure " 

She  had  not  meant  that  either,  and  it  annoyed  her 
that  she  had  expressed  herself  in  such  terms.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  at  the  telegraphed  request  of  Mr.  Quarrier, 
she  was  going  to  Black  Fells  Crossing  to  meet  his  train 
from  the  Lakes  and  drive  him  back  to  Shotover.  The 
drive,  therefore,  was  of  course  a  drive  for  pleasure. 

"  I  see,"  repeated  Siward  amiably. 
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f  I  I  ^fl'^P^J""  *^<'  "h*^  observed,  rising  t7her  gr^ 
ful  height.     He  was  on  hi.  feet  at  once,  f.  carele^  ^ 

sTithrr^  ''"^''''^ ''-'  ^''-'  -y  ---^ 

"  I  had  meant  to  show  you  about-the  cliffs-the 
kenno^   and   stables;    Vm   sorry,"   «he   concluded,   lln 

.nvir''"  *''^""3^.''°'-»-3^'"  J'e  rejoined  without  meaning 
anythmg  m  particular.  That  was  the  trouble,  w2 
""""v^'u^u*  '^Pf^*'^""^^  "'-""t  so  much.  ' 

With  the  agreeable  sensation  of  being  regretted   she 
eisurely  gloved  herself,  then  walked  through  thelt 
room  and  hall.  Siward  strolling  beside  her.  ^ 

door  and  passed  out  across  the  terraced  veranda  to  Se 
dnveway  where  a  Tandem  cart  was  drawn  up    fault 

h    \?r"*?^'     ^"""^''«  ---  --  TandTm      She" 
thought  .t  rather  nice  of  her  to  remember  this. 

She  inspected  the  ensemble  without  visible  interest 
Au  a  few  moments;  the  wind  freshened  from  the  Jf 
fluttenng  her  veil,  and  she  turned  toward  the  east  o  f a^ 
L  r  S"'"^'"  splendour  of  declining  day  the  whi^ 
sails  of  yachts  crowded  landward  on  the  last  leg  bTfot 
beating  westward  into  Blue  Harbour;  a  smifl  whit! 
cruiser,  steaming  south,  left  a  mile  long  stratum  ofT^l' 
tinted  smoke  hanging  parallel  to  the  hfrizon's  plane  X 
-storing  sun  struck  sparks  from  her  bright-work 

^^<;  magic  light  on  land  and  water  seemed  to  fas- 

on  the  beaut,  of  ^;\:tl,:  TlllyZZZt 
relol'ir'"'"'"'?"'  ^--1  *<>  ^P-od;  a  delie  te  hat 
o.er  the  uplands  a  pale  mauve  bloom  grew;  the  sunlight 
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turned  redder,  slanting  on  the  rocks,  and  every  kelp- 
covered  reef  became  a  spongy  golden  mound,  sprayed 
with  liquid  flame. 

They  had  turned  their  backs  to  the  Tandem;  the 
grooms  looked  after  them,  standing  motionless  at  the 
horses'  heads. 

"  Mr.  Siward,  this  is  too  fine  to  miss,"  she  said.  "  I 
will  walk  as  far  as  the  headland  with  you.  .  .  .  Please 
smoke  if  you  care  to." 

He  did  care  to;  several  matches  were  extinguished 
by  the  wind  until  she  spread  her  skirts  as  a  barrier;  and 
knurling  in  their  shelter  he  got  his  light. 

'  Tobacco  smoke  diluted  with  sea  breeze  is  delicious," 
she  said,  as  the  wind  whirled  the  aromatic  smoke  of  his 
cigarette  up  into  her  face.  "  Don't  move,  Mr.  Siward ; 
I  like  it ;  there  is  to  me  always  a  faint  odour  of  sweet- 
brier  in  the  melange.     Did  you  ever  notice  it.?  " 

The  breeze-blown  conversation  becr.me  fragmentary, 
veering  as  capriciously  as  the  purple  wind-flaws  that 
spread  across  the  shoals.  But  always  to  her  question 
or  comment  she  found  in  his  response  the  charm  of  fresh- 
ness, of  quick  intelligence,  or  of  a  humourous  and  idle 
perversity  which  stimulates  without  demanding. 

Once,  glancing  back  at  the  house  where  the  T-cart 
and  horses  stood,  she  said  that  she  had  better  return; 
or  perhaps  she  only  thought  she  said  it,  for  he  made  no 
response  that  time.  And  a  few  moments  later  they 
reached  the  headland,  and  the  Atlantic  lay  below,  flow- 
ing azure  from  horizon  to  horizon — under  a  universe  of 
dcpthless  blue.     And  for  a  long  while  neither  spoke. 

With  her  the  spell  endured  until  conscience  began  to 
stir.  Then  she  awoke,  uneasy  as  always,  under  the 
shadow  of  restraint  or  pressure,  until  her  eyes  fell  on  him 
and  lingered. 

24 


■:^r 


IMPRUDENCE 


I 

-i 


A  subtle  change  had  come  into  his  face-  ,f«  lno« 
struck  her  for  the  first  time;  that,  atl  r^tt^  doLT 

How  curiously  had  his  fa-  c  altered,  In.r  shadowy  it 
had  grown,  effacing  the  char-    o:  yoatl.  i  -  it.        ^ 

-I  he  shght  amusement  wii.L  -^vrh  sIip  hnW  h 
conscious  of  her  own  personal  exdusiontetto^T 
terest  tinged  with  curiosity  "  to  an  m- 

irkso"!]^:  io' w'  r"";;"''  '■"  "■''™  ■"^ '"-~  "^^^^ 

y«  "till  cIo'h^    'Vi  '°  '-"^  '""*"'">'•    "''  '^i 

.'.  «m  clouded,  met  hers,  unsmiling. 
I  hate  the  sea,"  he  said. 

bedila'p°;oTntt  "'"  '""  ""'"«'•  '™  ■»"«'""-  '» 

with'7!;,r,V°  '^^  '"  "•  '■'  '■■■"•     A  ">»»  "ho  play, 
with  .t  must  be  on  h,s  guard  every  second.     To  spend  ' 

hfefme  on  ,t  .s  ridiculou^a  whole  life  of  inteCnt 

effort,  aga,nst  perpetual,  brutal,  inanimate  resltenT- 

one   endless    uninterrupted    fight-a    cealefcr  hu^ 

trear;t""'   '''   ^^  ^'^P'^   -'^b    for^X" 

isbed'.^""~*""  ''°"''  *"'"  '°  "f*"  "•'  "  ^hc  said,  aston- 

do  "  ^°'sol"  "  "°  T''-"''"*  "  ''O"'  '"  those  who 
.t  geWthem      TbTU"'  ""''  '''  ^''"'^  "*-«  h^fore 

we^vXic.rt:x%r:iir-«-^ 
-Hrs:::;"gt^hatL^ti;;^t-/;::-^^^^^ 
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"  Yes,  in  a  way,  the  battle  of  Life." 

"  ph,  you  are  morbid  then.  Is  there  anybody  ever 
bom  who  has  not  a  fight  on  his  hands  ?  " 

"  No ;  only  I  have  known  men  tired  out,  unfairly, 
before  life  had  declared  war  on  them." 

"  Just  what  do  you  mean.''  " 

"  Oh,  something  about  fair  play — what  our  popular 
idol  summarises  as  a  '  square  deal '."  He  laughed 
again,  easily,  his  face  clearing. 

"  Nobody  worth  a  square  deal  ever  laments  because 
he  hasn't  had  it,"  she  said. 

"  I  dare  say  that's  true,  too,"  he  admitted  listlessly. 

"  Mr.  Siward,  exactly  what  did  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  was  thinking  of  men  I  knew ;  for  example  a  man 
who  through  generations  has  inherited  every  impulse 
and  desire  that  he  should  not  harbour — a  man  with 
intellect  enough  to  be  aware  of  it,  with  decency  enough 
to  desire  decency.  .  .  .  What  chance  has  he  with  the 
storms  which  have  been  brewing  for  him  e  en  before  he 
opened  his  eyes  on  earth .''     Is  that  a  square  deal  ?  " 

The  troubled  concentration  of  her  face  was  reflected 
now  in  his  own;  the  wind  came  whipping  and  flicking 
at  them  from  league-wide  tossing  wastes;  the  steady 
thunder  of  the  sea  accented  the  silence. 

She  said :  "  I  suppose  everybody  has  infinite  capacity 
for  decency  or  mischief.  I  know  that  I  have.  And  I 
fancy  that  this  capacity  always  remains,  no  matter  how 
moral  one's  life  may  be.  '  Watch  and  pray '  was  not 
addressed  to  the  guilty  alone,  Mr.  Siward." 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course.  As  for  the  balanced  capacity 
for  good  and  evil,  how  about  the  inherited  desire  for 
the  latter.? " 

"  Who  is  free  from  that,  too  ?  Do  you  suppose  any- 
body really  desires  to  be  good.''  " 
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r  ^i""*!*',  '"'•"•«"«•'  "  f>^  asked,  laughing. 
I  don't  know,  Mr.  Siward ;  do  you  >" 

But  he,  turning  to  the  sea,  had  become  engrossed  in 
h.s  own  thoughts  again;  and  again  she  was  firsi  curtus" 
then  ™pat,e„t  at  the  ease  with  which  he  excluded  her 
She  remembered,  too,  that  the  cart  was  waiting;  that  she 
had  scarcely  time  now  to  make  the  train      "«'""'  ^l'' 

self  ^  A  ""k  '■■'•^^"'."t^.  inert,  disinclined  to  bestir  her- 

elf^    An  mbom  aptitude  for  drifting,  which  threatened 

to  become  a  talent  for  indecision,  had  always  alternatS 

m  her  with  sudden  impulsive  conclusions;  and  wh  n  W 

Withstood  the  analysis  of  reason  ^ 

f.U^^^"'"f^  ^'''^*^^'  '"'"*^"^  unawakened,  sentimen- 
tally mcredulous,  totally  ignorant  of  any  master  Z- 
lon,  and  conventionally  drilled,  her  beauty  and  sw^t 
temper  had  carried  her  easily  on  the  f rothy'^rest  of  l" 

ng  her  at  Lenox,  a  rather  tired  and  breathless  giri,  in 
love  with  pleasure  and  the  world  which  treated  tr  :: 

The  death  of  her  mother  abroad  had  made  little  im- 

IIZIT:  ^--^-rf '  ^^^^^  BelwetheXLg 
years  o?d     So'lth  '^'f^^^^'^  ^-^^  when  she  was  tef 

exTle  bin  ..  ^"^^  *^'  '"^"^^^  °^  ^'^  ™°th^r'«  self- 

exile  had  been  m  a  measure  condoned  by  a  tardy  mar- 

rmge  to  the  man  for  whom  she  had  left  everythl/her 
c^^ugher  had  grown  up  ignorant  of  any  paSaf 'fee  ! 
^ng  for  a  mother  she  could  scarcely  remember. 

However,  she  wore  black  and  went  nowhere  for  the 
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second  winter,  during  which  time  she  learned  a  great 
deal  concerning  the  unconventional  proclivities  of  the 
women  of  her  race  and  family,  enough  to  impress  her 
so  seriously  that  on  an  exaggerated  impulse  she  had  come 
to  one  of  her  characteristic  decisions. 

That  decision  was  to  break  the  unsavoury  record  at 
the  first  justifiable  opportunity.  And  the  opportunity 
came  in  the  shape  of  Quarrier.  As  though  wedlock 
were  actually  the  sanctuary  which  an  alarmed  nation 
pretends  it  to  be! 

Now,  approaching  the  threshold  of  a  third  and  last 
season,  and  having  put  away  her  almost  meaningless 
mourning,  there  had  stolen  into  her  sense  of  security 
something  irksome  in  the  promise  she  had  made  to  give 
Quarrier  a  definite  answer  before  winter. 

Peiiiaps  it  had  been  the  lack  of  interest  in  the  peo- 
ple at  Shotover,  perhaps  a  mental  review  of  her  ances- 
tors' capricious  records — perhaps  a  characteristic  im- 
pulse that  had  directed  a  telegram  to  Quarrier  after  a 
midnight  confab  with  Grace  Ferrall. 

However  it  may  have  been,  she  had  summoned  him. 
And  now  he  was  on  his  way  to  get  his  answer,  the  best 
whip,  the  most  eagerly-  discussed,  and  one  of  the  wealth- 
iest unmarried  men  in  America. 

Lingering  irresolutely,  considering  with  idle  eyes  the 
shadows  lengthening  across  the  sun-shot  moorland,  the 
sound  of  Siward's  even  voice  aroused  her  from  a  medi- 
tation bordering  on  lassitude. 

She  answered  vaguely.  He  spoke  again;  all  the 
igreeable,  gentle,  humourous  charm  dominant  once 
more — releasing  her  from  the  growing  tension  of  her 
own  thoughts,  absolving  her  from  the  duty  of  immediate 
decision. 

"  I  feel  curiously  lazy,"  she  said ;  "  perhaps  from 

28 


:M^^im. 


•e   co„ve.^«„„   veered   „„,,,   .„„„,    ,^^ 

iicredity."  "^ 


^  1 


^y 


;■■%■ 


IMPRUDENCE 


our  long  drive."     She  seated  herself  on  the  turf.  "  Talk 
to  me,  Mr.  Siward — in  that  lazy  way  of  yours." 

What  he  had  to  say  proved  inconsequent  enough, 
an  irrelevant  suggestion  concerning  the  training  of  field- 
dogs  for  close  covert  work  and  the  reasons  for  not  break- 
ing such  dogs  on  quail.  Then  the  question  of  cross- 
breeding came  up,  and  he  gave  his  opinion  on  the 
qualities  of  "  droppers."  To  which  she  replied,  sleep- 
ily ;  and  the  conversation  veered  again  toward  the  mys- 
tery of  heredity,  and  the  hopelessness  of  escape  from  its 
laws  as  illustrated  now  by  the  Sagamore  pup,  galloping 
nose  in  the  wind,  having  scented  afar  the  traces  of  the 
forbidden  rabbit. 

"  His  ancestors  turned  'round  and  'round  to  flatten 
the  long  reeds  and  grasses  in  their  lairs  before  lying 
down,"  observed  Siward.  "  He  does  it,  too,  where  there 
is  nothing  to  flatten  out.  Did  you  ever  notice  how  many 
times  a  dog  turns  arouad  before  lyiug  down?  .  .  . 
And  there  goes  the  carefully  schooled  Sagamore,  chas- 
ing rabbits !  Why  ?  Because  his  wild  ancestors  chased 
rabbits.  .  .  .  Heredity.?  It's  a  steady,  unseen,  pull- 
ing, dragging  force.  Like  lightning,  too,  it  shatters, 
sometimes,  where  there  is  resistance." 

"  Do  you  mean,  Mr.  Siward,  that  heredity  is  an  ex- 
cuse for  moral  weakness.?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  Those  inheriting  nothing  of  evil 
say  it  is  no  excuse." 

"  It  is  no  excuse." 

"  You  speak  with  authority,"  he  said. 

"  With  more  than  you  are  aware  of,"  she  murmured, 
not  meaning  to  say  it. 

She  stored  up  impulsively,  her  fresh  face  tume'?  to 
the  distant  house,  her  rounded  young  figure  poised  in 
relief  against  the  skv. 
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"  Inherited  or  not,  idleness,  procrastination,  are  my 
besetting  sins.  Can't  you  suggest  the  remedy,  Mr. 
Siward?  " 

"  But  they  are  only  the  thieves  of  Time;  and  we  kill 
the  poor  old  gentleman." 

"  Leagued  assassins,"  she  repeated  pensively. 

Her  gown  had  caugl  on  the  clifF  briers;  he  knelt  to 
release  it,  she  looking  down,  noting  an  ugly  tear  in  the 
fabric. 

"  Payment  for  my  iniquities — the  first  instalment," 
she  said,  still  looking  down  over  his  shoulder  and  watch- 
ing his  efforts  to  release  her.  "  Thank  you,  Mr.  Siward. 
I  think  we  ought  to  start,  don't  you?  " 

He  straightened  up,  smiling,  awaiting  her  further 
pleasure.  Her  pleasure  being  capricious,  she  seated 
herself  again,  saying:  «  What  I  meant  to  say  was  this: 
evils  that  spring  from  heredity  are  no  excuse  for  mis- 
conduct in  people  of  our  sort.  Environment,  not  he- 
redity, counts.  And  it's  our  business,  who  have  every 
chance  in  the  world,  to  make  good !  " 

He  looked  down,  amused  at  the  piquant  incongruity 
of  voice  and  vernacular. 

"  What  time  is  it?  "  she  asked  irrelevantly. 

He  glanced  at  his  watch.  She  turned  her  eyes 
toward  the  level  sun,  conscious,  and  a  little  conscience- 
stricken  that  it  was  too  late  for  her  to  drive  to  Black 
Fells  Crossing — unless  she  started  at  once. 

The  sun  hung  low  over  the  pines;  all  the  scrubby 
foreland  ran  molten  gold  in  every  tufted  furrow ;  flock 
after  flock  of  twittering  little  birds  whirled  into  the  briers 
and  out  again,  scattering  inland  into  undulating  flight. 

The  zenith  turned  shell  pink ;  through  clotted  shoals 
of  clouds  spread  spaces  of  palest  green  like  calm  lakes 
in  the  sky. 
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It  grew  slilkr ;  the  wind  went  down  with  the  .u„. 

Doubtle«  he  had  forgotten  to  tell  her  the  time    .he 
h«l  .hnost  forgotten  that  ,he  h«l  asKed  him.     Wi  i  h' 
Mlence  o.  sunset  a  languor,  the  indolence  of  content 
crept  over  her;  she  saw  hin,  close  hi,  watch  with  the 
absent-mmded  a.r  which  she  already  associated   w  U^ 
h™   and  she  let  the  question  go  from  sheer  disinclina^ 
t.™  for  the  effort  of  repet.,,ioo-Iet  the  projected  drive 
g<>-acqu,escent,  content  that  matters  shape  themselve! 
without  any  mterference  from  her.    The  «„se  7Z^ 
of  phys,cal  well-being  invaded  her  with  an  agreeable' 
relaxafon   as    though   tension    somewhere    had*  sLT 

They  chatted  on,  casually,  impersonally,  in  rather 
ubdued  tones.    The  dog  returned  now  and"^  hen  to  «e 
that  all  was  well.     All  was  weU  eno-gh,  it  appeared 

W  tnd  '"f  ^'"''"''  ""'"  «'nt.nt,'Uees  cla^:il; 
her  hands,  exchanging  impressions  of  life  with  a  m^ 
who  so  far  had  been  sympathetically  considerate  In  dt 
mandmg  from  her  no  intellectual  effort. 

.tin^lerT™*'""  ''."""'  '""'8''=«'ly  ^  ^metimes  he 
"tirred  her  to  amusement,  even  a  hushed  laughter  •  some- 
times she  smi  nfflv  aoreed  ^.n,  v.-  ■  ^  "'•  "^ 
she  let  thp,,,  ™,  •.-    J  *"'  "'"'•  sometimes 

T  'r'r""'  8°'  """'tiased;  or,  intent  on  her  own  ideas 
shook  her  small  head  in  amused  disapproval.  ' 

.1,    ui      ?'  """  *"•  *•■«  d«pening  mellow  liirht 

yel  "^1t  "t'T,  "'^^  ^"""^  -Idiand  lir  tw 
IZtZ^^'""     '^'''  ""  •«">»•»  "-e  key  to  it 

clasDeI°fi"r°'':r/'"  """«'  "'<«"'•  ■»«»  "^M  in  her 
Clasped  fingers,      to-morrow  they'U  shoot— with  ereat 
circumstance  and  fuss_„  few  niive  woodcock-the^ 
no  flight  yet  from  the  north  !-a  few  grouse,  fewer 
.n.pe,  a  stray  duck  or  two.     Other,  will  dnVe  motor  cIL 
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over  bad  roads;  ethers  will  ride,  sail,  golf— anything  to 
kill  the  eternal  enemy." 
"  And  you?  " 

"  Je  n'en  sais  rien,  monsieur.*' 
"  Mais  je  voudrais  savoir." 
"Pourquoi?" 

"  To  lay  a  true  course  by  the  stars  " ;  he  looked  at 
her  blue  eyes  and  she  laughed  easily  under  the  laughing 
flattery. 

"  You  must  seek  another  compass — to-morrow,"  she 
said.  Then  it  occurred  to  her  that  nobody  could  guess 
her  decision  in  regard  to  Quarricr;  and  she  partly  raised 
her  eyes,  looking  at  him,  indolent  speculation  under  the 
white  lids. 

She  liked  him  already ;  in  fact  she  had  liked  few  men 
as  well  on  such  brief  acquaintance. 

"  You   know  the  majority  of  fjtie  people  here,  or 
coming,  don't  you  ?  "  she  inquired. 
"Who  are  they?" 

She  began:  "  The  Leroy  Mortimers?  " 
"  Oh,  yes." 

"  Lord   Alderdene  and  Captain   Voucher,  and  the 
Page  twins  and  Marion  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"Rcna  Bonnesdel,  the  Tassel  girl,  Agatha  Caith- 
ness, Mrs.  Vendenning — all  sorts,  all  sets."  And,  with 
an  efFort :  "  If  I'm  to  drive,  I  should  like — to — to  know 
what  time  it  is?  " 

He  informed  her;  and  she,  too  indolent  to  pretend 
surprise,  and  finding  reproach  easier,  told  him  that  he 
had  no  business  to  permit  her  to  forget. 

His  smiling  serenity  under  the  rebuke  aroused  in  her 
a  slight  resentment  as  thou^  he  had  taken  something 
for  granted. 
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ZaI^  ^  .    """"'^  "*^*  ^^'"^  *nd  drive  him  over      H. 

iia'„  ^dXtr =«  ^"  *-^-.  «^  --  - ": 

didn't  exa^r^^^^^^^^^^^  «»^^ 

r?onH    ^    '       ^  ""'"  '"°"«*»  *°  ^  »^are  that  he  wm 

a  gentleman   so   precisely    sn    ;.wi,«;       i 

♦K»*  X        ■     .*'*^^"'*^'y»   so  judiciously   construrtpH 

ting  fewer  creakT        '  """'  '"""'"^  "'"'•  ™"- 

"  Not  well." 

I  do  not  think  he  likes  me,  M™  La^li,      Hp  1,„ 
reasons  not  to."  "•nais.     Me  ha> 

She  looked  up,  suddenly  rememberim?  •  "  ni,      • 

mn^Tl ,.'''"''  '"  ^'-  «-"'"  ?o'  do^^Sh" 
she  :t  tr'vtl  ."""""k.  ^  '™>">'cd  silence  followed 

uhT  *:^T  ''■•^*"'»  ^-"  "t  I'^^rhitx: 

pursuing  her  reasoniog  aloud:    "  It  couldn'Twe  t^„' 
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very  awful,"  she  argued ;  **  something  foolish  about  an 
actress,  was  it  not?  And  that  could  not  concern  Mr. 
Quarrier." 

'*  I  thought  you  did  know ;  I  thought  you — remem- 
bered— while  you  were  driving  mc  over  from  the  sta- 
tion— that  I  was  dropped  from  my  club." 

She  flushed  up :  "  Oh ! — but — what  had  Mr.  Quar- 
rier to  do  with  that?  '* 

"  He  is  a  governor  of  that  club." 

*'  You  mean  that  Mr.  Quarrier  had  you — dropped  ?  " 

"  What  else  could  he  do?  A  man  who  is  idiot 
enough  to  risk  making  his  own  club  notorious,  must 
take  the  consequences.  And  they  say  I  took  that  risk. 
Therefore  Mr.  Quarrier,  Major  Belwether — all  the  gov- 
ernors did  their  duty.  I — I  naturally  conclude  that  no 
governor  of  the  Patroons  Club  feels  very  kindly  toward 


» 


me. 

Miss  Landis  sat  very  still,  her  small  head  bent,  a 
flush  still  brightening  her  fair  face. 

She  recalled  a  few  of  the  details  now — the  scan- 
dal— something  of  the  story.  Which  particular  actress 
it  wa»  "he  could  not  remember;  but  some  men  who  had 
dint,  oo  freely  had  made  the  wager,  and  this  boy  sit- 
ting beside  her  had  accepted  it — and  won  it,  by  bring- 
ing into  the  sacred  precincts  of  the  Patroons  Club  a 
foolish,  shameless  girl  disguised  in  a  man's  evening  dress. 

That  was  bad  enough ;  that  somebody  promptly  dis- 
covered it  was  worse ;  but  worst  of  all  was  the  publicity, 
the  club's  name  smirched,  the  young  man  expelled  from 
one  of  the  two  best  clubs  in  the  metropolis. 

To  read  of  such  things  In  the  columns  of  a  daily 
paper  had  meant  little  to  her  except  to  repell  her;  to 
hear  it  mentioned  among  people  of  her  own  sort  had  left 
her  Incurious  and  Indlfl^erent.     But  now  she  saw  It  In  a 
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LLe  her  "d'/''^  T"  "'°  ''^  ««"-*  '"  ^^  -ted 
be».de  her.  D,d  «uch  men  as  he-such  attractive,  well- 
bred    amus.ng  n,cn  as  he-do  that  sort  of  thing? 

There  he  sat,  Imt  off,  the  sun  touching  his  short 
th.ck  ha.r  which  waved  a  little  at  the  temple!-!  l^Tsh 
mould  to  head  and  shoulders,  a  cleanly  outlined  chJek 
and  chm,  a  thoroughbred  ear  set  clos^-a  gZ  faTe 
What  so^t  o    a  man   then,  was  a  woman  to  f^at  el:; 

"  h  that  the  kind  of  man  you  are.  Mr.  Siward?  " 
she  said  impulsively.  "»«»ru. 

or  I'y^^r'^  *'"*  '  "'^^^  '  ^^"*'  •'"-  -^-t  I  am- 

"  wJ^lf^^  °f  '*•  "  '^'  *'*'^'  «*'"  '^^y^  by  impulse 

we^do?:' T '^''"."'^  ^"^^  ^now-reahze'wharyou 
were  domg-bringing  discredit  on  your  own  club?" 

I  was  in  no  condition  to  know,  Miss  Landis." 
The  crude  brutality  of  the  expression  might  merely 
Z  ^">  °'*  ''.T^^  '"  '^^  ^^'^  ^»  less  intein^t"^ 
use  it-unless  that  he  meant  it  m  self-punishment. 
«  vr  '  f,*?*""  shameful !  "  she  said  hotly. 
^^  Yes,    he  assented;  «  it's  a  bad  beginning." 
A--begmntng!     Do  you  mean  to  go  on?  ♦♦ 
He  did  not  reply;  his  head  was  partly  turned  from 
her.     She  sat  silent  for  a  while.     The  dog  had  return^ 

out  tur^in  A  ;;  ^°'  '"^  ^"^"^^  «"^  *^^  --'  -ith^ 

out  turning  his  eyes,  dropped  one  hand  on  the  dog's  head 
caressing  the  silky  ears.  *  * 

car^X""*-"'^*'^"*,.^"^  °"*^^  '^^  '^-'  ->  --  who 
cared  for  animals  could  he  whoUy  bad.  Inexperience 
inclined  her  to  believe  it.     Then    too     '     -  "^-''P^"^"*^* 
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clination  for  overlooking  offences  committed  against  pre- 
cept, which  appears  to  be  one  of  those  edifying  imman 
traits  peculiar  to  neither  sex  and  common  to  both.  Be- 
sides, her  knowledge  of  such  matters  was  as  vague  as 
lior  mind  was  healthy  and  body  wholesome.  Men  who 
dined  incautiously  were  not  remarkable  for  their  rarity ; 
the  actress  habit,  being  incomprehensible  to  her,  meant 
nothing ;  and  she  said,  innocently :  "  What  men  like  you 
can  find  attractive  in  a  common  woman  I  do  not  under- 
stand; there  are  plenty  of  pretty  women  of  your  own 
sort.  The  actress  cult  is  beyond  my  comprehension;  I 
only  know  it  is  generally  condoned.  But  it  is  not  for 
such  things  that  we  drop  men,  Mr.  Siward.  You  kr'>^ 
that,  of  course." 

"  For  what  do  you  drop  men  ?  " 
"  For  falsehood,  deception,  any  dishonesty." 
"  And  you  don't  drop  a  man  when  you  read  in  the 
papers  that  one  of  the  two  best  clubs  in  town  has  expelled 

him.?" 

She  gave  him  a  troubled  glance ;  and,  naively :  "  But 
you  are  still  a  member  of  the  other,  are  you  not?" 
Then  hardening:  "It  was  common!  common! — thor- 
oughly disgraceful  and  incomprehensible!" — and  with 
every  word  uttered  insensibly  warming  in  her  heart  to- 
ward him  whom  she  was  chastening ;  "  it  was  not  even 
bad — it    was   worse   than    being   simply    bad;    it    was 

stupid ! " 

He  nodded,  one  hand  slowly  caressing  the  dog*s  head 
where  it  lay  across  his  knees. 

She  watched  him  a  moment,  hesitated,  then  smiling  a 
little :  "  So  now  I  know  the  worst  about  you ;  do  I  not?  " 
she  concluded. 

He  did  not  answer :  she  waited,  the  smile  still  curv- 
her   red  mouth.     Had  she  been   too  severe?     She 
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now  they  .tc«d  tcgrther  in  the  pur'le  d"k  „£  tTJ  " 

i"~  :r  5„trr  •  ^-  ^— -- 

that  under  ''oZuZt^:,;^^-'^::^'' ""' 

1  think,    he  said  laughing,  "  that  it  is  charmina  " 
able      What' VT  T^''?  """  ""^  "-"-n.ional  agrl 

"  CertSv  I  do   ^ffr'  ''"'"^  '"'  cheek-bones, 
chance  to  Soni^a  ^^:X::i;:^ : ^^'^ 

He'  .augh^-"'"  .^""'  "  »"'^  ™c'or  W  tr^ 
«e  laughed,  wincing  a  trifle 

.-ion.  I  think  that  \Ttl  t'r"  "'k;"." 

thei7^^h?hrghTh:d:!f  •  it"""'/"^"'^  "■•^^■•"« 

began  to  feel  doubtful    a  iittl.  '    '"'  "'°""'""  ^'" 


^^T^lHIIJIi^^'.^iW--iP^liRS^^ 
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temporary  interest  in  Siward — the  interest  that  women 
always  cherish,  quite  unconsciously,  for  the  man  whose 
shortcomings  they  have  consented  to  overlook. 

As  they  crossed  the  headland,  through  the  deepening 
dusk  the  acetylene  lamps  on  a  cluster  of  motor  cars 
spread  a  blinding  light  across  the  scrub.  The  windows 
of  Shotover  House  were  brilliantly  illuminated. 

"  Our  shooting-party  has  returned,"  she  said. 

They  crossed  the  drive  through  the  white  glare  of 
the  motor  lamps ;  people  were  passing,  grooms  with  dogs 
and  guns  and  fluffy  bunches  of  game-birds,  several 
women  in  motor  costumes,  veils  afloat,  a  man  or  two  in 
shooting-tweeds  or  khaki. 

As  they  entered  the  hall  together,  she  turned  to  him, 
an  indefinable  smile  curving  her  lips ;  then,  with  a  little 
nod,  friendly  and  sweet,  she  left  him  standing  at  the 
open  door  of  the  gun-room. 
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SHOTOVEE 

t hen  wth  a  bow,  qu.te  perfunctory  and  non-com™ittI] 

si:s  ^Jt-shoMrHre"' '-' ""'  -^^  -  ■^- 

wasTrtL^T'].'!  ''•"''•  '"^''^'  »<*'"»  ™»  of  forty, 
««»  .n  the  act  of  draining  a  glaM,  when,  through  tl 

bottom  he  caught  sight  of  Siward.     He  fini^Tin  . 
•^H^irVetrT'V""^'""-"'"  '"'-''  ~i 

£S\n^{t^«r,r.sf--- 

to  Lord    Alderdene;    and    again    to    Siward-      "Y™ 
know  all    these    fellows-Mortimer    vondet^"     TK 

r "at!rtef-:ir!Tifif  -  - ^  r  "^ 

^^^n  with  the  vivid  colojHng^f'ltalS;^:^:  oT^ 
"Id  day    came  up,  followed  by  the  Page  iSys    wmi! 

In  rim  OH       *'■^™''>"o•''  M-  Siward.     And  last  oj 

klf^i'^    »     trooper's  spurs  over  the  floor— relics  of  hi. 
bloodless  Porto  Rico  campaign  with  Squ«lron  T 
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It  was  patent  to  every  man  present  that  the  Kemp 
Ferralls  had  determined  to  ignore  Siward's  recent  fool- 
ishness, which  indicated  that  he  might  reasonably  ex- 
pect the  continued  good-will  of  several  sets,  the  orbits  of 
which  intersected  in  the  social  system  of  his  native  city. 
Indeed,  the  few  qualified  to  snub  him  cared  nothing 
about  the  matter,  and  it  was  not  likely  that  anybody 
else  would  take  the  initiative  in  being  disagreeable  to  a 
young  man,  the  fortunes  and  misfortunes  of  whose  race 
were  part  of  the  history  of  Manhattan  Island.  Si- 
wards,  good  or  bad,  were  a  matter  of  course  in  New 
York. 

So  everybody  in  the  gun-room  was  civil  enough,  and 
he  chose  Scotch  and  found  a  seat  beside  Alderdene,  who 
sat  biting  at  a  smoky  pipe  and  fingering  a  tumbler  of 
smokier  Scotch,  blinking  away  like  mad  through  his 
shooting-goggles  at  everybody. 

"These  little  brown  snipe  you  call  woodcock,"  he 
began;  "  we  bagged  nine  brace,  d'you  see?    But  of  all 

the  damnable  bogs  and  covers " 

"  Rotten,"  said  Mortimer  thickly ;  "  Ferrall,  you're 
all  calf  and  biceps,  and  it's  well  enough  for  you  to  go 

floundering  into  bogs " 

"Where  do  you  expect  to  find  native  woodcock?" 
demanded  Ferrall,  laugliing. 

"  On  the  table  hereafter,"  growled  Mortimer. 
"  Oh,  go  and  pot  Beverly  Plank's  tame  pheasants," 
retorted  Ferrall   amiably;     "Captain   Voucher   had   a 
blank  day,  but  he  isn't  kicking." 

"  Not  I,"  said  Voucher ;  "  the  sport  is  capital — if 

one  can  manage  to  hit  the  beggars " 

"  Oh,  everybody  misses  in  snap-shooting,"  observed 
Ferrall;  "that  is,  everybody  except  Stephen  Siward 
with  his  unholy  left  barrel.     Crack !  anH  "  turning  to 
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Alderdene  "if,  like  taking  „„„ey  fi^iiT^^Ji^IiiZZ 

J^ft  rr„;T  "•"*  -•-  «™  fo.  .  «/tU  P„fe!:.L 

His  »jui„ti„g  lorcfehip  declined  and  took  an  easier 

^^ts      AW  '"^S-V''  ■'"'=''"'«-''-,  and  heather- 
spats.     Mortimer,  mdustriously  distending  his  skin  with 

n^d'ed-'hfdr  i7sr.r -"• ""  -^  '-*  a 

rall,  then  something  in  his  host's  expression  arrest^^ 
glass  at  h,s  hps.     He  had  already  been  usinrthe  hT 

that  sort  of  thing  as  freely  as  he.  * 

He  set  his  glass  on  the  table  thoughtfullv  •  a  tin^e 
of  colour  had  crept  into  his  lean  cheeks  ^ '  ^ 

in^^fu-  ^^"V^"^^^^^^'  uncomfortable,  stood  up  sav- 

stiffly,  feeling  m  every  joint  the  result  of  the  first  dav»s 
^hooting  after  all  those  idle  months.     Mortimer  got  Jp 

One  or  two  other  men  came  in  from  the  biUiard-roon 
Al   greeted  Siward  amiably-all  excepting  one  who  Z; 
not  have  seen  him-an  elderly,  pink,  s!ft  genZan 
wath  white  downy  chop-whiskers  and  the  prffikoTa 
benevolent  buck  rabbit.  ^  ^  * 

"  ^ow  do  you  do,  Major  Belwether?  »  said  Siward  in 
a  low  voice  without  offering  his  hand.  " 

Then  Major  Belwether  saw  him,  bless  you'  ves 
-deed!     And  though  Siward  continued  not  to'offer  h" 

heart.     And   he  fussed  and  fussed  and  beamed  cor- 
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diality  until  he  secured  it  in  his  plump  white  fingers  and 
pressed  it  effusively. 

There  was  something  about  his  soft,  warm  hands 
which  had  always  reminded  Siward  of  the  temperature 
and  texture  of  a  newly  hatched  bird.  It  had  been  some 
time  since  he  had  shaken  hands  with  Major  Belwether; 
it  was  apparent  that  the  bird  had  not  aged  any. 

"  And  now  for  the  shooting!  "  said  the  Major  with 
an  arch  smile.  "  Now  for  the  stag  at  bay  and  the  wind- 
ing horn — 

*  Where  sleeps  the  moon 
On  Mona's  rill * 

Eh,  Siward.? 

•  And  here's  to  the  hound 
With  his  nose  upon  the  ground ' 

Eh,  my  boy.?  That  reminds  me  of  a  story — "  He 
chuckled  and  chuckled,  his  lambent  eyes  suffused  with 
mirth ;  and  slipping  his  arm  through  the  pivot-sleeve  of 
Lord  Alderdene's  shooting- jacket,  hooking  the  other  in 
Siward's  reluctant  elbow,  and  driving  Mortimer  ahead 
of  him,  he  went  garrulously  away  up  the  stairs,  his  lord- 
ship's bandy  little  legs  trotting  beside  him,  the  soaking 
gaiters  and  shoes  slopping  at  every  step. 

Mortimer,  his  mottled  skin  now  sufficiently  distended, 
greeted  the  story  with  a  yawn  from  ear  to  ear;  his  lord- 
ship, blinking  madly,  burst  into  that  remarkable  laugh 
which  seemed  to  reveal  the  absence  of  certain  vocal  cords 
requisite  to  perfect  harmony :  and  Siward  smiled  in  liis 
listless,  pleasant  way,  and  turned  off  down  his  corridor, 
unaware  that  the  Sagamore  pup  was  following  close  at 
his  heels  until  he  heard  Quarrier*s  even,  colourless  voice: 
"  Ferrall,  would  you  be  good  enough  to  send  Sagamore 
to  your  kennels?  '* 
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Quarrier  l<«ked  at  hi„,  p.„,i„g  .  „„„^„, 
Ves,    he  said  coldly,  "  he's  my  doff." 

teJr;h::s«,:rd""au!;:r"'™:?^-™-"- 
"  sr  i^^t^i  -  Fdf '-  "^  - 

of  undressing     Thl  I  T     disinclined  for  the  exertion 

.He  w.dr^Jttr.hT:^^  nfe^istrr 

thebattle  ^  !  •."°  «»'™«^«l''ays  putting  off 

wrct;::i:ct?r„irtL^^^^^^^ 

ediy  and  got  up.     A  bath  followed;  he  dressed  leisurely 

F:L713      7r;e^7lr^"''''I'*■•' 
''St.i,hen,'•hesaidtuX  "iWenT   °"  ""'  '^''• 
that  break  of  yours  at  the  ekb  "  "  ^^  ""~ 

tie.  "  """'"•  ""'"'*  "•  "  ""■■"»'«•  Siward,  tying  hi. 
Perfectly.     Of  course 


« 
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ence  to  Grace  or  to  me,  but  I  fancy  youVe  already  heard 
from  it." 


(( 


it." 


Oh,  yes.     All  I  care  about  is  how  my  mother  took 


"  Of  course;  she  was  cut  up  I  suppose?  " 

"  Yes,  you  know  how  she  would  look  at  a  thing  of 
that  sort ;  not  that  any  of  the  nine  and  seventy  jarring 
sets  would  care,  but  those  few  thousands  invading  the 
edges,  butting  in — half  or  three-quarters  inside — are 
the  people  who  can't  afford  to  overlook  the  victim  of  a 
fashionable  club's  displeasure — those,  and  a  woman  like 
my  mother,  and  several  other  decent-minded  people  who 
happen  to  count  in  town." 

Ferrall,  his  legs  swinging  busily,  thought  again; 
then:  "  Who  was  the  girl,  Stephen?" 

"  I  don't  think  the  papers  mentioned  her  name," 
said  Siward  gravely. 

"  Oil — I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  thought  she  was  some 
notorious  actress — everybody  said  so.  .  .  .  Who  were 
those  callow  fools  who  put  you  up  to  it?  .  .  .  Never 
mind  if  you  don't  care  to  tell.  But  it  strikes  me  they 
are  candidates  for  club  discipline  as  well  as  you.  It 
was  up  to  them  to  face  tlie  governors  I  think ** 

"  No,  I  think  not." 

Ferrall,  legs  swinging  busily,  considered  him. 

"  Too  bad,"  he  mused ;  "  they  need  not  have  dropped 


»» 


you- 

"  Oh,  they  had  to.  But  as  long  as  the  Lenox  takes 
no  action  I  can  live  that  down." 

Ferrall  nodded :  "  I  came  in  to  say  something — a 
message  from  Grace — confound  it!  what  was  it?  Oh — 
could  you — before  dinner — naiv — just  sit  down  and 
with  that  infernal  facility  of  yours  make  a  sketch  of  a 
man  chasing  a  gun-shy  dog?  " 
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Why  yes— if  Mrs.  F^i^i^^lH^i^ 


»» 


He  walked  over  to  the  desk  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  sat 
down,  drew  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  toward  him    and 

rushing  frantically  across  the  stubble,  and  after  him 
bare-headed,  gun  in  hand,  the  maddest  of  men.  * 

Put  a  Vandyke  beard  on  him,"  grinned  Ferrall  over 
his  shoulder.     "There'     O  I  nrrl  t  kT.f  *^rrauover 

pMf  „  *•  1    J      J  7.  ^°'  °"*  y°^  f^ve  hit    t! 

Put  a  ticked  saddle  on  the  cur— there! '» 

"  Who  is  this  supposed  to  be?  "  began  Siward,  look- 

still  wet  sketch,  and  made  for  the  door 

Siward  strolled  into  the  bath-room,  washed  a  spot  or 
two  of  ink  from  his  fingers,  returned  and  button^  his 
>^aistcoat,  then,  completing  an  unhurried  toilet,  went  ouJ 

rire  tTor  Ih^*'^^"'^^*^  ^  '''  ^™«--    "h- 
were  two  or  three  people  there-Mrs.  Leroy  Mortimer 

very  fetching  with  her  Japanese-like  colou'ling,  brack 

del'sm  .r.?f  ^"*"*  j"^*  --«»^^  Rena  Bonn^. 
del  smooth,  violet-eycd,  blonde,  and  rather  stunning  Tn 
a  peculiarly  innocent  way;  Miss  Caithness,  very  pa^^ 

sDlenL  ^-^^^'ify  '^y  -"<!  interested,  and  having  a 

dr.ff'rj'^  «Poke  pleasantly  to  them  all.     Other  people 
drifted  down-Marion  Page  who  looked  like  a  schc^  ! 

white  as  a  thorn  blossom,  with  the  deuce  to  pay  lurking 

whom  hfd- l^'Ti''"*^"^""  '^"^"^  '^"^  '^^--  Vendenninf 
whom  he  did  not  know,  and  finally  his  hostess  Grace  Fer 

swlrf    r  ^''^"''"*'  "'"'°'*  ^°yi^^'  ^r^'^l^Jed  face  and 
sweet  frank  eyes  and  the  figure  of  an  adolescent. 

fehe  gave  Siward  one  pretty  sun-browned  hand  and 
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it  ^"*  r'  s/'"  "''"8' '" »«""'  y™  "i""'  th. 

I  ve  asked  you  to  Shotovcr." 
"  I  suppoK  I  know,"  he  said. 

,^r  1:^^  ""^  "^  "'■    ''"  "  •'«"  *»-"'«''»  f"»n 
"  From  my  mother?  " 

"  I  want  you  to  go  over  it— with  me— if  we  can  find 
a  imnute  after  dinner."    She  released  his  hand   tu  Jn^ 
partly  around:  «  Kemp,  dinner's  been  announced,  so  cut 
that  dog  story  m  two!     Will  you  give  me  your  arm 
Major    Belwether?      Howard!  "-to    her    cou'lin,    Mn 
Quarner,  who  turned  from  Miss  Landis  to  listen—"  will 
you  please  try  to  recollect  whom  you  are  to  take  in-and 
ao  itr'       And,  as  she  passed  Siward,  in  a  low  voice,  mis- 
chievous and  slangy:  «  Sylvia  Landis  for  yours-as  she 
says  she  didn't  have  enough  of  you  on  the  cliffs." 

The  others  appeared  to  know  how  to  pair  according 
to  some  previous  notice.  Siward  turned  to  Sylvia  Landi^ 
with  the  pleasure  of  his  good  fortune  so  plainly  visible 
in  his  face,  that  her  own  brightened  in  response. 

You  see,"  she  said  gaily,  «  you  cannot  escape  me. 
There  is  no  use  in  looking  wildly  at  Agatha  Caith- 
ness -he  wasn't-"  or  pretending  you're  pleased," 
slipping  her  rounded,  bare  arm  through  the  arm  he 
offered.  You  can't  guess  what  I've  done  to-night-no- 
body can  guess  except  Grace  Ferrall  and  one  other  per- 
son. And  if  you  try  to  look  happy  beside  me,  I  may  tell 
jou-somewhere  between  sherry  and  cognac-Oh,  yes; 
I  ve  done  two  things:  I  have  your  dog  for  you'" 

"  Not  Sagamore.?  "  he  said  incredulously  as  he  was 
seating  her. 
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other  ro,  ™e  at  yZ  tZ^',  u'^:'L'Z  ""^en""  "- 
you  pleased?  »'— for  she  »«,  ^    u         .       ^'^^  ™^'  «'"e 

..»ita.j..H.ra„:!r.rr^;r:„r'™u>.'«« 
••But.'^riri;;^^-/j/rH-" 

pleasure  it  would  cive  me     -rl'  .  •        -    ^'"'  ^"^  ""•'■• 

^^' He  knew  that  you  meant  to » 

No,  that  concerns  only  vou  nnW  m«      ,< 

.n«t„»p„i,   ,    ■jJZTt::j:^'- "^■ 

..  oM."  '  '"'"'.*'«  doS.  Miss  Landis " 

un,     she  said,  vexed  •  "  T  k»,i  •  i 

vindictive »  '      '  ^"""^  "°  '^*^*  you  were 

There  was  a  silence ;  he  bent  forward  a  f  rifl 
scrutinising  a  "  hand-naint.^  »  ^^' ^''^^^^ 

might  not  have  a  tonthed  h^^  t  T'  T''  *'°"«^  '* 
foot  had  held  the  b  ^sh  I*'  t'"  *^** --^^^^'s 
Grace  Ferrall  had  diWer^d  770^^^^^  V"'  "^'"'*^ 
dozens  of  relatives  by  pain^fn^  fhT  T  .  ^"PP«^*«d 
the  summer  residents  at  \W*T     i^      °'*  °^  *^'"«  ^°^ 

tractive  that  he  had  \ltl  ';*"''-P«'"'"'«  "  so  unat- 
it.  when  a  bur  t  of  iJ  1  ,  '"f'^  "  ""^  '"  ^'"''^  -'"'"K 
-eryb.^;  turf  (l  "  ?  d  ''"""  ^''^''  ^'•'"'''^-  "-»* 
HenI  BoLZ,  .ookin'/trZr'Sr^f  "Ty  "^  "'" 
card  he  was  hoIdi„g-„?t  one  of  he  '.I'J rjf "  "'  " 
but  a  sheet  of  note-nanpr  n«  v  ■  -  "decorated, 

™n  rushing  .fte^  a  ^Z^.Tl^''^  "  """'"«  "^  » 
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The  extraordinary  cackling  laughter  of  hit  lord- 
-h,p  obhterated  other  «,und«  for  a  while;  Rena  Bonne.- 
del  possessed  herself  of  the  drawing  and  held  it  up  amid 
a  .hout  of  laughter.  And,  to  his  excessive  annoyance, 
b.ward  saw  that,  unconsciously,  he  had  caricatured  Quar- 
r,cr-I.crrall's  malicious  request  for  a  Vandyke  beard 
makmg  the  caricature  dreadfully  apparent 

Quarrier  had  at  first  flushed  up;  then  he  forced  a 
srnile;  but  his  symmetrical  features  were  never  cordial 
when  he  smiled. 

"  Who  on  earth  did  thatf  "  whispered  Sylvia  Landis 
apprehensively.  «  Mr.  Quarrier  dislikes  that  sort  of 
thing— but  of  course  he'll  take  it  well." 

,  .,. "  ^Jf  }]^  ^''*''  *=^"*  *»"  o'^  dog?  "  asked  Siward, 
bitmg  his  lip.  * 

Tx,  " J.""',"""  ^^'"''^  says— in  the  Carolinas  last  season. 
Its  Blinky!— that's  his  notion  of  humour.  Did  you 
ever  hear  such  a  laugh?  No  wonder  Mr.  Quarrier  is 
•innoyed." 

The  gay  uproar  had  partly  subsided,  renewed  here 
and  there  as  the  sketch  was  passed  along,  and  finally, 
making  the  circle,  returned  like  a  bad  penny  to  Quarrier. 
He  smiled  again,  symmetrically,  as  he  received  it,  nod- 
ding his  compliments  to  Alderdene. 

"Oh,  no,"  cackled  his  lordship;  «  I  didn't  draw  it, 
old  chap !  " 

"Nor  I!     I   only    wish   I   could,"   added    Captain 
Voucher.  '^ 

the  Lblr  ^""""^  ^~''^°  ^'^  '*^  "  ""^^  *^^  ''^°^'  ^''""S 

"  ^  ^id"'t  do  it!  "  said  Sylvia  gravely,  looking  across 
at  Quarrier.  And  suddenly  Quarrier's  large,  handsome 
eyes  met  Siward's  for  the  briefest  fraction  of  a  second, 
then  were  averted.     But  into  his  face  there  crept  an 
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«  ".an  who  .Ircd/dtLo,  .t*    "'"  "^  "'«'»^  '■"> 

•■  ?  ttT""  y'  '"""7" '  "-^  ■'""'f"'  "ay." 

have  told  you..'-     ^°"  """'  ""«  -^  ""'d  for  wh.t  I 

She  looked  up  at  him  •  «♦  T  W«  »♦     0^1. 
Mr^uarner  dJ^,  "or„„.it''.u  Jthi;;^  h'^V"^ ' 
He— he  IS  very  sensitive  ou   t     •  .  ^  numourous. 

li.Wn  h«,  lL„?„  B.lVh^-,  ,?'■•  '  ""^  *•»'  fool  E„g. 

"  But  he  didn't  do  it »  " 

I  r.lUl^L'lZYut  To-"'''""  ^"""  <«<'■ 

alway,   been   perTectlv    n^      ^"""  "'"""=•  »•■«  ha. 

.oen,,  unable  to  take  L^l  '°  "'"*"'  '■™=  •■" 
it-  I  don't  tWnTtdTol  r,.'^  '"''  ^  ""■P'^  »■"«« 
cousin."  ''  *"'"■"'  •>"  if  'he  were  not  hi, 

brought  to  Sr  ^  '"'*'«'  '"'™'''  »"h  whatever  w„ 

Don't  look  that  wav  '♦«„«,       1 

"Do  X  .how  everX^T".      ,  ""''"'*"<'"■'">• 
-led,  curiously.      '^"^"""8  »»  P'a>nly  «.  that?  "  he 

"  iT""  '°  ""''  y°"-»onietime,.» 
__IUvery„,eeof,ou,..he.aid. 

'''oh'!°!'h"'"r~"'"' »"<'"■»•" 

"  I--re«ll  "«"»f"l"y.  "  don't  be  grateful  " 

'    '*''  ^y-"""!  »Wly.  "i.  the  truth.     You 
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•ay  conventional  things  in  a  manner — in  an  agreeably 
personal  manner  that  interests  women.  But  you  are 
not  grateful  to  anybody  for  anything ;  you  are  indiffer- 
ent, and  you  can't  help  being  nice  to  people,  so— some 
day — some  girl  will  think  you  are  grateful,  and  will 
have  a  miserable  time  of  it." 
"  Miserable  time.?  " 

"  Waiting  for  you  to  say  what  never  will  enter  your 
head  to  say." 

"  You  mean  I— I " 

"  Flirt.?  No,  I  mean  that  you  don't  flirt;  that  you 
are  always  dreamily  occupied  with  your  own  affairs, 
from  which  listlessly  congenial  occupation,  when  drawn, 
you  are  so  unexpectedly  nice  that  a  girl  immediately 
desires  to  see  how  nice  you  can  be." 

"  What  a  charming  indictment  you  draw !  "  he  said, 
amused. 

"  It's  a  grave  one  I  assure  you.  I've  been  talking 
about  you  to  Grace  Ferrall ;  I  asked  to  be  placed  beside 
you  at  dinner;  I  told  her  I  hadn't  had  half  enough  of 
you  on  the  cliff.  Now  what  do  you  think  of  yourself  for 
being  too  nice  to  a  susceptible  girl?  /  think  it's  im- 
moral." 

They  both  were  laughing  now ;  several  people  glanced 
at  them,  smiling  in  sympathy.  Alderdene  took  that  op- 
portunity to  revert  to  the  sketch,  furnishing  a  specimen 
of  his  own  inimitable  laughter  as  a  running  accompani- 
ment to  the  story  of  Quarrier  and  his  dog  in  North  Caro- 
lina, until  he  had  everybody,  as  usual,  laughing,  not 
at  the  story  but  at  him.  All  of  which  demonstration 
was  bitterly  offensive  to  Quarrier.  He  turned  his 
eyes  once  on  Miss  Landis  and  on  Siward,  then  dropped 
them. 

The  hostess  arose ;  a  rustle  and  flurry  of  silk  and  lace 
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and  the  scraping  of  chairs,  a  lingering  word  or  laugh, 
and  the  colour  vanished  from  the  room  leaving  a  circle 
of  men  m  black  standing  around  the  table 

his  r^r  *"^^  *^'''  *  '"^"'  ^'^^*'"«  ^  ^'««''^«^'  bolted 
las  coffee  and  cognac  and  strolled  out  to  the  gun-room. 

Ferrall,    gesticulating    vigorously,    resumed    his    pre- 

fnTt!,  A?f  "^^^  *"  ^'"P**'"  ^°"^^^^''=  Belwethcr  but- 
tonholed Alderdene  and  bored  him  with  an  intornunably 
facetious  tale  until  that  nobleman,  threatened  with  maxil- 
lary  disl^ation,  fairly  wrenched  himself  loose  and  came 
over  to  Siward,  squinting  furiously. 

"Old  ass!"  he  muttered;  "  hi^  chop  whiskers  look 
hke  the  chops  of  a  Southdown  ram-«nd  he's  got  the 
wits  of  one.  Look  here,  Stephen,  I  hear  you  fdl  into 
no  end  of  a  scrape  in  town " 

lot  i'tTrat^aT;  """"'•'    '       -"  *••— P«P- and 

unaUshed.    "  All  I  „,e.nt  wa.-.„ythin«  Voucher  Z 
1  can  do — of  course——'* 

"«^m"!'!  T^  «^*     ^'"^  "°*  *^^*d  yo»  know." 

Not  dead,  you  know  ',"  repeated  Major  Belwether 

coming  up  behind  them  with  his  sprightly  step;  «  that 

remmds  me  of  a  good  one-"    He  sat  down  and  lighted 

a  cigar,  then,  vainly  attempting  to  control  his  counte- 

ZTl""    rt"  "^^""^^^  anticipating  the  treat  await- 
ing them,  he  began  another  endless  story 

Major  Belwether  was  a  wit.    The  sycophant  of  the  outer 
world  seldom  even  awaited  his  first  word  before  burst- 
ing in.o  premature  mirth.    Besides  he  was  very  wealthy. 
Siward  watched  him  with  mixed  emotions;  the  1am- 

b^ck'^^lK*     u^''  ^-"P^^«'°"    ^'^  ffiven   place   to   Uie 
buck    rabbit;   his   smooth   baby-pi„k    skin   and    downy 
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white  side  whiskers  quivered  in  premature  sympathy 
with  his  listener's  overwhelming  hilarity. 

The  Page  boys,  very  callow,  very  much  delighted, 
and  a  little  in  awe  of  such  a  celebrated  personage, 
laughed  heartily.  And  altogether  there  was  sufficient 
attention  and  sufficient  laughter  to  make  a  very  respect- 
jible  noise.  This,  being  the  major's  cue  for  an  exit, 
he  rose,  one  sleek  hand  raised  in  sprightly  protest  as 
though  to  shield  the  invisible  ladies,  to  whose  bournes 
he  was  bound,  from  an  uproar  too  masculine  and  mighty 
for  the  ears  of  such  a  sex. 

"  Ass ! "  muttered  Alderdene,  getting  up  and  pat- 
tering about  the  room  in  his  big,  shiny  pumps.  "  Give 
me  a  peg — somebody !  " 

Mortimer  swallowed  his  brandy,  lingered,  lifted  the 
decanter,  mechanically  considering  its  remaining  con- 
tents and  his  own  capacity;  then: 

"Bridge,  Captain?" 

**  Certainly,"  said  Captain  Voucher  briskly. 

"  ni  go  and  shoo  the  major  into  the  gun-room," 
observed  Ferrall — "  unless — "  looking  questioningly  at 
Siward. 

"  I've  a  date  with  your  wife,"  observed  that  young 
man,  strolling  toward  the  hall. 

The  Page  boys,  Rena  Bonnesdel,  and  Eileen  Shan- 
non were  seated  at  a  card  table  together,  very  much 
engaged  with  one  another,  the  sealed  pack  lying  neg- 
lected on  the  green  cloth,  a  vast  pink  box  of  bon-bons 
beside  it,  not  neglected. 

O'Hara  and  Quarrier  with  Marion  Page  and  Mrs. 
Mortimer  were  immrrsed  in  the  game,  already  stony 
faced  and  oblivious  to  outer  sounds. 

About  the  rooms  were  distributed  girls  en  tete-k- 
tete,  girls  eating  bon-bons  and  watching  the  cards — 
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among  them  ^yl^l^^i:.n^^^:^i^~Xo,^ 

hind  her,  standing  at  Quarrier's  elbow  to  obseL  and 

profit  by  an  expert  performance. 

As   Siward  strolled  in  she  raised  her  dainty  head 

A  moment  later,  when  Quarrier  had  emerged  bril- 
hantly   from   the  melee,  she  looked   up   again!  trium- 

Win^'t  ^""^^T^   ^iT'    "'^^    ^'"«^'-«   —here 
waiting  to  join  her.     And  she  was  just  a  trifle  surprised 

Hissed  him  to  observe  the  brilliancy  of  Mr.  Quarrier's 

But  Siward,  outside  on  the  veranda,  was  saying  at 
that  moment  to  his  hostess:  «  I  shall  be  very  glad  to 
read  my  mother's  letter  at  any  time  you  choose.'? 

It  must  be  later,  Stephen.     Pm  to  cut  in  when 
Kemp  sends  for  me.    He  has  a  lot  of  letters  to  attend  to 
•  •  :.  ,}\  "!"'  ''h^*  ^°  JO"  think  of  Sylvia  Landis?  " 
I  like  her,  ol  course,"  he  replied  pleasantly. 
Grace  Ferrall  stood  thinking  a   moment:     "That 

X  A    uT  7  f  ^'""''^  *  ^**   «"^<*««'    didn't    it.?» 
And  she  laughed  under  her  breath. 

noyed— '''      ^    *''""^^'    ^^''    ^"""'^^    «^^"'^d    an- 

Hes  such  a  muff,  you  know,  that  the  very  sight  of  his 
pomted  beard  and  pompadour  hair  and  his  complacency 
sets  me  m  fidgets  to  stir  him  up." 

"  I  don't  think   you'd   best   use   me   for  the   stick 


iny  cousin  you 


next  time,"  said   Siward.     "He's  not 
know." 

Mrs.  Ferrall  shrugged  her  boyish  shoulders:     "By 
the  way  "-she  said  ourioa.ly-™"  who  wa,  that  girl.P" 
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"  What  girl,"  he  asked  coolly,  looking  at  his  hostess, 
now  the  very  incarnation  of  delicate  mockery  with  her 
pretty  laughing  mouth,  her  boyish  sunburn  and  freckles. 

"You  won't  tell  mc  I  suppose?" 

"  I'm  sorry " 

"  Wiu  she  pretty,  Stephen?" 

"  Yes,"  he  said  sulkily ;  "  I  wish  you  wouldn't " 

"  Nonsense !  Do  you  think  I'm  going  to  let  you  ofF 
without  some  sort  of  confession?  If  I  had  time  now — 
but  I  haven't.  Kemp  has  business  letters:  he'll  be 
furious ;  so  I've  got  to  take  his  cards  or  we  won't  have 
any  pennies  to  buy  gasoline  for  our  adored  and  shriek- 
ing Mercedes." 

She  retreated  backward  with  a  gay  nod  of  malice, 
turned  to  enter  the  house,  and  met  Sylvia  Landis  face 
to  face  in  the  hallway. 

"  You  minx !  '*  she  whispered ;  "  aren't  you 
ashamed?  " 

"  Very  much,  dear.  What  for?  "  And  catching 
sight  of  Siward  outside  in  the  starlight,  divined  per- 
haps something  of  her  hostess'  meaning,  for  she  laughed 
uneasily,  like  a  child  who  winces  under  a  stem  eye. 

"  You  don't  suppose  for  a  moment,"  she  began, 
"  that  I  have " 

"  Yes  I  do.    You  always  do.' 

"  Not  with  that  sort  of  man,"  she  returned  naively ; 
"  he  won't." 

Mrs.  Ferrall  regarded  her  suspiciously :  "  You  al- 
ways pick  out  exactly  the  wrong  man  to  play  with- 


Thcy  had  moved  back  side  by  side  into  the  hall, 
the  hostess'  arm  linked  in  the  arm  of  the  younger  girl. 

"The  wrong  man?"  repeated  Sylvia,  instinctively 
freeing  her  arm,  her  straight  brows  beginning  to  bend 
inward. 
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"  I  didn't  mean  that-exactly.  You  know  how 
much  I  care  for  his  mother-and  for  him."  The  ob- 
8  mate  downward  trend  of  the  brows,  the  narrowing 
blue  gaze  signalled  mutiny  to  the  woman  who  knew  her 
so  well. 

;' What  is  so  wrong  with  Mr.  Siward?"  she  asked. 

Nothing.     There  was  an  affair » 

♦*  This  spring  in  town.     I  know  it.     Is  that  all?  »♦ 
Yes-for  the  present,"  replied  Grace  Ferrall  un- 
comfortably ;  then :    "  For  goodness'  sake,  Sylvia,  don't 

thltMy— """'  *^^*  "'^^'     ^  "^^  ^  ^^*  ^'^^  ^°' 
"  So  do  I.     I've  made  him  take  my  dog  " 
There  was   an   abrupt  pause,   and   presently    Mrs. 

Ferrall  began  to  laugh.  ^ 

"I  mean  it— really,"  said  Sylvia  quietly;  "I  like 
him  immensely."  J '      *  "«« 

"  Dearest,  you  mean  it  generously— with  your  usual 
exaggeration  You  have  heard  that  he  has  been  foolish, 
and  because  he's  so  young,  so  likable,  every  instinct, 
ev^ry    impulse   m   you   is    aroused   to-to    be    nice   to 

"  And  if  that  were  true " 

"  There  is  no  harm,  dear— "  Mrs.  Ferrall  hesitated, 
her  grey  eyes  softening  to  a  graver  revery.  Then  look- 
ing up:  "It's  rather  pathetic,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice. 
Kemp  thinks  he's  foredoomed-like  all  the  Siwards. 
It  s  an  hereditary  failing  with  him,-no,  it's  hereditary 
damnation.      Siward    after    Siward,    generation    after 

TZ  rJ^^  ''"°"~"  ^^'  ^'^  ^'^  "P'  thinking  a 
moment.  "  H.s  grandfather  was  a  friend  of  my  grand- 
parents,  brilliant,  handsome,  generous,  and-doomed! 
His  own  father  was  found  dying  in  a  dreadful  resort 
m  London  where  he  had  wandered  when  stupefied-a 
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Siward!  Think  of  it!  So  you  see  what  that  outbreak 
of  Stephen's  means  to  those  whose  families  have  been 
New  Yorkers  since  New  York  was.  It  is  ominous,  it  is 
more  than  ominous — it  means  that  the  master-vice  has 
seized  on  one  more  Siward.  But  I  shall  never,  never 
admit  it  to  his  mother.'* 

The  younger  girl  sat  wide-eyed,  silent;  the  elder's 
gaze  was  upon  her,  but  her  thoughts,  remote,  centred 
on  the  hapless  mother  of  such  a  son. 

**  Such  indulgence  was  once  fashionable ;  moderation 
is  the  present  fashion.  Perhaps  he  will  fall  into  line," 
said  Mrs.  Ferrall  thoughtfully.  «  The  main  thing  is  to 
keep  him  among  people,  not  to  drop  him.  The  gregari- 
ous may  be  shamed,  but  if  anything,  any  incident,  hap- 
pens to  drive  him  outside  by  himself,  if  he  should  be- 
come solitary,  there's  not  a  chance  in  the  world  for  him. 
.  .  .  It's  a  pity.  I  know  he  meant  to  make  himself  the 
exception  to  the  rule — and  look!  Already  one  carouse 
of  his  has  landed  him  in  the  daily  papers !  " 

Sylvia  flushed  and  looked  up :  "  Grace,  may  I  ask 
you  a  plain  question?  " 

"  Yes,  child,"  she  answered  absently. 

"  Has  it  occurred  to  you  that  what  you  have  said 
about  this  boy  touches  me  very  closely  ?  " 

Mrs.  Ferrall's  wits  returned  nimbly  from  woolgath- 
ering, and  she  shot  a  startled,  inquiring  glance  at  the 
girl  beside  her. 

"  You — you  mean  the  matter  of  heredity,  Sylvia.?  " 
"  Yes.  I  think  my  uncle  Major  Belwether  chose 
you  as  his  august  mouthpiece  for  that  little  sermon  on 
the  dangers  of  heredity — the  danger  of  being  ignorant 
concerning  what  women  of  my  race  had  done — before 
I  came  into  the  world  they  found  so  amusing." 

"  I  told  you  several  things,"  returned  Mrs    Ferrall 
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composedly.     "Your  uncle  thought  it  best  for  you  to 

of  rl7'''  7^'  "'"^g^  VOWS  sat  lightly  upon  some 
of  my  ancestors,  I  gather.  In  fact."  she  added  coolly, 
where  the  women  of  my  race  loved  they  usually  fouild 
the  way-rather  unconventionally.  There  was,  if  I  un- 
derstood you,  enough  of  divorce,  of  general  indiscretion 
and  irregularity  to  seriously  complicate  any  family  tree 

and  coat  of  arms  I  might  care  to  claim -" 

"Sylvia!" 

The  girl  lifted  her  pretty  bare  shoulders.  "  I'm 
sorry,  but  could  /  help  it?  Very  well;  all  I  can  do  is 
to  prove  a  decent  exception.  Very  well;  I'm  doing  it, 
am    I   not.?-practically   scared    into   the   first   solidl 

S^aH  "riTu  ^«'T^---ing  the  unfortunate 
Howard  with  both  hands  for  fear  he'd  get  away  and 
leave  me  alone  with  only  a  queer  family  record  for  com- 
pany!  r.ry  well!  Now  then,  I  want  to  ask  you  why 
everybody,  in  my  case,  didn't  go  about  with  sanctimoni- 
ous faces  and  dolorous  mien  repeating:     *  Her  irrand- 

rr^othereloped!  Hermotherranrway.%oorchild^rhe^^ 
doomed !  doomed ! '  "  »="*:" 

"  Sylvia,  I " 

.yJ7^vTZ^^  ^^""'^  ^"^^  ^^^^'^  ^^  ^»y  they  talk 
about  that  boy  out  there! "  She  swept  a  round  J  arm 
toward  the  veranda. 

youl^''    ^"*    ^    ^"    ''^"^^    ^'°^"^    ^^'    ^hil« 
"  S«  f}^  I-nearly !    Had  it  not  been  for  you,  you 

T^^  T  ."5."^"^"  ^^  ^^'^P^^'  ^«'  I  •<io«d  him 
-I  did !  I  did !  and  you  know  it.  And  look  at  my  end- 
less escapes  from  compromising  myself!  Can  you  count 
them?-all  those  indiscretions  when  mer*  living  wemed 
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to  intoxicate  me  that  first  wintei 
and  you  to  break  me  in !  ** 

**  In  other  words,"  said  Mrs.  Ferrall  slowly,  -  you 
don't  think  Mr.  Siward  is  getting  what  is  known  as  a 
square  deal?  " 

"  No,  I  don't.  Major  Belwether  has  already  hinted 
—no,  not  even  that— but  has  somehow  managed  to 
dampen  my  pleasure  in  Mr.  Siward." 

Mrs.  Ferrall  considered  the  girl  beside  her— now 
very  lovely  and  flushed  in  her  suppressed  excitement. 

"After  all,"  she  said,  "you  are  going  to  marry 
somebody  else.  So  why  become  quite  so  animated  about 
a  man  you  may  never  again  see?  " 

"  I  shall  see  him  if  I  desire  to! " 

"Oh!" 

"  I  am  not  taking  the  black  veil,  am  I?  "  asked  the 
girl  hotly. 

"  Only  the  wedding  veil,  dear.  But  after  all  your 
husband  ought  to  have  something  to  suggest  concerning 
a  common  visiting  list " 

"He  may  suggest— certainly.  In  the  meantime  I 
shall  be  loyal  to  my  own  friends— and  afterward,  too," 
she  murmured  to  herself,  as  her  hostess  rose,  calmly 
dropping  care  like  a  mantle  from  her  shoulders. 

"  Go  and  be  good  to  this  poor  young  man  then ;  I 
adore  rows — and  you'll  have  a  few  on  your  hands  I'll 
warrant.  Let  me  remind  you  that  your  uncle  can  make 
it  unpleasant  for  you  yet,  and  that  your  amiable  fiance 
has  a  will  of  his  own  under  his  pompadour  and  silky 
beard." 

"  What  a  pity  to  have  it  clash  with  mine,"  said  the 
girl  serenely. 

Mrs.  Ferrall  looked  at  her:  "  Mercy  on  us !  Howard's 
pompadour  would  stick  up  straight  with  horror  if  he 
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could  hear  you!  Don't  be  silly;  don't  for  an  impulse, 
for  a  capnce,  break  off  anything  desirable  on  account 
of  a  man  for  whom  you  really  care  nothing^whose 
amiable  exterior  and  prospective  misfortune  merely  en- 
list a  very  natural  and  generous  sympathy  in  you*" 

•*  Do  you  suppose  that  I  shall  endure  interference 
from  anybody?— from  my  uncle,  from  Howard?" 

uii"  ^^*^'  *^'""  *'"''  "'"^'"«  »  mountain  out  of  a  mole- 
hill. Don't  be  emotional;  don't  let  loose  impulses  that 
you  and  I  know  about,  knew  about  in  our  school  years, 
know  all  about  now,  and  which  you  and  I  have  decided 

must  be  eliminated " 

''  Vou  mean  subdued;  they'll  always  be  there.'» 
"Very  well;  who  cares,  as  long  as  you  have  them 
m  leash  ?  " 

Looking  at  one  another,  the  excited  colour  cooling 
in  the  younger  girl's  cheeks,  they  laughed,  one  with 
rebef,  the  other  a  little  ashamed. 

"  ^^"'P  ^»»  be  furious ;  I  simply  must  cut  in !  "  said 
Mrs.   Ferrall     hastily   turning   toward   the   gun-room. 
Miss  Landis  looked  after  her,  subdued,  vaguely  repent- 
ant, the  consciousness  dawning  upon  her  that  she  had 
probably  made  considerable  conversation  about  nothing. 
^^        It  8  been  so  all  day,"  she  thought   impatiently ; 
I  ve  exaggerated ;  I've  worked  up  a  scene  about  a  man 
whose  habits  are  not  the  slightest  concern  of  mine.     Be- 
sides that  I've  neglected  Howard  shamefully !  "    She  was 
walking  slowly,  her  thoughts  outstripping  her  errant 
leet,  but  It  seemed  that  neither  her  thoughts  nor  her 
steps  were  leading  her  toward  the  neglected  gentleman 
withm;  for  presently  she  found  herself  at  the  breezy 
veranda  door,  looking  rather  fixedly  at  the  stars. 

The  stars,  shining  impartially  upon  the  just  and 
the  unjust,  illuminated  the  person  of  Siward,  who  sat 
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alone,  rather  limply,  one  knee  crosMd  above  the  other. 
He  looked  up  by  chance,  and,  seeing  her  sUr-gazing 
in  the  doorway,  straightened  out  and  rose  to  his  feet. 
Aware  of  him  apparently  for  the  first  time,  she 
stepped  across  the  threshold  meeting  his  advance  half- 
way. 

"Would  you  care  to  go  down  to  the  rocks?**  he 
asked.    «  The  surf  is  terrific.** 
«  No— I  don't  think  I  care- 


tt 


They  stood  listening  a  moment  to  the  stupendous 
roar. 

"  A  storm  somewhere  at  sea,'*  he  concluded. 

"  Is  it  very  fine— the  surf?  ** 

**Very  fine — and  very  relentless — **  he  laughed; 
"  it  i$  an  unfriendly  creature,  the  sea,  you  know.*' 

She  had  begun  to  move  toward  the  cliffs,  he  fell 
into  step  beside  her;  they  spoke  little,  a  word  now 
and  then. 

The  perfume  of  the  mounting  sea  saturated  the  night 
with  wild  fragrance;  dew  lay  heavy  on  the  lawns;  she 
lifted  her  skirts  enough  to  clear  the  grass,  heedless  that 
her  silk-shod  feet  were  now  soaking.  Then  at  the  cliffs' 
edge,  as  she  looked  down  into  the  white  fury  of  the  surf, 
the  stunning  crash  of  the  ocean  saluted  her. 

For  a  long  while  they  watched  in  silence;  once  she 
leaned  a  trifle  too  far  over  the  star-lit  gulf  and,  re- 
coiling, involuntarily  steadied  herself  on  his  arm. 

"  I  suppose,**  she  said,  "  no  swimmer  could  endure 
that  battering.** 

"  Not  long.** 

"Would  there  be  no  chance?** 

"  Not  one." 

She  bent  farther  outward,  fascinated,  stirred,  by  the 
splendid  frenzy  of  the  breakers. 
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r  11 " '"?'""!"'"  •"  •*«""  quietly:  th«n  a  firm  hand 
foil  over  her  loft  hand;  .nd,  half  encircled  by  W.  .1 
he  found  her-elf  drawn  back.  Neither  .,^ke  Z 
thing,  ,h.  wa.  coolly  aware  of,  that,  urged,  drawn  bv 
.ometlung  ™btly  irre.i.tible  .he  had  leanfT  oo  fir  „ut 
from  the  chff.  and  would  have  leaned  farther  had  he 

Another  thing;  the  prewure  of  hi.  hand  over  hm  ri- 
n,a,„eda«n.at.on  .till-a  .trong.  ..eady.  ma.terful 
.mpnnt  lacking  haitation  or  vacilUtion.  She  wa.  a, 
con«iou.  of  .i  a.  though  her  hand  .till  tightened  u"d" 
luiK-and  ,he  wa.  conKiou,,  too    that  nothing  of  hi. 

tremor  of  ,„,t,nct.ve  recoil.  For  never  before  had  .he 
touched  or  .uiTered  a  touch  from  a  man,  even  a  IZ 
greeting,  that  had  not  in  «,me  mea,ure  .ubtly  repelled 

.'=:r]'rnt':r;?or" '-  •  ~  -'^^ 

for  11  *^'"^  ""*•     ®"*  '*  ™  *°^  ""^»^  responsibility 

Pleal7 dT;  "^"^  *'^'  ^  ''"*'  *°  ^'^^^  ™y  "^^  i  *™  to 
please  do  it  alone  m  future." 

"  Exactly-if  jou  don't  mind,"  he  said  smiling. 

thm     Wi,    T     •  .'^°"^^'''   *°  *^°"^^"'   ^»lking  back 
through  the  drenched  herbage. 

"  TAaf."  she  said  impulsively,  "  is  „ot  what  /  said 
a  lew  moments  ago  to  a  woman." 

woJlnT^*    "''"   ^""    "^    '^    '^"    "^«"^^°*«    '^   *-    '^ 

"I  said,  Mr.  Siward,  that  I  would  not  leave  a— a  cer- 
tain man  to  go  to  the  devil  alone!" 

"  ^^  y°"  ^"o^  any  man  who  is  going  to  the  devil?  " 
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-  Do  you? »'  she  asked,  letting  herself  go  swinging 
out  upon  a  tide  of  intimacy  she  had  never  dreamed 
of  risking— nor  had  she  the  slightest  idea  whither  the 
current  would  carry  her. 

They  had  stopped  on  the  lawn,  ankle  deep  in  wet 
grass,  the  stars  overhead  sparkling  magnificently,  and 
in  their  ears  the  outcrash  of  the  sea. 

"  You  mean  me,"  he  concluded. 

"Do  I?" 

He  looked  up  into  the  lovely  face;  her  eyes  were 
very  sweet,  very  clear— clear  with  excitement— but  very 
friendly. 

"Let  us  sit  here  on  the  steps  a  little  while,  will 
you?**  she  asked. 

So  he  found  a  place  beside  her,  one  step  lower,  and 
she  leaned  forward,  elbows  on  knees,  rounded  white  chin 
in  her  palms,  the  starlight  giving  her  bare  arms  and 
shoulders  a  marble  lustre  and  tinting  her  eyes  a  deeper 
amethyst. 

And  now,  innocently  untethered,  mission  and  all, 
she  laid  her  heart  quite  bare— one  chapter  of  it.  And, 
like  other  women-errant  who  believe  in  the  influence  of 
their  sex  individually  and  collectively,  she  began  wrong 
by  telling  him  of  her  engagement— perhaps  to  emphasise 
her  pure  disinterestedness  in  a  crusade  for  principle  only. 
Which  naturally  dampened  in  him  any  nascent  enthu- 
siasm for  being  ministered  to,  and  so  preoccupied  him 
that  he  turned  deaf  ears  to  some  very  sweet  platitudes 
which  might  otherwise  have  impressed  him  as  discoveries 
in  philosophy. 

Officially  her  creed  was  the  fashionable  one  in  town ; 
privately  she  had  her  own  religion,  lacking  some  details 
truly  enough,  but  shaped  upon  youthful  notions  of 
right  and  wrong.    As  she  had  not  read  very  widely,  she 
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nippo^  that  she  had  discovered  thia  rehgion  forli;;: 

that  t""  r  '^T  ^^  ^^"^^'^  '''  ''^^  P^<^ 
that  way-,t  be.nff  the  first  iinn.ature  moult  in  vouna 

people  after  rejecting  dognm.  ^       * 

Hud  he  not  been  immersed  in  the  unexpectr  i  ,  .opo- 

1"  °L    /"'r^'"^  matrimony,  he  mi^r.  i., J,  ^r 
mpressed    for  the  spell  of  her  beauty   counk.i   s.^.  •- 
thing,  and  beside.,,  he  had  recently  for^n  .  J    t 
self  a  code  of  ethics,  tinctured  with  ()m..  J  V', 

resembhng  her  own  d.scoveries  i„  that  d^,  -an'   s':    ,.' 
So  ,t  was,  when  she  was  most  eloucnt,   -.ost  .a,  ' 
ncHtly  ,n,p,rod-nay  in  the  very  middle  of  •     "    .   ? 
-^ess  and  hght  and  simple  liig:th;:t  hi  ^  ":.   ° 
found  voice  m  the  material  comment :  ** 

^^  I  never  imagined  i/ou  were  engaged '  " 
Is  that  what  you  have  been  thinking  about  p  »'  ,i,. 
Mked,  mnocently  astonished. 

posZ^"  "^^^  ""*•      '  "^^^•"  ^-  °"«  instant  sup- 

yourself  with  supposing  anything?     Why   indulge  in 
any  speculation  of  that  sort  about^.  ?  -  ^    '" 

«  ^^on't  know,  but  I  didn't,"  he  said. 

thr«.  K     ~""?  ^°"  '^'**"'*'  y°"'^  J^no«^n  me  for  about 
three  hours^there  on  the  cliff »' 

But— -Quarrier '  ♦' 
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tongue.  He  had  made  a  plain  ass  of  himself — that  was 
all,— a  garrulous  ass.  And  truly  it  seemed  that  the  girl 
beside  him,  even  in  the  starlight,  could  follow  and  divine 
what  he  had  scarcely  expressed  to  himself;  or  her  in- 
stincts had  taken  a  shorter  cut  to  forestall  his  own  con- 
clusion. 

**  Don't  think  the  things  you  are  thinking !  *'  she  said 
in  a  fierce  little  voiv"^,  leaning  toward  him. 

**  What  do  you  mean?  "  he  asked,  taken  aback. 
"  You  know !  Don't !  It  is  unfair— it  is— is  faith- 
less— to  me.  I  am  your  friend;  why  not?  Does  it 
make  any  difference  to  you  whom  I  marry?  Cannot 
two  people  remain  in  accord  anyway?  Their  friendship 
concerns  each  other  and — nobody  else !  "  She  was  let- 
ting herself  go  now;  she  was  conscious  of  it,  conscious 
that  impulse  and  emotion  were  the  currents  unloosed  and 
hurrying  her  onward.  And  with  it  all  came  exhilara- 
tion, a  faint  intoxication,  a  delicate  delight  in  daring 
to  let  go  all  and  trust  to  impulse  and  emotions. 

**  Why  should  you  feel  hurt  because  for  a  moment 
you  let  me  see — gave  me  a  glimpse  of  yourself — of 
life's  battle  as  you  foresee  it?  What  if  there  is  always 
a  reaction  from  all  confidences  exchanged?  What  if 
that  miserable  French  cynic  did  say  that  never  was  he 
more  alone  than  after  confessing  to  a  friend?  He  died 
crazy  anyhow.  Is  not  a  rare  moment  of  confidence 
worth  the  reaction — the  subsidence  into  the  armored  shell 
of  self?     Tell  me  truly,  Mr.  Siward,  isn't  it?  " 

Breathless,  confused,  exhilarated  by  her  own  rapid 
voice  she  bent  her  face,  brilliant  with  colour,  and  very 
sweet ;  and  he  looked  up  into  it,  expectant,  uncertain. 

**  If  such  a  friendship  as  ours  is  to  become  worth  any- 
thing to  you — to  me,  why  should  it  trouble  you  that  I 
know — and  am  thinking  of  things  that  concern  you?     Is 
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It  because  the  confidence  is  one-sided?  Is  it  because  you 
have  given  and  I  have  listened  and  given  nothing  in 
return  to  balance  the  account  ?  I  do  give-interest,  deep 
interest  sympathy  if  you  ask  it;  I  give  confidence  in  re- 
turn— if  you  desire  it !  " 

"  What  can  a  girl  like  you  need  of  sympathy?  "  he 
said  smihng.  "^ 

"You  don't  know!  you  don't  know!  If  heredity 
IS  a  dark  vista,  and  if  you  must  sUre  through  it  all  your 
life,  sword  in  hand,  always  on  your  guard,  do  you  think 
you  are  the  only  one?  '* 

*'Are  you^ne?"  he  said  incredulously. 
"Yes"— with  an  involuntary  shudder— "  not  that 
way  It  IS  easier  for  me;  I  think  it  is— I  know  it  is. 
But  there  are  things  to  combat— impuh^s,  a  reckless- 
ness, perhaps  something  almost  ruthless.  What  else  I 
do  not  know,  for  I  have  never  experienced  violent  emo- 
tions of  any  sort— never  even  deep  emotion." 
"  You  are  in  love !  " 

"  Yes,  thoroughly^  she  added  with  conviction,  «  but 
not  violently.     I-"  she  hesitated,  stopped  short,  lean- 
ing .onvard,  peering  at  him  through  the  dusk;  and: 
Mr.  Siward!  are  you  laughing?  "     She  rose  and  he 
stood  up  instantly. 

There  was  lightning  in  her  darkening  eyes  now;  in 
his  something  that  glimmered  and  danced.  She  watched 
It,  fascinated,  then  of  a  sudden  the  storm  broke  and 
they  were  both  laughing  convulsively,  face  to  face  there 
under  the  stars. 

"  Mr.  Siward,"  she  breathed,  "  I  dtm't  know  what  I 

am  laughing  at;  do  you?    Is  it  at  you?    At  myself  ?    At 

my  poor  philosophy  in  shreds  and  tatters?     Is  it  some 

infernal  mirth  that  you  seem  to  be  able  to  kindle  in  me 

for  I  never  knew  a  man  like  you  before?  " 

65 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


I 


**  You  don't  know  what  you  were  laughing  at?  "  he 
repeated.     "  It  was  something  about  love '* 

"No  I  don't  know  why  I  laughed!  I— I  don't 
wish  to,  Mr.  Siward.  I  do  not  desire  to  laugh  at  any- 
thing you  have  made  me  say — anything  you  may 
infer " 

"  I  don't  infer " 

"  You  do!  You  made  me  say  something — about  my 
being  ignorant  of  deep,  of  violent  emotion,  when  I  had 
just  informed  you  that  I  am  thoroughly,  thoroughly  in 
love " 

"  Did  I  make  you  say  all  that.  Miss  I.andis?  " 

"  You  did.  Then  you  laugheJ  and  made  me  laugh 
too.     Then  you " 

"  What  did  I  do  then?  "  he  asked,  far  too  humbly. 

"  You — you  infer  that  I  am  either  not  in  love  or  in- 
capable of  it,  or  too  ignorant  of  it  to  know  what  I'm 
talking  about.  That,  Mr.  Siward,  is  what  you  have 
done  to  me  to-night." 

"  I— I'm  sorry " 

"Jrcyou?"' 

"  I  ought  to  be  anyway,"  he  said. 

It  was  unfortunate;  an  utterly  inexcusable  laughter 
seemed  to  bewitch  them,  hovering  always  close  to  his  lips 
and  hers. 

"  How  can  you  laugh !  "  she  said.  "  How  dare  you  ! 
I  don't  care  for  you  nearly  as  violently  as  I  did,  Mr. 
Siward.  A  friendship  between  us  would  not  be  at  all 
^ootl  for  me.  Things  pass  too  swiftly — too  intimately. 
There  is  too  much  mockery  in  you — "  She  ceased  sud- 
denly, watching  the  sombre  alteration  of  his  face ;  and, 
"  Have  I  hurt  you?  "  she  asked  penitently. 

"  No." 

"Have  I,  Mr.  Siward?     I  did  not  mean  it."     The 
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and  tbpn  the  moment's  silence,  stirred  bim. 

"I'm  rather  ignorant  myself  of  violent  emotion," 
he  said.  I  suspect  normal  people  are.  You  know  bet- 
ter than  I  do  whether  Jove  is  usually  a  sedative." 

"Am  I  normal—after  what  I  have  confessed.?  "  she 
asked.     "  Can't  love  be  well-bred.?  " 

"  Perfectly  I  should  say-only  perhaps  you  are  not 
an  expert " 

"In  what.?  " 

"  In  self -analysis,  for  example." 
chan^"*  *^  "  '**^"''  "leaning  in  the  gaze  they  ex- 

"  As  for  our  friendship,  we'll  do  the  best  we  can  for 
It,  no  matter  what  occurs,"  he  added,  thinking  of  Quar- 
ner.  And,  thinking  of  ..^m,  glanced  up  to  .see  him  within 
ear-shot  and  moving  straight  toward  them  from  the 
veranda  above. 

h.ward  then  M.ss  Lund.s  took  command  of  something 
that  had  a  grotesque  rese-ablance  to  a  situation.  A 
(^^  nunutes  later  they  returned  slowlv  to  the  hou.e,  ^e 

you  had  better  chanffe    Mr   Siw«r,l '♦  =»,„        j  • 

«f  fh«  <•     *    r  1.1.      ;  •  »>ward,     she  said,  pausmg 

at  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 

So  he  took  his  c<mge,  leaving  her  sUnding  there  with 
Wuarrier,  and  mountetl  to  his  room. 

In  the  corridor  he  passed  Ferrall,  who  had  finished 
h.s  business  correspondence  and  was  returning  to  the 
card-room.  ** 

.aid '  ""h '  H  \T:  ''"'  ^'''"*^  "'*"*^  ^""  ^°  ^''  ^- 

■aia.         Head  it  before  you  turn  in,  Stephen  " 
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"All  right;  but  I'll  be  down  later,"  replied  Siward 
passing  on,  the  letter  in  his  hand.  Entering  his  room 
he  kicked  off  his  wet  pumps  and  found  dry  ones.  Then 
moved  about,  whistling  a  gay  air  from  some  recent  vaude- 
ville, busy  with  rough  towels  and  silken  foot-gear,  until, 
reshod  and  dry,  he  was  ready  to  descend  once  more. 

The  encounter,  the  suddenly  informal  acquaintance 
with  this  young  girl  had  stirred  him  agreeably,  leaving 
a  slight  exhilaration.  Even  her  engagement  to  Quar- 
rier  add?  i  tinge  of  malice  to  his  interest.  Besides  he 
was  young  enough  to  feel  the  flattery  of  her  concern  for 
him — of  her  rebuke,  of  her  imprudence,  her  generous 
emotional  and  childish  philosophy. 

Perhaps,  as  like  recognises  like,  he  recognised  in  her 
the  instincts  of  the  born  drifter,  momentarily  at  anchor 
— the  temporary  inertia  of  the  opportunist,  the  latent 
capacity  of  an  unformed  character  for  all  things  and 
anything.  Add  to  these  her  few  years,  her  beauty,  and 
the  wholesome  ignorance  so  confidently  acknowledged, 
what  man  could  remain  unconcerned,  uninterested  in  the 
development  of  such  possibilities?  Not  Siward,  amused 
by  her  sagacious  and  impulsive  prudence,  worldliness, 
and  innocence  in  accepting  Quarrier ;  and  touched  by  her 
profitless,  frank,  and  unworldly  friendliness  for  himself. 
Not  that  he  objected  to  her  marrying  Quarrier;  he 
rather  admired  her  for  being  able  to  do  it,  considering 
the  general  scramble  for  Quarrier.  But  let  that  take 
care  of  itself;  meanwhile,  their  sudden  and  capricious 
intimacy  had  aroused  him  from  the  morbid  reaction  con- 
sequent upon  the  cheap  notoriety  which  he  had  brought 
upon  himself.  Let  him  sponge  his  slate  clean  and  begin 
again  a  better  record,  flattered  by  the  solicitude  she  had 
90  prettily  displayed. 

Whistling  under  his  breath  the  same  gay,  empty 
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melody,  he  opened  the  top  drawer  of  his  dresser,  dropped 
m  hui  mother's  letter,  and  locking  the  drawer,  pockXd 
the  key.    He  would  have  time  enough  to  read  the  letter 
when  he  went  to  bed;  he  did  not  just  now  feel  exactly 
like  skimming  through  the  fond,  foolish  sermon  which  he 
knew  had  been  preached  at  him  through  his  mother', 
favourite  missionary,  Grace  Fcrrall.    What  was  the  use 
of  dragging  in  the  sad  old  questions  again— of  repeat- 
ing his  assurances  of  good  behaviour,  of  reiterating  his 
promises  of  moderation  and  watchfulness,  of  explaining 
his  own  self-confidence?    Better  that  the  letter  await  hit 
bed  time— his  prayers  would  be  the  sincerer  the  fresher 
the  impression ;  for  he  was  old-fashioned  enough  to  say 
the  prayers  that  an  immature  philosophy  proved  super- 
fluous.    For,  he  thought,  if  prayer  is  any  use,  it  takes 
only  a  few  minutes  to  be  on  the  safe  side. 

So  he  went  down-stairs  leisurely,  prepared  to  ac- 
quiesce in  any  suggestion  from  anybody,  but  rather  hop- 
ing to  saunter  across  Sylvia  Landis'  path  before  being 
committed.  * 

She  was  standing  beside  the  fire  with  Quarrier,  one 
foot  on  the  fender,  apparently  too  preoccupied  to  no- 
tice him;  so  he  strolled  into  the  gun-room,  which  was 
blue  with  tobacco  smoke  and  aromatic  with  the  volatile 
odours  from  decanters. 

There  were  a  few  women  there,  and  the  majority  of 
the  men.  Lord  Alderdene,  Major  Belwether,  and  Mor- 
timer were  at  a  table  by  themselves;  stacks  of  ivory 
chips  and  five  cards  spread  in  the  centre  of  tho  green  ex- 
plained the  nature  of  their  game;  and  Mortimer,  raisin- 
ms  heavy  inflamed  eyes  and  seeing  Siward  unoccupied" 
said  wheezily :  "  Cut  out  that  '  widow,'  and  give  Siward 
his  stack !  Anything  above  two  pairs  for  a  jack  t; iples 
the  ante.     Come  on,  Siward,  there's  a  decent  chap  •  " 
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So  he  seated  himself  for  a  sacrifice  to  the  blind  god- 
dess balanced  upon  her  winged  wheel ;  and  the  cards  ran 
high— so  high  that  sUcks  dwindled  or  toppled  within 
the  half-hour,  and  Mortimer  grew  redder  and  redder, 
and  Major  Belwether  blander  and  blander,  and  Alder- 
dcne's  face  wore  a  continual  nervous  snicker,  showing 
every  white  hound's  tooth,  and  the  ice  in  the  tall  glasses 
clinked  ceaselessly. 

It  was  late  when  Quarricr  "sat  in,"  with  an  ex- 
pressionless acknowledgment  of  Siward's  presence,  and 
an  emotionless  raid  upon  his  neighbour's  resources  with 
the  first  hand  dealt,  in  which  he  participated  without 
drawing  a  card. 

And  always  Siward,  eyes  on  his  cards,  seemed  to  see 
Quarrier  before  him,  his  overmanicured  fingers  caressing 
his  silky  beard,  the  symmetrical  pompadour  dark  and 
thick  as  the  winter  fur  on  a  rat,  tufting  his  smooth 
blank  forehead. 

It  was  very  late  when  Siward  first  began  to  be  aware 
of  his  increasing  deafness,  the  difficulty,  too,  that  he  had 
in  making  people  hear,  the  annoying  contempt  in  Quar- 
rier's  woman-like  eyes.  He  felt  that  he  was  making  a 
fool  of  himself,  very  noiselessly  somehow — but  with 
more  racket  than  he  expected  when  he  miscalculated  the 
distance  between  his  hand  and  a  decanter. 

It  was  time  for  him  to  go— unless  he  chose  to  ask 
Quarrier  for  an  explanation  of  that  sneer  which  he  found 
distasteful.  But  there  was  too  much  noise,  too  much 
laughter. 

Besides  he  had  a  matter  to  attend  to — the  careful 
perusal  of  his  mother's  letter  to  Mrs.  Ferrall. 

Very  white,  he  rose.  After  an  indeterminate  interval 
he  found  himself  entering  his  room. 

The  letter  was  in  the  dresser;  several  things  seemed 
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to  fall  and  break    but  he  got  the  letter,  .ank  down  on 
the  bed  8  edg^  and  .trove  to  read.-set  his  teeth  grimly! 

nothing  of  ,t-nor  of  his  toilet  either,  nor  of  Ferrall 
who  came  ,n  on  his  way  to  bed  having  noticed  the  eJec- 

tr^h?  i;"  'f  «''*"  °^^^  *'^  oponlransom,  and  who 
straightened  out  matters  for  the  stunned  man  lying  face 
downward  across  the  bed.  his  mother's  letter  cLhed  in 
his  nerveless  hand.  '-fUBiiea  in 
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Beeaxfast  at  Shotover,  except  for  the  luxurious 
sluggards  to  whom  trayg  were  sent,  wai  served  in  the 
English  fashion— anj  other  method  or  compromise  be- 
ing impossible. 

Ferrall,  reasonable  in  most  things,  detested  customs 
exotic,  and  usually  had  an  Englishman  or  two  about  the 
house  to  tell  them  so,  being  unable  to  jeer  in  any  lan- 
guage except  his  own.  Which  is  partly  why  Alderdene 
and  Voucher  were  there.  And  this  British  sideboard 
breakfast  was  a  concession  wrung  from  him  through 
force  of  sheer  necessity,  although  the  custom  had  al- 
ready become  practically  universal  in  American  country 
houses  where  guests  were  entertained. 

But  at  the  British  breakfast  he  drew  the  line.  No 
army  of  servants,  always  in  evidence,  would  he  tolerutc, 
either;  no  highly  ornamented  human  bric-a-brac  dec- 
orating halls  and  corners;  no  exotic  pheasants  hustled 
into  covert  and  out  again ;  no  fusillade  at  the  wretched, 
frightened,  bewildered  aliens  dumped  by  the  thousand 
into  unfamiliar  cover  and  driven  toward  the  guns  by 
improvised  beaters. 

"  We  walk  up  our  game  or  we  frlJ  ^w  a  brace  of  good 
dogs  in  this  white  man's  country,"  he  said  with  unneces- 
sary emphasis  whenever  his  bad  taste  and  his  wife's  ab- 
sence gave  him  an  opportunity  to  express  to  the  casual 
foreigner  his  personal  opinions  on  field  sport.  "  You'll 
load  your  own  guns  and  you'll  use  your  own  legs  if  you 
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hoot  w,th  me;  ami  your  dogn  will  do  their  own  retrieving, 

•ng  dnven  birds  from  rocking-chair,  or  potting  tame 
deer  from  grand-8tand«,  they  can  have  it  right  now'" 
lT«UftlIy  nobody  wanted  his  further  opinion;  an<l 
sometmie.  hey  got  it  and  sometimes  not,  if  hi,  wife  wa. 
».th,n  earshot.  Otherwise  Ferrall  appeared  to  be  a 
normal  man  energetically  devote<l  to  his  business,  his 
p  easures,  h.s  f  ra-ndn,  and  con.fortably  in  love  with  his 
w^fc.    And  If  some  considered  his  vigour  in  business  to 

w^tW^  thf/"  ""»^'  *'"*  ''*^"''  ^'"'  "'^'^^^  ^''--•««1 
h.  f  i"  u  T  "'  "'"'"  transgressed  the  rules  of  war, 
but  h.s  headlong  energy  sometimes  landed  him  close  to 
the  dead  hne.     He  had  already  breakfasted,  when  the 

about  the  sideboards  and  investigate  the  simmering  con- 
tents of  sdver-covered  dishes  on  the  warn.ors. 

The  fragrance  of  coffee  was  pleasantly  perceptible; 
men  m  conventional  shooting  attire  roamed  about  the 
room,  selected  what  they  cared  for,  and  carried  it  to  the 

1  \  J»"'  ""'''  ''^'  ^^''''  consuming  peaches  that 
matched  her  own  complexion;  Marion  Page,  always  more 
congruous  in  field  costume  and  belted  jacket  than*in  any- 
thing else,  and  always,  like  her  own  hunters,  minutely 
groomed,  was  preparing  a  breakfast  for  her  own  con- 
sumption with  the  leisurely  precision  characteristic  of 
her  whether  in  the  saddle,  on  the  box,  or  grassing  her 
brace  of  any  covey  that  ever  flushed. 

Captain  Voucher  and  Lord  Alderdene  d.scussed  pros- 
pects between  bite3^  attentive  to  the  monosyllabic  opinions 
of  Miss  Page.  Her  twin  brothers,  Gordon  and  Willis, 
8hyy  consuming  oatmeal,  listened  respectfully  and 
waited  on  their  sister  at  the  slightest  lifting  of  her 
thinly  arched  eyebrows. 
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Into  this  company  sauntered  Siward,  apparently  no 
worse  for  wear.     For  as  yet  the  Enemy  had  set  upon  him 
no  proprietary  insignia  save  a  rather  becoming  pallor 
and  faint  bluish  shadows  under  the  eyes.     He  strolled 
about,  exchanging  amiable  greetings,  and  presently  se- 
lected a  chilled  grape  fruit  as  his  breakfast.     Opposite 
him    Mortimer,    breakfasting   upon    his    own   dreadful 
bracer  of  an  apple  soaked  in  port,  raised  his  heavy  in- 
flamed eyes  with  a  significant  leer  at  the  iced  grape 
fruit.     For  he  was  always  ready  to  make  room  upon 
his  own  level  for  other  men ;  but  the  wordless  grin  and 
the  bloodshot  welcome  were  calmly  ignored,  for  as  yet 
that  freemasonry  evoked  no  recognition  from  the  pallid 
man    opposite,    whose    hands    were    steady    as    though 
that  morning's   sun   had  wakened  i..m  from   pleasant 
dreams. 

"  The  most  difficult  shot  in  the  world,"  Alderdene 
was  explaining,  "  is  an  incoming  pheasant,  sailing  on 
a  slant  before  a  gale." 

"  A  woodcock  in  alders  doing  a  jack-snipe  twist  is 
worse,"  grunted  Mortimer,  drenching  another  apple  in 
port. 

"  Yes,"  said  Miss  Page  tersely. 

"Or  a  depraved  ruffed  cock-grouse  in  the  short 
pines;  isn^t  that  the  limit.? "  asked  Mortimer  of  Siward. 

But  Siward  only  shrugged  his  comment  and  glanced 
out  through  the  leaded  casements  into  the  brilliant  Sep- 
tember sunshine. 

Outside  he  could  see  Major  Belwether,  pink  skinned, 
snowy  chop  whiskers  brushed  rabbit  fashion,  very  volu- 
ble with  Sylvia  Landis,  who  listened  absently,  head 
partly  averted.  Quarrier  in  tweeds  and  gaiters,  his 
morning  cigar  delicately  balanced  in  his  gloved  fingers, 
strolled  near  enough  to  be  within  ear-shot;  and  when 
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Sylvm  s  inattention  to  Major  Bclwethcr's  observations 
became  marked  to  the  verge  of  rudeness,  he  came  forward 
and  spoke.  But  whatever  it  was  that  he  said  appeared 
to  change  her  passive  inattention  to  quiet  (hspleasure 
or  as  Siward  rose  from  the  table,  he  saw  her  turn  on 
her  heel  and  walk  slowly  toward  a  group  of  dogs  pre- 
sided over  by  some  kennel  men  and  gamekeepers. 

She  was  talking  to  the  head  gamekeeper  when  he 
emerged  from  the  house,  but  she  saw  him  on  the  terrace 
and  gave  him  a  bright  nod  of  greeting,  so  close  to  an 
invitation  that  ho  descended  the  stone  steps  and  crossed 
the  dew-wet  lawn. 

^  "I  am  asking  Dawson  to  explain  just  exactlv  what 
a  Shotover  Drive  '  resembles."  she  said,  turning  to  in- 
clude Siward  in  an  animated  conference  with  The  big 
scraggy,  head  keeper.  "  You  know,  Mr.  Siward,  that 
It  is  a  custom  peculiar  to  Shotover  House  to  open  the 
season  with  what  is  called  a  Shotover  Drive.?" 

"  I  heard  Alderdene  talking  about  it,"  he  said,  smil- 
ingly inspecting  the  girl's  attire  of  khaki  with  its  but- 
toned pockets,  gun  pads,  and  Cossack  cartridge  loops 
and   the  tan  knee-kilts  hanging  heavily   pleated   over 
gaiters  and  little  thick-soled  shoes.     He  had  never  cared 
very  much  to  see  women  afield,  for,  in  a  rare  case  where 
there  was  no  affectation,  there  was  something  else  inborn 
that  he  found  unpleasant— something  lacking  about  a 
woman  who  could  take  life  from  frightened  wild  things, 
something  shocking  that  a  woman  could  look,  unmoved, 
upon  a  twitching,  blood-soiled  heap  of  feathers  at  her 
feet. 

Meanwhile  Dawson,  dog-whip  at  salute,  stood  knee 
deep  among  his  restless  setters,  explaining  the  ceremony 
with  which  Mr.  Ferrall  ushered  in  the  opening  of  each 
shooting  ioason: 

76 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


^9 


"  It's  our  own  idee,  Miss  Landis,"  he  said  proudly ; 
"  onc't  a  season  Mr.  Ferrall  and  his  guests  likes  it  for 
a  mixed  bag.  'Tis  a  sort  of  picnic,  Miss ;  the  guns  is 
in  pairs,  sixty  yards  apart  in  line,  an*  the  rules  is,  walk 
straight  ahead,  dogs  to  heel  until  first  cover  is  reached; 
fire  straight  or  to  quarter,  never  blankin'  nor  wipin'  no 
eyes ;  and  ground  game  counts  as  feathers  for  the  Shot- 
over  Cup." 

"  Oh !  It's  a  skirmish  line  that  walks  straight 
ahead?  "  said  Siward,  nodding. 

"  Straight  ahead.  Sir.  No  stoppin',  no  turnin'  for 
hedges,  fences,  water  or  rock.  There  is  boats  f'r  deep 
water  and  fords  marked  and  corduroy  Tr  to  pass  the 
Seven  Dreens.  Luncheon  at  one.  Miss — an  hour's  rest 
— then  straight  on  over  hill,  valley,  rock,  and  river  to 
the  rondyvoo  atop  Osprey  Ledge.  You'll  see  the  poles 
and  the  big  nests.  Sir.  It's  there  they  score  for  the  cup, 
and  there  when  the  bag  is  counted,  the  traps  are  ready 
to  carry  you  home  again."  .  .  .  And  to  Siward:  "Will 
you  draw  for  your  lady.  Sir?    It  is  the  custom." 

"  Are  you  my  '  lady  '?  "  he  asked,  turning  to  Sylvia. 
"  Do  you  want  me?  " 

In  the  smiling  lustre  of  her  eyes  the  tiniest  spark 
flashed  out  at  him — a  hint  of  defiance  for  somebody, 
perhaps  for  Major  Belwether  who  had  taken  consider- 
able pains  to  enlighten  her  as  to  Siward's  condition  the 
night  before;  perhaps  also  for  Quarrier,  who  had 
naturally  expected  to  act  as  her  gun-bearer  in  emer- 
gencies. But  the  gaily  veiled  malice  of  the  one  had 
annoyed  her,  and  the  cold  assumption  of  the  other  had 
irritated  her,  and  she  had,  scarcely  knowing  why,  turned 
her  shoulder  to  both  of  these  gentlemen  with  an  indefi- 
nite idea  of  escaping  a  pressure,  amounting  almost  to 
critical  importunity. 
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"  I'm  probabl J  a  poor  shot  ?  "  she  said,  looking  ^ 
ingly,  straight  into  Siward's  eyes.    «  But  if  you'll  tak. 

"I  will  with  pleasure."  he  said;  "Dawson,  do 
we  draw  for  position?  Very  well  then";  and  ho 
drcw^a  shp  of  paper  from  the  box  offered  by  the  head 

"Number  seven!"  said  Sylvia,  looking  over  his 
shoulder.  "Come  out  to  the  starting  line,  Mr.  Siward. 
AH  Jie  positions  are  marked  with  golf-discs.  What 
sort^of  ground  have  we  ahead,  Dawaon?  " 

"  Kind  o'  stiff.  Miss,"  grinned  the  keeper.  "  Pitv 
your  gentleman  ain't  drawed  the  meadows  an'  Sachem 
n\U.  Jme.     Will  you  choose  your  dog,  Sir?  " 

"  You  have  your  dog,  you  know,"  observed  Sylvia 
demurely.  And  Siward,  glancing  among  the  impatient 
setters  saw  one  white,  heavily  feathered  dog,  straining 
at  his  leash,  and  wagging  frantically,  brown  eyes  fixed 
on  him. 

The  next  moment  Sagamore  was  free,  devouring  his 
master  with  caresses,  the  girf  looking  on  in  smiling 
silence;  and  presently,  side  by  side,  the  man,  the  gir^ 
and  the  dog  were  stroUing  off  to  the  starting  line  where 
already  people  were  gathering  in  groups,  selecting  dogs, 
fowhng-pieces,  comparing  numbers,  and  discussing  the 
merits  of  their  respective  lines  of  advance. 

Ferrall,  busily  energetic,  and  in  high  spirits,  greeted 
them  gaily,  pointing  out  the  red  disc  bearing  their  num- 
ber, seven  where  it  stood  out  distinctly  above  the  distant 
scrub  of  the  foreland. 

"You  two  are  certainly  up  against  it!"  he  said, 
grinning.  "  There's  only  one  rougher  line,  and  you're 
in  tor  thorns  and  water  and  a  scramble  across  the  back- 
bone of  the  divide! " 
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"  Is  it  any  good?  "  asked  Siward. 
"  Good— if  you've  got  the  legs  and  Sylvia  doesn't 
play  baby " 

"  1  ?  "  she  said  indignantly.  "  Kemp,  you  annoy  me. 
And  I  will  bet  you  now,"  she  added,  flushing,  "  that 
your  old  cup  is  ours." 

'•  Wait,"  said  Siward,  laughing,  "  we  may  not  shoot 
straight." 

"  You  will !     Kemp,  I'll  wager  whatever  you  dare !  " 
"  Gloves.?     Stockings.? — against  a  cigarette  case.?  " 
he  suggested. 

"  Done,"  she  said  disdainfully,  moving  forward 
along  the  skfrmish  line  with  a  nod  and  smile  for  the 
groups  now  disintegrating  into  couples,  the  Page  boys 
with  Eileen  Shannon  and  Rena  Bonnesdel,  Marion  Page 
followed  by  Alderdene,  Mrs.  Vendenning  and  Major 
Belwether  and  the  Tassel  girl  convoyed  by  Leroy  Mor- 
timer. Farther  along  the  line,  taking  post,  she  saw 
Quarrier  and  Miss  Caithness,  Captain  Voucher  with  Mrs. 
Mortimer,  and  othe,5  too  distant  to  recognise,  moving 
across  country  with  glitter  and  glint  of  sunlight  on 
slanting  gun  barrels. 

And  now  Ferrall  was  climbing  into  his  saddle  beside 
his  pretty  wife,  who  sat  her  horse  like  a  boy,  the  white 
flag  lifted  high  in  the  sunshine,  watching  the  firing  line 
until  the  last  laggard  was  in  position. 

"All  right,  Grace!"  said  Ferrall  briskly.  Down 
went  the  white  flag;  the  far-ranged  line  started  into  mo- 
tion straight  across  country,  dogs  at  heel. 

From  her  saddle  Mrs.  Ferrall  could  see  the  advance, 
strung  out  far  afield  from  the  dark  spots  moving  along 
the  Fells  boundary,  to  the  two  couples  traversing  the 
salt  meadows  to  north.  Crack !  A  distant  report  came 
faintly  over  the  uplands  against  the  wind. 
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"Vouchor,"  observed  Ferrall:  "probablTT 
Hark !  he's  struck  then,  again,  Grace." 

Mrs.  Ferrall,  watching  curiously,  .saw  Siward's  irun 

and    went   sw,„g,ng   over   his    head.     Crack !     Cralv 

of  tTelkr  ""'  '''°'"  '""""'"«  -^"-'d  out 

Lorl  h"'"''",  .""''    '''■"•*"=    ""    •'""''le    for    Stephen 
LordJI^ro-!  how  that  „.a„  can  shoot!     Isn't  it  a  pu" 

He  said  .,o  more;  his  pretty  wife  astride  her  thor- 
oughbred sat  .sUent.  gre.v  eyes  fixed  on  the  distant  fiiue, 
o^bylva  Land..,  and  Siward,  now  shoulder  deep  TZ 

lowvollr  "~'"^'  ^"^  '"''  "«■"•"  ^'•^  -ked  in  a 

Ferrall    shrugged.      "He    was    not    offensive-    he 

walked  steadily  enough  up-stairs.      When  I  w™   "int 

h,s  room  he  lay  on  the  M  as  if  he'd  been  s"ruck      ! 

I.^t„,„g.      And   yet-you   see   how   he   is   thL   mori" 

"  After  a  while,"  his  wife  said,  "  it  is  going  fo  alter 
h.m  »me  day-dreadfully-isn't  it,  Kemp'  "  ^ 
You  mean— like  Mortimer.'  " 
"  Yes— only  Leroy  was  alwatis  a  pig  " 

Mrs"L'aT"D'r  '■r--r"''  "'^  "'«'•--<' 

ing  with  How::'?  "       '  "  '"""  '"'  '■'•'"■"  '-•'  ^"oot- 

"  N^"  "«I.'"I  ""r  'l"'^'"^  indifferently;  "  do  you.'  " 
"o.        »he  looked  out  across  the  sunlit  ocean  o-rav. 

f.:f.frspecf;."^"^"«  "'"■  -""--«'  -i-Hie^"-.??:: 

"What?" 

"  Oh,  all  sort^  of  things,  Kemp." 
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"  Wluit's  one  of  'em?  "  askctl  Fcrrall,  looking  around 
at  her;  but  his  wife  only  laughed. 

"  You  don't  mean  she's  throwing  her  flies  at  Si- 
ward — now  that  you've  hooked  Quarricr  for  her!  I 
thought  she'd  played  him  to  the  gaff " 

"  Please  don't  be  coarse,  Kemp,"  said  Mrs.  Ferrall, 
sending  her  horse  fonvard.  Her  husband  spurred  to  her 
side,  and  without  turning  her  head  she  continued :  **  Of 
course  Sylvia  won't  be  foolish.  If  they  were  only  safely 
married;  but  Howard  is  such  a  pill " 

"  What  does  Sylvia  expect  with  Howard's  millions? 
A  man  ?  " 

Grace  Ferrall  drew  bridle.  "  The  curious  thing  is, 
Kemp,  that  she  liked  him." 

''Likes  him?" 

"  No,  liked  him.  I  saw  how  it  was ;  she  took  his  si- 
lences for  intellectual  meditation,  his  gallery,  his  library, 
his  smatterings  for  expressions  of  a  cultivated  person- 
ality. Then  she  remembered  how  close  she  came  to  run- 
ning off  with  that  cashiered  Englishman,  and  that 
scared  her  into  clutching  the  substantial  in  the  shape 
of  Howard.  .  .  .  Still,  I  wish  I  hadn't  meddled." 

"  Meddled  how?  " 

"  Oh,  I  told  her  to  do  it.  We  had  talks  until  day- 
light. ,  .  .  She  may  marry  him — I  don't  know — but  if 
you  think  any  live  woman  could  be  contented  with  a  muff 
like  that!  " 

'•  That's  immoral." 

"  Kemp,  I'm  not.  She'd  be  mad  not  to  marry  him ; 
but  I  don't  know  what  I'd  do  to  a  man  like  that,  if  I  were 
his  wife.  And  you  know  what  a  terrific  capacity  for 
mischief  there  is  in  S^'lvia.  Some  day  she's  going  to  love 
somebody.  And  it  isn't  likely  to  be  Howard  And,  oh, 
Komp!    I    do    grow    so    tired    of    that    sort    of  thing* 
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Do  you  suppose   anybody    will   ever   make   decencv    a 
lashion?" 

"You're  doing  your  best,"  said  Ferrull,  laughing 
at  hKs  w.fe's  pretty,  boyish  face  turned  back  toward  him 
over  her  shoulder;  "you're  presenting  vour  cousin  and 

his  nnlhons  to  a  girl  who  can  dress  the  part " 

"Don't,    Ke.np!      I    don't    know    whv    I    meddled! 

•  •  .   1  wish  I  hadn't- " 

"  I  do.  You  can't  let  Howard  alone!  You're  per- 
fectly possessed  to  plague  bin,  when  he's  with  vou,  and 
now  you  ve  arranged  for  another  woman  to  keep  k  up  for 
the  rest  of  his  lifeti.ne.  What  does  Sylvia  want  with  a 
man  who  possesses  the  instincts  and  intellect  of  a  coach- 
nmn?  hhe  ,s  asked  everywhere,  she  has  her  own  monev. 
Why  not  let  her  alone?    Or  is  it  too  late?  " 

"You   mean   let   her  make  a   fool   oi    herself  with 
Stephen  Siward?     That  is  where  she  is  drifting" 

"  Do  you  think " 

"  Yes,  I  do.     She  has  a  perfect  genius  for  selecting 
the  wrong^man;  and  she's  already  sorry  for  this  one 
I  m  sorry  for  Stephen,  too;  but  it's  safe  for  me  to  be." 
She  might  make  something  of  him." 
"  You    know    perfectly    well    no    woman    ever    did 
make  anything  of  a  doomed  man.      He'd  kill   her— I 
mean  it    Kemp !     He  would  literally  kill  her  with  grief 
Slie  .snt  like  Leila  Mortimer;  she  isn't  like  most  girls 
of  her  sort.      You  men  think  her  a  rather  stunning, 
highly  tempered,  unreasonable  young  girl,  with  a  rt 
^ene  of  sufficiently  trained   intelligence  to  marrv   the 
best  our  market  ofFers-and  close  her  eves  ;-a  thor- 
oughbred with  the  caprices  of  one,  but  ^Iso  with  the 
grafted  instinct  for  proper  mating." 

'•  Well    that's  all  right,   isn't    it?"   asked    Ferrall. 
1  hat  s  the  way  I  size  her  up.     Isn't  it  correct  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  in  a  way.  She  has  all  the  expensive  training 
of  the  thoroughbred — and  all  the  ignorance,  too.  She 
is  cold-blooded  because  wholesome;  a  trifle  sceptical  be- 
cause so  absolutely  unawakened.  She  never  ex})erienced 
a  deep  emotion.  Impulses  have  intoxicated  her  once  or 
tuice — as  when  she  asked  my  opinion  alwut  nmning 
otr  with  Cavendish,  and  that  boy  and  girl  escapade 
with  Rivington;  nothing  at  all  except  high  mettle,  the 
innocent  daring  lurking  in  all  thoroughbreds,  and  a 
great  deal  of  very  red  blood  racing  through  that  su- 
j)erb  young  bod}'.  But,"  Ferrall  reined  in  to  listen, 
"  but  if  ever  a  man  awakens  her — I  don't  care  who 
lie  is — you'll  see  a  girl  you  never  knew,  a  brand-new 
creature  emerge  with  the  last  rags  and  laces  of  conven- 
tionality drop])ing  from  her;  a  woman,  Kemp,  heiress 
to  every  generous  impulse,  every  emotion,  every  vice, 
every  virtue  of  all  that  brilliant  race  of  hers." 

"  You  seem  to  know,"  he  said,  annised  and  curious. 

"  /  know.     Major  Belwether  told  me  that  he  had 
thought  of  Howard  as  an  anchor  for  her.     It  seemed  a 
pity — Howard  with  all  his  cold,  heavy  negative  inertia. 
...  I  said  I'd  do  it.     I  did.     And  now  I  don't  know;' 
I  wish,  almost  wish  I  hadn't. 

"  What  has  changed  your  ideas  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  Howard  is  safer  than  Stephen  Si- 
ward,  already  in  the  first  clutches  of  his  master-vice. 
Would  you  mate  what  she  inherits  from  her  mother  and 
her  mother's  mother,  with  what  is  that  poor  boy's  heri- 
tage from  the  Siwards  ?  " 

"  After  all,"  observed  Ferrall  dryly,  "  we're  not  in 
the  angel-breeding  business." 

"  We  ought  to  be.  Every  decent  person  ought  to  be. 
If  they  were,  inherited  vice  would  be  as  rare  in  this 
country  as  smallpox !  " 
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"  People  don't  inherit  snuillpox,  dtar." 

*•  Never  mind!     Vou   know  wh.tt   I  nuvu,.      rn„„r 

stock  furms  und  kennels,  wo  weed  .,ut,  d,  ,tn,v,  vxU'vun- 


p.iv 


fi 


mite  hereilitury  weakness  in  evervthin^r.     \\\  ,  . 

KroHte.'  -ttention  to  the  product'ion  of  all  ..ffspr  •  ^ 
except  o-  -own.  Look  at  Stephen!  How  d  w-.d  l" 
paients  bring  him  into  the  world?  Look  at  Svlvi  ,  ' 
And  now,  suppose  tin//  inarrv  !  "  " 

"Dearest,"  said  Ferrali;  -  my  head  is  a  whirl  a,i  I 
my  wits  are  spinning  like  five  toy  tops.  V„„r  th.;- 
ries  are  all  right;  but  unKss  you  and  I  are  prepan-d 
to  abandon  several  business  enterprises  and  take  to  t'e 
lecture  platform,  I'm  afraid  people  are  goin.r  to  be 
wicked  enough  to  marry  whom  they  like,  and  tl.rhun, m 
race  will  be  run  as  usual  with  monev  the  favourite,  and 
love  a  case  of  '  also-run.'  .  .  .  By  the  wav,  how  dand 
you  marry  me,  knowing  the  sort  of  demon  I  am.-  " 

The  gathering  frown  on  Mrs.  Ferrall's  brow  faded  • 
she  raised  her  clear  grey  eyes  and  met  her  husband's 
gaze,  gay,  humourous,  and  with  a  hint  of  tenderness- 
enough  to  bring  the  colour  into  her  prettv  face. 
"  You  know  I'm  right,  Kemp." 
Always,  dear.     And  now  that  we  have  the  world 
off  our  hands  for  a  {v^^■  minutes,  suppose  we  gallop?" 
But  she  held  her  horse  to  a  walk,  riding  forward, 
grave,  thoughtful,  preoccupied  with  a  new  problem,  only 
part  of  which  she  had  told  her  husband. 

For  that  night  she  had  been  awakened  in  her  bed  to 
find  standing  beside  her  a  white,  wide-eyed  figure,  shiver- 
ing, limbs  a-chill  beneath  her  clinging  lace.  She  had 
taken  the  pallid  visitor  to  her  arms  and  warmed  her  and 
soothed  her  and  whispered  to  her,  murmuring  the  thou- 
sand little  words  and  sounds,  the  breathing  magic  moth- 
ers use  with  children.     And  Sylvia  lav   there,  chilled, 
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turvolcss,  siKnt,  ignorant  why  hrr  slcrplmsncss  had 
turned  to  restlessness,  to  hineliness,  to  an  awakening  per- 
ception of  what  she  lacked  and  needed  and  began  to 
<lesirc.  For  that  sad  void,  peopled  at  intervals  tlirough 
her  brief  years  with  a  vague  mother-phantom,  had,  in  the 
new  crisis  of  her  career,  become  suddenly  an  empty  deso- 
lation, frightening  her  with  her  own  utter  isolation.  Fill 
it  now  she  couhl  not,  now  that  she  needed  that  ghost  of 
child-comfort,  that  shadowy  refuge,  that  sweet  shape 
she  had  fashioned  out  of  dreams  to  symbolise  a  mother 
she  had  never  known. 

Driven  she  know  not  why,  she  had  crept  from  her 
room  in  search  of  the  still,  warm,  fragrant  nest  and  the 
whispered  reassurance  and  the  caress  she  had  never  before 
endured.  Yes,  now  she  craved  it,  invited  it,  longed  for 
safe  arms  around  her,  the  hovering  hand  on  her  hair. 
Was  this  Sylvia? 

And  Grace  Fcrrall,  clearing  her  sleepy  eyes,  amazed, 
incredulous  of  the  cold,  child-like  hands  upon  her 
shoulders,  caught  her  in  her  arms  with  a  little  laugh  and 
sob  and  drew  her  to  her  breast,  to  soothe  and  caress  anj^ 
reassure,  to  make  up  to  her  all  she  could  of  what  is  every 
child's  just  heritage. 

And  for  a  long  while  Sylvia,  lying  there,  told  her 
nothing — because  she  did  not  know  how — m.erely  a 
word,  a  restless  question  half  ashamed,  barely  enough 
to  shadow  forth  the  something  stirring  her  toward  an 
awakening  in  a  new  world,  where  with  new  eyes  she 
might  catch  glimpses  of  those  dim  and  splendidly  misty 
visions  that  float  through  sunlit  silences  when  a  young 
girl  dreams  awake. 

And  at  length,  gravely,  innocently,  she  spoke  of 
her  engagement,  and  the  worldly  possibilities  before  her ; 
of  the  man  she  was  to  marry,  and  her  new  and  unex- 
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of  i;    U   r  11^'      '  '^^'^"""'"«-     Ami  at  last  a  rosy  b-ir 

.r*r  ......  .„»  .i';;:r''  "■'" "» "» 

ch.U.  flu.,l,od  hps  scar«.|.v  parted.     Throusl,  tlfo    „rlv 

she  It^V'  '"^^  ^°"'^  ^-  ^-band  understand  had 
word,  tu  convey   it.     There  was  nothing  he  need 
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understand  except  that  his  wife,  meaning  well,  had  med- 
dled and  regretted. 

And  now,  turning  in  her  saddle  with  a  pretty  ges- 
ture of  her  shoulders: 

"  I  meddle  no  more !  Those  who  need  me  may  come 
to  me.     Now  laugh  at  my  tardy  wisdom,  Kemp !  " 

"  It's  no  laughing  matter,"  he  said,  "  if  you're  going 
to  stand  back  and  let  this  abandoned  world  spin  itself 
madly  to  the  bow-wows " 

"  Don't  be  horrid.  I  repent.  The  mischief  take 
Howard  Quarrier ! " 

"  Amen !  Come  on,  Grace." 

She  gathered  bridle.  "  Do  you  suppose  Stephen 
Siward  is  going  to  make  trouble.''  " 

"How  can  he  unless  she  helps  him.?  Nonsense! 
All's  well  with  Siward  and  Sylvia.  Shall  w.  gallop.?" 
• 
All  was  very  well  with  Siward  and  Sylvia.  They  had 
Dassed  the  rabbit-brier  country  scathless,  with  two  black 
mallard,  a  jack-snipe,  and  a  rabbit  to  the  credit  of  their 
score,  and  were  now  advancing  through  that  dimly  Ht 
enchanted  land  of  tall  grey  alders  where,  in  the  sudden 
twilight  of  the  leaves,  woodcock  after  woodcock  flut- 
tered upward  twiltering,  only  to  stop  and  drop,  trans- 
formed at  the  vicious  crack  of  Siward's  gun  to  fluffy 
balls  of  feather  whirling  earthward  from  mid-air. 

Sagamore  came  galloping  back  with  a  soft,  unsoiled 
mass  of  chestnut  and  brown  feathers  in  his  mouth. 
Siward  took  the  dead  cock,  passed  it  back  to  the  keeper 
who  foUowcd  them,  patted  the  beautiful  eager  dog  and 
signalled  him  forward  once  more. 

"  You  should  have  fired  that  time,"  he  said  to  Sylvia 
— "  that  is,  if  you  care  to  kill  anything." 

"  But  I  don't  seem  to  be  able  to,"  she  said.     "  It 
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whirr  takes  me  by  surprise-it's  all  so  charmingly  sud 

itr".  ,"^  heart  seeuKs  to  stop  in  one  beat    and  I 
ook  and  look  and  then-whisk!  the  woodcock    s  gone 

leaving  me  breathless »  ^      ' 

Her  voice  ceased;  the  white  setter,  cutting  up  his 
ground  ahead    had  stopped,  rigid,  one  leg  rais';d,^jaw 
quivering  and  locking  alternately. 

"Isn^t  that  a  stunning  picture!"  said   Siward  in 
a  low  voic.      "What  a  beauty  he  is-like  ^  statue  In 

d;.X^^  T'.''"^^  '"''"^'*^'  ^'°"  "^^y  *^JI^'  Miss  Lan- 
dis;  woodcock  don't  flush  at  the  sound  of  the  human 
voice  as  grouse  do."  "uman 

whv"  ^''  !;''  t'^T  '^''  '°"  ^^'^  «*  "«•     He  wonders 
why    we    don't    do    something ! "    whispered    the    giri. 
Look    Mr.  Siward!    Now  his  head  is  movi„g-oh  so 
gradually  to  the  left !  "  ** 

"  '^he  bird  is  moving  on  the  ground,"  nodded  Si- 
ward; «  now  the  bird  has  stopped." 

"I  do  wish  I  could  see  a  woodcock  on  the  ground  " 
she  breathed.    «  Do  you  think  we  might  by  any  crncet" 

Siward  noise  essly  sank  to  his  knees  and  crouched, 
keen  eyes  minutely  busy  among  the  shadowy  browns  and 
greys  of  wet  earth  and  withered  leaf.  And  after  a 
while    cautiously,  he  signalled  the  girl  to  kneel  beside 

«  «    J  7        ?  ''"'  °"'  ^""'  f°r«finger  extended, 
^^ght  straight  along  my  arm,"  he  said,  «  as  though 
it  were  a  rifle  barrel."  ** 

«f    "7rl*  ""^^^  ''^'*'^  ^^^^"«*^  ^'«  shoulder;  a  stray 
strand  of  shining  hair  brushing  his  face 

"Under  that  bunch  of  fern,"  he  whispered;  "just 
the    colour    of   the    dead    leaves.      Do    you    see.P  .\  . 
IJont  you   see  that    big  woodcock   squatted   flat    bill 
pointed  straight  out  and  resting  on  the  leaves? "    ' 
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After  a  long  while  she  saw,  suddenly,  and  an  ex- 
quisite little  shock  tightened  her  fingers  on  Siward's 
extended  arm. 

"  Oh,  the  feathered  miracle !  "  she  whispered ;  "  the 
wonder  of  its  cleverness  to  hide  like  that !  You  look  and 
look  and  stare,  seeing  it  all  the  while  and  not  knowing 
that  you  see  it.  Then  in  a  flash  it  is  there,  motionless, 
a  brown-shaped  shadow  among  shadows.  .  .  .  The  dear 
little  thing!  ...  Mr.  Siward,  do  you  think— are  you 
going  to ** 

"  No,  I  won't  shoot  it." 

"  Thank  jou.  .  .  .  Might  I  sit  here  a  moment  to 
watch  it?  " 

She  seated  herself  soundlessly  among  the  dead  lei^.es ; 
he  sank  into  place  beside  her,  laying  his  gun  aside. 

*♦  Rather  rough  on  the  dog,"  he  said  with  a  grimace. 

"  I  know.    It  is  very  good  of  you,  Mr.  Siward  .  .  . 
to  do  this  for  my  pleasure.     Oh— h!     Do  you  see'     Oh 
the  little  beauty !  "  ' 

The  woodcock  had  risen,  plumage  puffed  out,  strut- 
ting with  wings  bowed  and  tail  spread,  facing  the  dog. 
The  sudden  pigmy  defiance  thrilled  her.  "Brave! 
Brave!  "  she  exclaimed,  enraptured;  but  at  the  sound  of 
her  voice  the  bird  crouched  like  a  flash,  large  dark  liquid 
eyes  shining,  long  bill  pointed  straight  toward  them. 

"  He'll  fly  the  way  his  bill  points,"  said  Siward. 
"  Watch ! " 

He  rose;  she  sprang  lightly  to  her  feet;  there  came 
a  whirring  flutter,  a  twittering  shower  of  sweet  notes, 
soft  wmgs  beating  almost  in  their  very  faces,  a  distant 
shadow  against  the  sky,  and  the  woodcock  was  gone. 

Quieting  the  astounded  dog,  gun  cradled  in  the  hol- 
low of  his  left  arm,  he  turned  to  the  girl  beside  him: 
"  That  sort  of  thing  wins  no  cups,"  he  said. 
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"It  wins  something  else,  Mr.  Siward,— my  verv 
warm  regard  for  you." 

"There  is  no  choice  between  that  and  the  Shotover 
Cup,    he  admitted,  considering  her. 

"  I — do  you  mean  it  ?  ** 

"  Of  course  I  do,  vigorously !  " 

"  T^?  ^°"  ^"■'^  """"^^  "^'^^''  *^«"  I  thought  vou. 
.  .  .  And  after  all,  if  the  price  of  a  cup  is  the  lif^  of 
that  brave  Irttle  bird,  I  had  rather  shoot  clay  pigeons. 
Now  you  will  scorn  me  I  suppose.    Begin!" 

"  My  ideal  woman  has  never  been  a  life- taker,"  he 
said  coolly  «  Once,  when  I  was  a  boy,  there  was  a 
girl— very  lovely— my  first  sweetheart.  I  saw  her  at 
the  traps  once,  just  after  she  had  killed  her  seventh 
pigeon  straight,  *  pulling  it  down  '  from  overhead,  you 
know-very  clever-the  little  thing  was  breathing  on 
the  grass,  and  it  made  sounds—"  He  shrugged  and 
walked  on.  «  She  killed  her  twenty-first  bird  straight; 
It  was  a  handsome  cup,  too." 

And  after  a  silence,  "  So  you  didn't  love  her  any 
more,  Mr.  Siward?  "—mockingly  sweet. 

They  laughed,  and  at  the  sound  of  laughter  the  tall- 
stemmed  alders  echoed  with  the  rushing  roar  of  a  cock- 
grouse  thundering  skyward.  Crack!  Crack!  Whirl- 
ing over  and  over  through  a  cloud  of  floati-g  feathers, 
a  heavy  weight  struck  the  springy  earth.  There  lay 
the  big  mottled  bird,  splendid  silky  ruffs  spread,  dead 
eyes  closing,  a  single  tiny  crimson  bead  twinkling  like 
a  ruby  on  the  gaping  beak. 

*  I  ?^!?i"  ^^'^  ^''"^'■^  *«  *^^  ^°g  ^h«  ^^^  dropped 
to  shot;  "Fetch!  "  And,  signalling  the  boy  behind,  he 
relieved  the  dog  of  his  burden  and  tossed  the  dead 
weight  of  ruffled  plumage  toward  him.  Then  he  broke 
his  gun,  and,  as  the  empty  shells  flew  rattling  backward. 
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slipped  in  fresh  cartridges,  locked  the  barrels,  and 
walked  forward,  the  flush  of  excitement  still  staining 
his  sunburnt  face. 

"  You  deal  death  mercifully,"  said  the  girl  in  a  low 
voice.  "  I  wonder  what  your  ci-devant  sweetheart  would 
think  of  you." 

"  A  bungler  had  better  stick  to  the  traps,"  he  as- 
sented, ignoring  the  badinage. 

"I  am  wondering,"  she  said  thoughtfully,  "what 
/  think  of  men  who  kill." 

He  turned  sharply,  hesitated,  shrugged.  "  Wild 
things'  lives  are  brief  at  best — fox  or  flying-tick,  wet 
nests  or  mink,  owl,  hawk,  weasel  or  man.  But  the  death 
man  deals  is  the  most  merciful.  Besides,"  he  added, 
laughing,  "  ours  is  not  a  case  of  sweethearts." 

"  My  argument  is  purely  in  the  abstract,  Mr.  Si- 
ward.  I  am  asking  you  whether  the  death  men  deal  is 
more  justifiable  than  a  woman's  gift  of  death?  " 

"Oh,  well,  life-taking,  the  giving  of  life — there 
can  be  only  one  answer  to  the  mystery ;  and  I  don't  know 
it,"  he  replied  smiling. 

"  I  do." 

"  Tell  me  then,"  he  said,  still  amused. 

They  had  passed  swale  after  swale  of  silver  birches, 
waist  deep  in  perfumed  fern  and  brake ;  the  big  timbei 
lay  before  them.  She  moved  forward,  light  gun  swung 
easily  across  her  leather-padded  shoulder;  and  on  the 
-  "'d's  sunny  edge  she  seated  herself,  straight  young 
'  V  against  a  giant  pine,  gun  balanced  across  her  flat- 
ty .id  knees. 

"  You  are  feeling  the  pace  a  little,"  he  said,  coming 
up  and  standing  in  front  of  her. 

"  The  pace?    No,  Mr.  Siward." 

"Are  you  a  trifle — bored?"     She  considered  him 
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in  silence,  then  leaned  back  luxuriously,  rounded  arms 
raised,  wrists  crossed  to  pillow  her  head*. 

"  This  is  clmrmingly  new  to  me,"  she  said  simply. 

"What?     Not  the  open?" 

"  No ;  I  have  camped  and  done  the  usual  roughing 
it  with  only  three  guides  apiece  and  the  champagne  in- 
adequately chilled.  I  have  endured  that  sort  of  hard- 
ship several  times,  Mr.  Siward.  .  .  .  What  is  that  furry 
bunch  up  there  in  that  tall  thin  tree?  " 

"  A  raccoon,"  he  said  presently.  "  Can  you  see  the 
foxy  head  peeping  so  slyly  down  at  us?  Look  at  Saga- 
more nosing  the  air  in  that  droll  blind  mole-hke  way. 
He  knows  there's  something  furry  up  aloft  somewhere; 
and  he  knows  it's  none  of  his  business." 

They  watched  the  motionless  ball  of  fur  in  the  crotch 
of  a  slim  forest  elm.  Presently  it  uncurled,  cautiously ; 
a  fluffy  ringed  tail  unfolded;  the  rounded  furry  back 
humped  up,  and  the  animal,  moving  slowly  into  the  tan- 
gent foliage  of  an  enormous  oak,  vanished  amid  bronzing 
leafy  depths. 

In  the  silence  the  birds  began  to  reappear.  A  jay 
screamed  somewhere  deep  in  tlie  yellowing  woods ;  black- 
capped  chickadees  dropped  from  twig  to  twig,  cheeping 
inquiringly. 

She  sat  listening,  bright  head  pillowed  in  her  arms, 
idly  attentive  to  his  low  running  comment  on  beast  and 
bird  and  tree,  on  forest  stillness  and  forest  s  nds,  on 
life  and  the  wild  laws  of  life  and  death  gove  ig  the 
great  out-world  'twixt  sky  and  earth.  Sunlight  and 
shadows  moving,  speech  and  silence,  waxed  and  waned. 
A  listless  contentment  lay  warm  upon  her,  weighting 
the  heavy  white  lids.  The  blue  of  her  eyes  was  very 
dark  now— almost  purple  like  the  colour  of  the  sea  when 
the  wind-flaws  turn  the  blue  to  violet. 
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"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  *  Lesser  Children  '?  "  she 
asked.    "  Listen  then : 

Multitudes,  multitudes,  under  the  moon  they  stirred! 

The  weaker  brothers  of  our  earthly  breed;  .  .  . 

...  All  came  about  my  head  and  at  my  feet 

A  thousand  thousand  sweet. 

With  starry  eyes  not  even  raised  to  plead: 

Bewildered,  driven,  hiding,  fluttering,  mute! 

• 
And  I  beheld  and  saw  them  one  by  one 
Pass,  and  become  as  nothing  in  the  night.* 

"  Do  you  know  what  it  means.? 

Winged  mysteries  of  song  that  from  the  sky 
Once  dashed  long  music  down — * 


(( 


Do  you  understand.?  "  she  asked,  smiling. 

"  •  Who  has  not  seen  in  the  high  gulf  of  li^t 
What,  lower,  was  a  bird!  *  " 


She  ceased,  and,  raising  her  eyes  to  his :  «  Do  you 
know  that  plea  for  mercy  on  the  lesser  children  who  die 
all  day  to-day  because  the  season  opens  for  your  pleasure, 
Mr   Siward?" 

"as  it  a  woodland  sermon.?"  he  inquired,  too 
politely. 

"  The  poem.?  No;  it  is  the  case  for  the  prosecution. 
The  prisoner  may  defend  himself  if  he  can.** 

"  The  defence  rests,*'  he  said.  "  The  prisoner  moves 
that  he  be  discharged.** 

"  Motion  denied,**  she  interrupted  promptly. 

Somewhere  in  the  woodland  world  the  crows  were 
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holding  a  noisy  session,  and  she  told  him  that  was  the 
jury  debating  the  degree  of  his  guilt. 
^^     "  Because  you're  guilty  of  course,"  she  continued. 
1  wonder  what  your  sentence  is  to  be?  " 
•*  I*U  leave  it  to  you,"  he  suggested  lazily. 
"  Suppose  I  sentenced  you  to  slay  no  more?  '» 

'♦  Oh,  I'd  appeal " 

*'  No  use;  I  am  the  tribunal  of  last  resort." 
"  Then  I  throw  myself  upon  the  mercy  of  the  court  " 
"  You  do  well,  Mr.  Siward.  This  court  is  very  merci- 
ful. .  .  .  How  much  do  you  care  for  bird  murder? 
Very  much?  Is  there  anything  you  care  for  more? 
Yes?  And  could  this  court  grant  it  to  you  in  com- 
pensation ?  " 

He  said,  deliberately,  roused  by  the  level  challenge 
of  her  gaze:  «  The  court  is  incompetent  to  compensate 
the  prisoner  or  offer  any  compromise  " 

"Why,  Mr.  Siward?" 

«  Because  the  court  herself  is  already  compromised 
in  her  future  engagements." 

''  But  what  has  my— engagement  to  do  with " 

"  You  offered  compensation  for  depriving  me  of  my 
shooting.  There  could  be  only  one  adequate  compen- 
sation," '^ 

*•  And  that?  "  she  asked,  coolly  enough. 
"  Your  continual  companionship." 
"  But  you  have  it,  Mr.  Siward " 

"  I  have  it  for  a  day.  The  season  lasts  three  months 
you  know." 

"And  you  and  I  are  to  play  a  continuous  vaudeville 
for  three  months?    Is  that  your  offer?  " 
"  Partly." 

"  Then  one  day  with  me  is  not  worth  those  many 
days  of  murder?  "  she  asked  in  pretended  astonishment. 
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"  Ask  yourself  why  those  many  days  would  be  doubly 
empty,"  he  said  so  seriously  that  the  pointless  game 
began  to  cmifuse  her. 

^  "  Then  "—she  turned  lightly  from  uncertain  ground 
— "  then  perhaps  we  had  better  be  about  that  matter  of 
the  cup  you  prize  so  highly.  Are  you  ready,  Mr.  Si- 
ward.?  There  is  much  to  be  killed  yet— including  time, 
you  know." 

But  the  hinted  sweetness  of  the  challenge  had 
aroused  him,  and  he  made  no  motion  to  rise.  Nor  did 
she. 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  he  reflected,  "  just  exactly  what 

I  should  ask  of  you  if  you  insist  on  taking  away " 

he  turned  and  looked  about  him  through  the  burnt 
gold  foliage,  "—if  you  took  away  all  this  out  of  my 
life." 

"  I  shall  not  take  it ;  because  I  have  nothing  in  ex- 
change to  offer  ...  you  say,"  she  answered  impru- 
dently. 

"  I  did  not  say  so,"  he  retorted. 

"  You  did — reminding  me  that  the  court  is  already 
engaged  for  a  continuous  performance." 

"  Was  it  necessary  to  remind  you.?  "  he  asked  with 
deliberate  malice. 

She  flushed  up,  vexed,  silent,  then  looked  directly 
at  him  with  beautiful  hostile  eyes.  "  What  do  you  mean, 
Mr.  Siward.?  Are  you  taking  our  harmless,  idle  badi- 
nage as  warrant  for  an  intimacy  unwarranted.?  " 

"  Have  I  off'ended.?  "  he  asked,  so  impassively  that 
a  flash  of  resentment  brought  her  to  her  feet,  angry 
and  self-possessed. 

"  How  far  have  we  to  go.?  "  she  asked  quietly. 

He  rose  to  his  feet,  turned,  hailing  the  keeper,  re- 
peating the  question.     And  at  the  answer  thev  both 
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Tt  7Z  :  *^'  ^°^  '•^"«'"8  ^^'^^  ^'"•««'ffh  a  dense 
growth  of  beech  and  chestnut,  over  a  high  brown  ridge, 
then  down,  alwa,s  down  along  a  leai>  ravine  to  tTe 
watc.  s  .  dg^a  forest  pond  set  in  the  gorgeous  foUage 
of  ripening  maples.  **^ 

"  I  don't  see,"  said  Sjlvia  impatiently,  "  how  wc 
are  going  to  obey  instructions  and  go  straight  ahead. 
There  must  be  a  stupid  boat  somewhere' » 

But  the  game-laden  keeper  shook  his  head,  pulled 
up  his  hip  boots,  and  pointed  out  a  line  of  alder  poles 
set  m  the  water  to  mark  a  crossing. 

"  ^jn  I  expected  to  wade?  "  asked  the  girl  anxiously. 
This  here,"  observed  the  keeper,  "is  one  of  the 
most  sportm'  courses  on  the  estate.  Last  season  I  seen 
Miss  Page  go  through  it  like  a  scared  deer-the  young 
ady,  sir  that  took  last  season's  cup  "-in  explanation 
to  S.ward,  who  stood  doubtfully  at  the  water's  edge, 
looking  back  at  Sylvia.  *^ 

Raising  her  dismayed  eyes  she  encountered  his;  there 
was  a  ittle  laugh  between  them.  She  stepped  daintilv 
across  the  stones  to  the  water's  edge,  instinctively  gath- 
ering her  kilts  in  one  hand.  ^ 

Siwlrr"   "^   '   ""^^   '^"'   ^""   ""'''"   ^"«^*^^ 
"  Is  that  fair — under  the  rules?  " 

the  ke^^'er'^*^'  ^^''''  ^'^  ^°"^  *^  •^**"  ^°  straight,"  said 
So  they  laid  aside  the  guns  and  the  guide's  game- 
sack,  and  formed  a  chair  with  their  hands,  and,  bearing 
the  gir  between  them,  they  waded  out  along  the  driven 
alder  stakes,  knee-deep  in  brown  water. 

Before  them  herons  rose  into  heavy  flapping  flight, 
broad  wings  glittering  in.  the  sun;  a  diver,  distantly 
afloat  among  the  lily  pads,  settled  under  the  water  to 
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his  eyes  as  a  submarine  settles  till  the  conning-towcr  is 
awash. 

Her  arm,  lightly  resting  around  his  neck,  tightened 
a  trifle  as  the  water  rose  to  his  thighs;  then  the  faint 
pressure  relaxed  as  they  thrashed  shoreward  through 
the  shallows,  ankle  deep  once  more,  and  landed  among 
the  dry  reeds  on  the  farther  bank. 

Miles,  the  keeper,  went  back  for  the  guns.  Siward 
stamped  about  in  the  sun,  shaking  the  drops  from  water- 
proof breeches  and  gaiters,  only  to  be  half  drenched 
again  when  Sagamore  fthook  himself  vigorously. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Sylvia,  looking  sideways  at  Si- 
ward,  "  your  contempt  for  my  sporting  accomplishments 
has  not  decreased.  I'm  sorry ;  I  don*t  like  to  walk  in  wet 
shoes  .  .  .  even  to  gain  your  approval." 

And,  as  the  keeper  came  splashing  across  the  shal- 
lows :  "  Miles,  you  may  carry  my  gun.     I  shall  not  need 

it  any  longer " 

The  upward  roar  of  a  bevey  of  grouse  drowned  her 
voice ;  poor  Sagamore,  pointing  madly  in  the  blackberry 
thicket  all  unperceived,  cast  a  dismayed  glance  aloft 
where  the  sunlit  air  quivered  under  the  winnowing  rush  of 
heavy  wings.  Siward  flung  up  his  gun,  heading  a  big 
quartering  bird ;  steadily  the  glittering  barrels  swept  in 
the  arc  of  fire,  hesitated,  wavered;  then  the  possibility 
passed;  the  young  fellow  lowered  the  gun,  slowly, 
gravely ;  stood  a  moment  motionless  with  bent  head  until 
the  rising  colour  in  his  face  had  faded. 

And  that  was  all,  for  a  while.  The  astonished  and 
disgusted  keeper  stared  into  the  thicket;  the  dog  lay 
quivering,  impatient  for  signal.  Sylvia's  heart,  which 
had  seemed  to  stop  with  her  voice,  silenced  in  the  gusty 
thunder  of  heavy  wings,  began  beating  too  fast.  For 
the  ringing  crack  of  a  gun  shot  could  have  spoken  no 
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louder  to  her  than  the  glittering  .ilencc  of  the  suspended 

♦  T,  J    ?My   ""^   P"'"'"*   °^  ^'^  ^°'^«   «°"nd   a»   the 
startled  stillness  sounded  now  about  her.     For  he  had 

made  something  a  trifle   more    than    mere   amends    for 

his  rudeness.     He  was  overdoing  everything--r  little 

He  stood  on  the  thicket's  edge,  absently  unloading 
the  weapon,  scarcely  understanding  what  he  had  done 
and  what  he  had  not  done. 

A  moment  lat.r  a  far  hail  sounded  across  the  up- 
lands  and  against  the  sky  figures  moved  distantly. 

Alderdene  and  Marion  Page,"  said  Siward.     "  I 
beheve  we  lunch  yonder,  do  we  not.  Miles.? " 

They  climbed  the  hill  in  silence,  arriving  after  a  few 
minutes  o  find  others  already  at  luncheon-the  Pag»> 
boys^  ^ger,  enthusiastic,  recounting  adventure  by  flood 
and  f>  id;  Rena  Bonnesdel  tired  nr  ^  frankly  bored  and 
decorated  with  more  than  her  sha..  mud ;  Eileen  Shan- 
non, very  pretty,  very  effective,  hu.ing  done  more  exe- 

b^ide  h7r  ^^'''  **'''"  ^'^^  **'^  *^*'"*^  fowling-piece 

Marion  Page  nodded  to  Sylvia  and  Siward  with  a 
crisp,  business-like  question  or  two,  then  went  over  to  in- 
spect their  bag,  nodding  approbation  as  Miles  laid  the 
game  on  the  grass. 

"  Eight  full  brace,"  she  commented.  «  We  have 
five,  and  an  odd  cock-pheasant— from  Black  Fells  I 
suppose.     The  people  to  our  left  have  been  blazing  away 

f  n  ^°"'{J!^*"/^'  ^"*  ^""^'^  «"'^^  «^y»  the  fenis  are 
full  of  rabbits  that  way,  and  Major  Belwether  can't  hit 
fur  afoot  You,"  she  added  frankly  to  Siward,  «  ought 
to  take  the  cup.  The  birches  ahead  of  you  are  full  of 
woodcock.  If  you  don't,  Howard  Quarrier  will.  He's 
into  a  flight  of  jack-snipe  I  hear." 

Siward's    eyes   Imd   suddenly    narrowed;     then     he 
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laughed,  patting  Sagamore's  checka.  **  I  don't  believe 
I  shall  Hhoot  very  steadily  this  afternoon,"  ho  said, 
turning  toward  the  group  at  luncheon  under  the  trees. 
"  I  wish  Quarrier  well — with  the  cup." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Marion  Page  curtly ;  "  you  are 
the  cleanest  shot  I  over  knew."  And  she  raised  her  glass 
to  him,  frankly,  and  on.ptied  it  with  the  precision  char- 
acteristic of  her:   "  Your  cup!    With  all  my  heart!  " 

"I  also  drink  to  your  success,  Mr.  Siward,"  said 
Sylvia  in  a  low  voice,  lifting  her  champagne  glass  in  the 
sunlight.  "To  the  Shotover  Cup— if  you  wish  it." 
And  as  other  glasses  sparkled  /iloft  amid 'a  gay  tumult 
of  voices  wishing  him  success,  Sylvia  dropped  her  voice, 
attuning  it  to  his  car  alone:  "  Success  for  the  cup,  if 
you  wish  it — or,  whatever  you  wish — success !  "  and  she 
meant  it  very  kindly. 

His  hand  resting  on  1ms  glass  he  sat,  smiling  silent 
acknowledgment  to  the  noisy  generous  toasts ;  he  turned 
and  looked  at  Sylvia  when  her  low  voice  caught  his  ear- 
looked  at  her  very  steadily,  unsmiling. 

Then  to  the  others,  brightening  again,  he  said  a 
word  or  two,  wittily,  with  a  gay  compliment  well  placed 
and  a  phrase  to  end  it  in  good  taste.  And,  in  the  little 
gust  of  hand-clapping  and  laughter,  he  turned  again  to 
Sylvia,  smilingly,  saying  under  his  breath:  "  As  though 
winning  the  cup  could  compensate  me  now  for  los- 
ing it!" 

She  leaned  involuntarily  nearer:  "You  mean  that 
you  will  not  try  for  \i?  " 
"  Yes." 

"  That  is  not  fair— to  me!  " 
"Why  not?" 

"  Because — because  I  do  not  ask  it  of  you." 
"  You  need  not,  now  that  I  know  your  wish.'* 
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"  Mr.  Si»ard,  I — my  vish " 

But  ,he  had  no  chance  to  flniih;  already  R-n.  n— 
n.«lcl  wa,  l„„ki„«  ,.,  „„„,,  .„j    herewL  a  ,'„"  of 
.n,u«d  ,urpr„o  in  Eileen  Shannon",  „,i«.hievou  "  v« 
.vcr  «l  ,„„.ntly.  .i.l,  „,aHciou.  o..e„,ati„„  ^'  ' 

Ihen  Manon  Page  took  po,«™ion  of  h.ra  «,  exclu- 
'ivcly    .o  caln,l.v,  that  ,o„,ctl,in«  in  her  cool  ZtaTnlv 

i  f 'I ''"'"'^'  t""  plainly  her  indifference  to  other 
people;  .h.ch  other  people  ,eld„„,  find  amusing. 

Ih.  K  ^  '  .'■"""''  ""'  '"''ordene,  an.xiou8lv  counfnB 
the  web  loop,  ,n  hi,  khaki  ve,t,  "  what  ,lo  Z  c"n 
f«.r  ,hoot,ns  «t  these  damnable  ruffed  groui?  You 
nee- v.  be  civil  about  it.  you  know."         "^  " 

Siward'^M:"' '"  «  ^i"',"  ^-"^  'hootinB,"  answered 

P««e  w^h  a"h^t^"7'™"'  ■''■■■  ^''"'"'•"  ""'•l  Marion 
madep.       ""''^  «'"""  "*  ^'''^"'™'-  «!">  '■ad  "ot 

takJn'^„"l.M".  '■"'  nd    this   year's   birds.     IV 

pines  "He      to  an  o  ,  „,er  in  hard  wood  or  short 

pines.  He  smjled  to  h,.„self,  adding :  "  A  drove  of  six 
m  the  open  got  off  scot  free  a  littlf  while  al  Mi« 
Landis  saw  it."  ^  ** 

That  he  was  inclined  to  turn  it  all  to  banter  relieved 

^^r:^i::zr-  ^^^^  '-^-  -^-  ^^^y  -<ie -h  ^ 

.^WK^*?  ^'^"""^  **  ^'^^  indifferently. 

T«.  «    .   "^^"^    ''   P"**^*'^^   "^e   the   chasseui     of 

Tarascon,"  admitted  Siward. 

"I  willingly  ofFer  my  hat,  monsieur,"  said  Sylvia 
Manon  Page,  impatient  to  .start,  had  tur^^   her 
tador-made  back  to  the  company,  and  was  insTx^ctbg 
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his  crestfallen  lordship  very  plainly :  "  You  fire  too 
quickly,  Blinky;  two  seconds  is  what  you  must  count 
when  a  grouse  flushes.  You  must  say  '  Mark !  Right ! ' 
or  '  Mark !     Left !     Bang!  *  *' 

"I  might  as  well  say  'Bang!'  for  all  I've  done 
to-day,"  he  muttered,  adjusting  his  shooting-goggles 
and  snappinrr  his  eyes  like  fury.  Then  exploding  into 
raucous  laughter  he  moved  off  southward  with  Marion 
Page,  who  had  exchanged  a  swift  handshake  with  Si- 
wurd;  the  twins  followed,  convoying  Eileen  and  Rena, 
neither  maiden  excitedly  enthusiastic.  And  so  the  lunch- 
eon party,  lord  and  lady,  twins  and  maidens,  guides 
and  dogs,  trailed  away  across  the  ridge,  distant  sil- 
houettes presently  against  the  sky,  then  gone.  And 
after  a  little  while  the  far,  dry,  accentless  report  of 
smokeless  powder  mnounced  that  the  opening  of  the  sea- 
son had  been  resumed  and  the  Lesser  Children  were  dying 
fast  in  the  glory  of  a  perfect  day. 

"  Are  you  ready,  Mr.  Siward.?  "  She  stood  waiting 
for  him  at  the  edge  of  the  thicket;  Miles  resumed  his 
game  sack  and  her  fowling-piece;  the  dog  came  up, 
looking  him  anxiously  in  the  eyes. 

So  he  walked  forward  beside  her  into  the  dappled 
light  of  the  thicket. 

Within  a  few  minutes  the  dog  stood  twice ;  and  twice 
the  whirring  twitter  of  woodcock  startled  her,  echoed  by 
the  futile  crack  of  his  gun. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir " 

"  Yes,  Miles,"  with  a  glint  of  humour. 

"Overshot,  sir,— excusin'  the  liberty,  Mr.  Siward. 
Both  marked  down  forty  yard  to  the  left  if  you  wish 
to  start  'em  again."' 

"  No,"  he  said  indifferently,  "  I  had  my  chance  at 
them.     They're  exempt." 
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over  rock,  log,    ^^     "^^^    A  ',"^''-8"'"»<^n,  on 

met,  until  the  dog  crawHno.  „„  T  -"^i  f  emploved  and 
and  fro«.,  and  sICd  fa^r  t Tr'V"""'''  ''""^^ 
fled  and  a'l  Jt  n3i  rfsV  For  "'T^  "  "'"  -""'" 
ing  barrel,  wavered  TrewLtT  '"  T'""*  ""=  ''""'" 
.unbeam  glinti„n;r,lr  T'u  ?'  """  ""'>■  «  »»'»? 
muzzle,  ofh  thf  Wht''  .  "^  ™'''  ^-^  '-■<"»  th« 
»ile„ce  of  1«L  Tb^  :'""'"8  ""-^P"  broke  the 
tops  a  big  8  Ce lilf^^™  T"^  "^^  ^^^  "^^ 

.lasted  IfXalt    f;  j;:^^^"^/"'"  «■»  sk,  on 

glided  downward  with  bfwed  wt^s  iff™T"!.  ^"^^'^• 

'^^^:^'^-t\  "^  p"-^'rwir  --  ™- 

Hetn,eril7^r:et7thr-T'" 

fi^'iif— -'-'»-verhrf:^^^J1ro^■ 

iXt  the  sun  i!th  „e."^  """  '^"'  ""^  «»-)•  and 
The  discomfited  keeper  obeyed 

w.  J  u:::^^i  L^'g:  -  ^"  "-'""^ '» -"«""« 

"  Sir? "  -^         »  • 

"  The  sun.     How  do  I  hold  it?  » 
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But  Siward  shook  his  head  with  an  absent  glance 
at  the  dog,  and  motioned  the  astonished  keeper  forward. 

"  Line  the  easiest  trail  for  us,'*  he  said ;  "  I  think 
we  are  already  a  trifle  tired.  Twigs  will  do  in  short 
cover;  use  a  hatchet  in  the  big  timber.  .  .  .  And  go 
slow  till  we  join  you." 

And  when  the  unwilling  and  perplexed  keeper  had 
started,  Siward,  unlocking  his  gun,  drew  out  the  smooth 
yellow  cartridges  and  pocketed  them. 

Sylvia  looked  up  as  the  sharp  metallic  click  of  the 
locked  breech  rang  out  in  the  silence. 

"  Why  do  you  do  this,  Mr.  Siward?  " 

"  I  doiv  t  know ;  really  I  am  honest ;  I  don't  know.'* 

**  It  could  not  be  because  I- 


>» 


r 


"  No,  of  course  not,"  he  said,  too  seriously  to  re- 
assure her. 

"  Mr.  Siward,"  in  quick  displeasure. 

"Yes?" 

"  What  you  do  for  your  amusements  cannot  con- 
cern me." 

"  Right  as  usual,"  he  said  so  gaily  that  a  relucUnt 
smile  trembled  on  her  lips. 

"  Then  why  have  you  done  this?  It  is  unreasonable 
—if  you  don't  feel  as  I  do  about  killing  things  that  are 
having  a  good  time  in  the  world." 

He  stood  silent,  absently  looking  at  the  fowling- 
piece  cradled  in  his  left  arm.  "  Shall  we  sit  here  a  mo- 
ment and  talk  it  over?  "  he  suggested  listlessly. 

Her  blue  gaze  swept  him ;  his  vague  smile  was  indif- 
ferently bland. 

"  If  you  are  determined  not  to  shoot,  we  might  as 
well  start  for  Osprey  Ledge,"  she  suggested;  "other- 
wise, what  reason  is  there  for  our  being  here  together, 
Mr.  Siward?" 
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8i^  AnV  ff  ^'^"^^,^«*'"«t  t^<^  tree  beside  which  he 
stood      And  after  a  while,  as  his  absent-minded  Dieoc 
cupation  continued:  •- "unaea  pieoc- 

"  Do  3.0U  think  the  leaves  are  dry  enough  to  sit  on?  " 
He  shp     d  off  his  shooting-coat  and  pfaced  it  at  the 

to  meet  an  attitude  wh.ch  seemed  to  take  for  granted 

pnviiege  of  yielding.     However,  to  discuss  a  triviality 
meant  forcing  emphasis  where  none  was  necessary      Sh^ 

3^our  fwt."  ^'■'^'  ^  *™  literally  at 

fort""^"""  '*"  *^''^^'  '°""^  °"  ^*^™g  "^e  without  ef. 

you  wrap  yourself  i„  a  brown  study.  leavinR    very  J 

drawal.     What  happens  to  you  when  you  are  in.de 
^ha.  „a«.c  vo,l?     Do  you  change  into  a^nythin^  i^er! 

,lh„^'  "I  "'"'•  **'"  P"PP'"'  ™   W'  linked  finsers 
elbows  on  knees;  and.  though  there  was  always  the  Wnt' 

^«1,^       ?'°'"°"*  '''''  "'"^^  «"e!„definaWe 

was  lackmg.     And  after  a  moment  she  concluded  that 
*'  lOS 
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it  was  his  attention.  Certainly  his  wits  were  wool-gath- 
ering again ;  his  eyes,  edged  with  the  shadow  of  a  smile, 
saw  far  beyond  her,  far  beyond  the  sunlit  shadows  where 
they  sat. 

In  his  preoccupation  she  had  found  him  nega- 
tively attractive.  She  glanced  at  him  now  from  time  to 
time,  her  eyes  returning  always  to  the  beauty  of  the 
subdued  light  where  all  about  them  silver-stemmed 
birches  clustered  like  slim  shining  pillars,  crowned  with 
their  autumn  canopy  of  crumpled  gold. 

"Enchantment!"  she  said  under  her  breath. 
**  Surely  an  enchanted  sleeper  lies  here  somewhere." 

"  You,"  he  observed,  "  unawakened." 

"  Asleep?  I?  "  She  looked  around  at  I  \  «  You 
are  the  dreamer  here.  Your  eyes  are  full  of  dreaming 
even  now.     What  is  your  desire?  " 

He   leaned    on    one    arm,   watching   her;    she  had 
dropped  her  ungloved  hand,  searching  among  the  newly 
fallen  gold  of  the  birch  leaves  drifted  into  heaps.     On 
the  third  finger  a  jewel  glittered;  he  saw  it,  conscious 
of  its  meaning— but  his  eyes  followed  the  hand   idly 
heaping  up  autumn  gold,  a  whiie  slim  liand,  smoothly 
fascinating.     Then  the  little,  restless  hand  swept  near 
to  his,  almost  touching  it;  and  then  instinctively  he  took 
it  in  his  own,  curiously,  lifting  it  a  Uttle  to  consider  its 
nearer  loveliness.     Perhaps  it  was  the  unexpectedness  of 
it,  perhaps  it  was  sheer  amazement  that  left  her  hand 
bing  idly  relaxed  like  a  white  petalled  blossom  in  his. 
His  bearing,  too,  was  so  blankly  impersonal  that  for  a 
moment  the  whole  thing  appeared  inconsequent.     Then, 
as  her  hand  lay  there,  scarcely  imprisoned,  their  eyes 
encountered,— and   hers,  intersely  blue  now,  considered 
him  without  emotion,  studied  him  impersonally  without 
purpose,  incuriously  acq'-iescent,  indifferently  expectant. 
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After  a  little  while  the  consciousness  of  the  cmit^ 
disconcerted  her;  she  withdrew  her  fingers  with  an  invol- 
untary  shiver. 

**  Ih  there  no  chance?  "  he  asked. 

Perplexed  with  her  own  emotion,  the  meaning  of  his 
low-voiced  question  at  first  escaped  her;  then,  like  its  own 
echo,  came  ringing  back  in  her  ears,  re-echoed  again  as  he 
repeated  it: 

"  Is  there  no  chance  for  me,  Miss  Landis?  " 
KilTI'l   ^""""l    ^^^^^^on    of    self-possession    returning 
chilled  her;  then  anger  came,  quick  and  hof ;  then  pride 
She   deliberated     choosing    her    words   coolly    enough: 
Wliat  chance  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Siward  ?  " 
u  ^  f^!'*'"^  ^*>*nc«-     Can  you  give  it  to  me?  " 
dan    ^^''*^*'"^ ''*'*"^^     For  what?  "—very  low,  very 

**  For  you." 

Then,  in  spite  of  her,  her  senses  became  unsteady; 

a  sudden  ringing  confusion  seemed  to  deafen  her,  through 

which  his  voice,  as  if  very  far  away,  sounded  agait. 

Men  who  are  worth  a  fighting  chance  ask  for  it 

sometimes— but  take  it  always.     I  take  it." 

Her  pallor  faded  under  the  flood  of  bright  colour; 
the  blue  of  her  eyes  darkened  ominously  to  velvet. 
^^     "  Mr.  Siward,"  she  said,  very  distinctly  and  slowly, 
1  am  not — even — sorry — for  you." 

"  Then  my  chance  is  desperate  indeed,"  he  retorted 
coolly. 

Do  you  imagine-"     Her  anger  choked 


"Chance! 
her. 

"  Are   you 
under  his  tan. 


not   a    little    hard?"    he    said,    paling 
"I  supposed  women  dismissed  men  more 
gentry — even  such  a  man  as  I  am." 

For  a  fun  minute  she  strove  to  comprehend, 
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"  Such  a  man  as  you !  "  she  repeated  vaguely ;  "  you 
mean—"  a  crimson  wave  dyed  her  skin  to  the  temples  and 
she  leaned  toward  him  in  horror-stricken  contriti»)n  • 
"  I  didn't  mean  that,  Mr.  Siward!  I— I  never  thought 
of  that !  It  had  no  weight,  it  was  not  in  my  thoughts. 
I  meant  only  that  you  had  assumed  what  is  unwarranted 
—that  you— your  question  humiliated  me,  knowing  that 
I  am  engaged — knowing  me  so  little — so " 

"  Yes,  I  knew  everything.  Ask  yourself  why  I  risk 
every thmg  to  say  this  to  you.?  There  can  be  only  one 
answer." 

Then  after  a  long  silence:  «  Have  I  ever—"  she  be- 
gan tremblingly—"  ever  by  word  or  look " 

"  No." 

"  Have  I  even " 

"  No.  I've  simply  discovered  how  I  feel.  That's 
what  I  was  dreaming  about  when  you  asked  me.  I 
was  afraid  I  might  do  this  too  soon;  but  I  meant  to  do 
it  anyway  before  it  became  too  late." 

"  It  was  too  late  from  the  very  moment  we  met,  Mr. 
Siward."  And,  as  he  reddened  painfully  again,  she 
added  quickly:  «  I  mean  that  I  had  already  decided. 
Why  will  you  take  what  I  say  so  dreadfully  different 
-rom  the  way  I  intend  it.?  Listen  to  me.  I— I  believe  I 
am  not  very  experienced  yet;  I  was  a— astonished— 
quite  stunned  for  a  moment.  Then  it  hurt  me— and  I 
said  that  I  was  not  sorry  for  you  ...  I  am  sorry, 
now." 

And,  as  he  said  nothing :  «  You  were  a  little  rough, 
a  little  sudden  with  me,  Mr.  Siward.  Men  have  asked 
me  that  question— several  times;  but  never  so  soon,  so 
unreasonably  soon— never  without  some  preliminary 
of  some  sort,  so  that  I  could  foresee,  be  more  or  less 
prepared.  .  .  .  But  you  gave  me  no  warning.     I— if 
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you  had,  I  would  have  known  liow  to  be  gentle      I—I 

2'^  "t  ^  "r-     ^  ^'^  3^ou-enough  to  say  this 'to  you, 
enough  to  be  seriously  sorry;  if  I  could  bring  mysel/ 

to  really  believe  this— feeling " 

Still  he  said  nothing;  he  sat  there  listlessly  study- 
ing the  sun  spots  glowing,  waxing,  waning  on  the  carpet 
of  dead  leaves  at  his  feet. 

"  As  for— what  you  have  said,"  she  added,  a  little 
smile  curving  the  sensitive  mouth,  "  it  is  impulsive,  un- 
considered, a  trifle  boyish,  Mr.  Siward.     I  pay  myself 
the  compliment  of  your  sincerity;  it  is  rather  n^ice  t'o  be 
a  girl  who  can  awaken  the  romance  in  a  man  within  a 
day  or  tw«  s  acquaintance.  ...  And  that  is  all  it  is— 
a  romantic  impulse  with  a  pretty  girl.     You  see  I  am 
trank ;  I  am  really  glad  that  you  find  me  attractive, 
lell  me  so,  ,f  you  wish.     We  shall  not  misunderstand 
each  other  again.     Shall  we.?  " 

He  raised  his  head,  considering  her,  forcing  the  smile 
to  meet  her  own. 

"We  shall  be  better  friends  than  ever,"  she  asserted 
confidently . 

"  Yes,  better  than  ever." 

« B«.ause  what  you  have  done  means  the  nicest 
sort  of  friendship,  you  see.  You  can't  escape  its  duties 
and  responsibilities  now,  Mr.  Siward.  I  shall  expect 
you  tc  spend  the  greater  part  of  your  life  in  devotedly 
doing  things  for  me.  Besides,  I  am  now  privileged  to 
worry  you  with  advice.  Oh,  you  have  invested  me  with 
all  sorts  of  powers  now !  " 

He  nodded. 

exci^^  '^'^"^  *°  ^'*''  ^^^*'   ^"'"*^'   '™^""«'  *   *"^ 

f  •  '7'=  »*  f^   T""'    ^"^    *^   ^"   *^«   ^^^V    ideals   of 
fnends?  "  she  asked. 
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"  The  very  ideals." 

"You  are  nice!"  she  said  impulsively,  holding  out 
both  gloveless  hands.  He  held  them,  she  looking  at 
him  very  sweetly,  very  confidently. 

"  Allvnsf     Without  malice?  "  she  asked. 

"  Without  malice." 

"  Without  afterthoughts? 

"  Without  afterthoughts.' 

"And — ^you  are  content?"  persuasively. 

"  Of  course  not,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  be." 

"  I  must  be,"  he  repeated  obediently. 

"  And  you  are !     Say  it !  " 

"  But  it  does  not  make  me  unhappy  not  to  be  con- 
tented  " 

"Say  it,  please;  or — do  you  desire  me  to  be  un- 
happy?" 

Her  small,  smooth  hands  lying  between  his,  they  stood 
confronting  one  another  in  the  golden  light.  She  might 
easily  have  brought  the  matter  to  an  end;  and  why  she 
did  not,  she  knew  no  more  than  a  kitten  waking  to  con- 
sciousness under  its  first  caress. 

.  ^  '' ?*-^  !*'"  ^^^  repeated,  laughing  uncertainly  back 
into  his  smiling  eyes  of  a  boy. 

"  Say  what?  " 

"  That  you  are  contented." 

"  I  can't." 

"  Mr  Siward,  it  is  unkind,  it  is  shameless " 

"  I  know  it ;  I  am  that  sort." 

"  Then  I  am  sorry  for  you.  Look  at  t)  at !  "  turn- 
ing her  left  hand  in  his  so  that  the  jewel  on  the  third 
finger  caught  the  light. 

"  I  see  it." 

"  And  yet—" 
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'  And  yei.** 

"h„!^  "'■".5  «««''*•''"  ^  "  '"P'r"!  discontent." 
How  can  ,t  be?"  impatiently  now,  for  the  lonir 
unaccustomed  conUct  wa«  unnerving  hor-yct      .  Lfj 
no  mol,on  to  withdraw  her  hand.     '^How  i^  y'l  Z^ 

TZllCL^l""'  -""'"^  ■-"•-  'h--divotio„i 
"  Exactl^T  like  that.»» 

her  ;fe;;ituwi. '' '  '*"'^°^^^'^^'"  --^^  ^  ^^^^^  «^ 

teeth."*'''  "^'"^  '*  come-to  ^o«?"  he  asked  betwee,,  his 

Then  her  face  grew  scarlet  and  her  eyes  grew  dark, 
and  her  hands  contracted  in  his-tighteniod,  twisted  fin- 
gers  entangled  until  with  a  little  sob,  she  swayed  tow- 
ard  him  and  he  caught  her.  An  instant,  a  minute- 
more,  perhaps,  she  did  not  know-she  half  lay  in  his 
ams,  her  untaught  lips  cold  against  his.  lissitude, 
W  consciousness,  then  tiny  shock  on  shock  came  the 

in^TrT  r,!  '"^  ^"  ""^^  ^"'"^  ^^^'^'  *-'  -end- 
ing strangely  to  her,  a  colourless,  monotonous  voice. 

Far!    \^K  '"^  *"'"'  '^'  remembered  that  somebody 
had  asked  h,m   to-perhaps  herself.     That  was  well 

Lnsril  *"  M*^'*  *°  '""'™°"  ^*^^"^^  ^"d  common-' 

madness  she  had  committed  in  the  half-light  of  the  silver- 
stemmed  trees  clustering  in  shameful  witness  on  every 

Suddenly  the  hot  humiliation  of  it  overwhelmed  her 
and  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  standing,  almost 
swaying,  as  wave  on  wave  of  incredulous  shame  seemed 
to  sweep  her  from  knee  to  brow.     That  phase  passed 
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*fter  a  while;  out  of  it  she  emerged,  flushed,  outwardly 
composed,  into  another  phase,  in  full  sclf-poBseiwion  once 
more,  able  to  understand  what  had  happened  without 
the  disproportion  of  emotional  exaggeration.     After  all 
she  had  only  been  kissed.     Besides  she  was  a  novice,' 
which  probably  accounted,  in  a  measure,  for  the  unrea- 
sonable emotion  coincident  with  a  caress  to  which  she  wa« 
unaccustomed.     Without  looking  up  at  him  she  found 
herself  saying  coolly  enough   to    surprise   herself:     «  I 
never  supposed  I  was  capable  of  that.     It  appears  that  I 
am.     I  haven't  anything  to  say  for  myself  .  .  .  except 
that   I  feel  fearfully  humiliated.  .  .  .  Don't  say  any- 
thing now  ...  I  do  not  blame  you,  truly  I  do  not. 
It  was  contemptible  of  me— to  do  it— wearing  this—" 
she  stretched  out  her  slender  left  hand,  not  looking  at 
him;   "it   was  contemptible!"  ...  She  slowly   raised 
her  eyes,  summoning  nil  her  courage  to  face  him. 

But  he  only  saw  in  the  pink  confusion  of  her  lovely 
face  the  dawning  challenge  of  a  coquette  saluting  her 
adversary  in  gay  acknowledgment  of  his  fleeting  moment 
of  success.     And  as  his  face  fell,  then  hardened  into 
brightness,  instantly  she  divined  how  he  rated  her,  and 
in  a  flash  realized  her  weapons  and  her  security,  and 
that  the  control  of  the  situation  was  hers,  not  in  the 
control  of  this  irresolute  young  man  who  stood  so  silently 
considering  her.     Strange  that  she  should  be  ashamed 
of  her  own  innocence,  willing  that  he  believe  her  accom- 
plished in  such  arts,  enchanted  that  he  no  longer  per- 
haps suspected  genuine  emotion  in  the  swift,  confused 
sweetness  of  her  first  kiss.     If  only  all  that  were  truly 
hidden  from  him,  if  he  dare  not  in  his  heart  convict  her 
of  anything  save  perfection  in  a  gay,  imprudent  role, 
what  a  weight  lifted,  what  relief,  what  hot  self-contempt 
cooled!     What  vengeance,  too,  she  would  take  on  him 
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for  the  agony  of  her  awakening— the  dazed  chagrin, 
the  dread  of  his  wise,  amused  eves— eyes  that  she 
feared  had  often  looked  upon  such  scenes ;  eves  no  douht 
tanuhar  with  such  unimportant  details  as  the  shamed  de- 
mciinour  of  a  novice. 

"  Why  do  you  take  it  so  seriously  ?  "  she  said,  laugh- 
mg  and  studying  him,  certain  now  of  herself  in  this 
now  disguise. 

"Do  you  take  it  lightly.?"  he  asked,  striving  to 
smile. 

"  I?  Ah,  I  must,  you  know.  You  don't  expert  to 
marry  me  .  .  .  do  you,  Mr.  Siward?" 

"  I—"     He  choked  u])  at  that,  grimly  for  a  while. 
Walking  slowly  forward  together  she  fell  into  step 
frankly  hesido  him,  near  him— too  near.     "  Try  to  be 
sensible,"  she  was  saying  gaily;  "  I  like  you  so  much— 
and  It  would  be  horrid  to  have  you  mope,  you  know 
And  besides,  even  if  I  cared  for  vou,  there  arc   rea- 
sons, you  know— reasons  for  any  girl  to  marrv  the  man 
I  am  going  to  marry.     Does  my  cynicism  shock  you.? 
What  am  I  to  do.>  "  with  a  shrug.     «  Such  marri'ages 
are  reasonable,  and  far  likelier  to  be  agreeable  than 
when    fancy    is    the   sole   motive— certainly    far    more 
agreeable  than   an    ill-considered   yielding   to   abstract 
emotion   with  nothing  concrete  in   view.  ...  So,  you 
see,  I  could  not  marry  yru  even  if  I—"  her  voice  was 
inclined  to  tremble,  but  she  controlled  it.      Would  she 

never  learn  her  role.?  «  even  if  I  loved  you " 

Then  her  tongue  stumbled  and  was  silent;  and  thoy 
walked  on,  side  by  side,  through  the  fading  splendour 
of  the  year,  exchanging  no  further  speech. 

Toward  sunset  their  guide  hailed  them,  standing  high 
among  the  rocks,  a  silhouette  against  the  skv.  And 
beyond  him  they  saw  the  poles  crowned  with  the  huce 
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nc«t«  of  the  fiah-hftwka,  marking  the  last  rendezvoiw  at 
Osprcy  Ledge. 

She  turned  to  him  as  they  started  up  the  last  incline, 
thanking  him  in  a  sweet,  natural  voice  for  his  care  of 
her— <iuite  innocently— until  in  the  questioning,  uncon- 
vinced gaze  that  met  hers  she  found  her  own  eyes  soft- 
ening and  growing  dim;  and  she  looked  away  suddenly, 
lest  he  read  her  ere  she  had  dared  rn  the  first  page  in 
the  book  of  self— ere  she  had  studied,  pried,  probed 
among  the  pages  of  a  new  chapter  whose  familiar  title, 
so  long  meaningless  to  her,  had  taken  on  a  sudden  troub- 
ling sijprnificance.  And  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she 
glanced  uneasily  at  the  new  page  in  the  book  of  self, 
numbered  according  to  her  years  with  the  figures  23, 
and  headed  with  the  unconvincing  chapter  title,  "  Love.** 
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The  week  pa«»ed  swiftly,  day  after  day  echoing 
with  the  stcudy  fusillade  from  marsh  to  covert,  from 
valley  to  ridge.  Guns  flashed  at  dawn  and  dusk  along 
the  flat  tidal  reaches  haunted  of  black  mallard  and  teal 
the  smokeless  powder  cracked  through  alder  swamp  and 
tangled  windfall  where  the  brown  grouse  burst  away  into 
noisy  blundering  flight;  where  the  woodcock,  wilder  now, 
shrilled  skyward  like  feathered  rockets,  and  the  big 
northern  hares,  not  yet  flecked  with  snowy  patches  of 
fur,  loped  off'  into  swamps  to  the  sad  undoing  of  several 
of  the  younger  setters. 

There  was  a  pheasant  drive  at  Black  Fells  to  which 
the  Ferralls'  guests  were  bidden  by  Beverly  Plank—a 
curious  scene,  where  ladies  and  gentlemen  stood  on  a 
lawn,  backed  by  an  army  of  loaders  and  gun-bearers, 
while  another  improvised  army  of  beaters  drove  some 
thousands  of  frightened,  bewildered,  homeless  foreign 
pheasants  at  the  guns.  And  the  miserable  aliens  that 
escaped  the  guns  were  left  to  perish  in  the  desolation 
of  a  coming  winter  which  they  were  unfitted  to  with- 
stand. 

So  the  first  week  of  the  season  sped  gaily,  ending 
on  Saturday  with  a  heavy  flight  of  northern  woodcock 
and  an  uproarious  fusillade  among  the  silver  birches. 

Once  Ferrall  loaded  two  motor  c  ;  with  pioneers 
for  a  day  beyond  his  own  boundaries ;  and  one  day  %vas 
spent  ingloriously  with  the  beagles;  but  otherwise  the 
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Shotovcr  estate  proved   more   than  sufficient   for   good 

dcTiorod ''"'  ^"'*'"' '"  *'"  •^''"  °^  *'-  «p°^-- 

Lord  Aldcnlene,  good  enough  on  snipe  and  cock,  was 
dnven  almost  frantic  by  the  ruffed  grouse;  Voucher  did 

Page  attended  to  business  in  her  cool  and  thorough  stvlc 
and  her  average  on  the  gun-room  books  was  excellent' 
and  was  also  adorned  with  clever  pen-and-ink  sketches 
by  biWcird. 

hshed  himself  as  a  haunter  of  cushions  in  sunny  corners. 
Tom  O  Kara  had  gone  back  to  Lenox ;  Mrs.   V.nden- 
nmg  to  Hot  Springs.     Beverly  Plank,  master  of  Black 
1  ells,  began  to  pervade  the  house  after  a  tentative  ap- 
pearance; and  he  and  Major  Belwether  pottered  about 
the  coverts,  usually  after    luncheon-the    latter   doing 
ittle  daniage  with  his  fowling-piece,  and  nobodv  knew 
how  much   with  his  gossiping  tongue.       Quarrier  ap- 
peared m  the  field  methodically,  shot  with  judgn.mt, 
taking    no  chances    for  a  brilliant    performance  which 
might    endanger  his  respectable  average.      As  for    the 
Page  boys,  they  kept  the  river  ducks  stirring  whenever 
Eileen    Shannon    and    Rena   Bonnesdel    could    be    per- 
suaded to  share  the  canoes  with  them.     Otherwise  they 
haunted  the  vicinity  of  those  bored  maidens,  suffering 
snubs  sorrowfully,  but  persistently  faithful.     They  were 
a  great  nuisance  in  the  evening,  especially  as  their  sister 
did  not  permit  them  to  lose  more  than  ten  dollars  a  day 
at  cards.  •'^ 

Cards— that  is  Bridge  and  Preference-ruled  as 
usual;  and  the  latter  game  being  faster  suited  Morti- 
mer and  Ferrall,  but  did  not  aid  Siward  toward  recoup- 
mg  his  Bridge  losses. 
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Noticing  this,  late  in   the  week.   Major   Bel.eth.r 
kmdly  suggested  Klondyke  for  Si. ard's  benefit    .heh 

>.     proposed;  and  he  ,ent  back  to  Bri.lgo,  prifn-r^n^ 
"  mble  :,   oTV  ^«"*'"'  ^"'"■""■'  "»  intervals  than 

h-H"^""  T'!^"'  "'■'■"P''"'   '"■™-   ^'""^  "<■"?  H""   he 
had  never  had  another  opportunity  to  see  Sylvia  Lan 
d,s  aone;  that  was  ,he  first  matter.     He  had  touched 
ne,ther  w,„e  nor  sp.r.ts  nor  „,alt  si„,e  the  night  FerraH 
had   found   h,m   prone,   sprawling   i„   a  stupor  on   hi, 
d  sordered  bed.      That  was  the  second  n,att^.r,  a"d 
occupied  h,m,  at  times  required  all  his  attention,  pa 
Ocularly  when  the  physical  desire  for  it  sot  in,  st  adMy 
merclessly,  mounting  inexorably  like  a  tide.      .      Bui' 
hke  the  t,do,  it  ebbed  at  last,  particularly  when  a'sltp 
less  night  had  exhausted  him.  ^ 

He  had  gone  back  to  his  shooting  again  afle. 
coo    rev,ew  of  the  ethics  involved.     It  fyen  amused     in' 
to    h.nk  that  the  whimsical  sermon  deliveredlm  b;    1 
g.r   who  had  cleverness  enough  to  n.arry  n.any   ^llbns 
w.th  Quarner  thrown  in,  could  have  .so  n.ovfd  iTZ 
«.n  .mentahty.     He  had  ceded  the  big  cup  of  an";  : 

I    Ue  ho    ^  "'  'r^"  """'"■  "■'"'•I'  '""bled  iL 

httle,  however,  as  ,n  the  irritation  of  the  reaction  he  bad 

b^cn  sb«,t,„g  with  the  brilliancy  of  a  den.on;  and    he 

^hJZ'  *!^T^T'  ™  ""■"  ''"'^■•'-  ""  >""  '"""!'.  save 
when  the  tide  threatencd-when   at  night   he  s  irred 

Ihe  a    l^a  7^1:::^      mT"1  "'  l""'^*  ^"^ 

-I  wme  made  him  catch  Ins  breath,  moments 
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in  the  gun-room  redolent  of  spicy  spirits ;  a  maddening 
volatile  fragrance  clinging  to  the  card-room,  too !  Yes, 
the  long  days  were  filled  with  such  moments  for  him. 

But  afield  the  desire  faded;  and  even  during  the 
day,  indoors,  he  shrugged  desire  aside.  It  vas  night 
that  he  dreaded— the  long  hours,  lying  there  tense,  stark- 
eyed,  sickened  with  desire. 

As  for  Sylvia,  she  and  Grace  Ferrall  had  taken  to 
motoring,  driving  away  into  the  interior  or  taking  long 
flights  north  and  south  along  the  coast.  Sometimes  they 
took  Quarrier,  sometimes,  when  Mrs.  Ferrall  drove,  they 
took  in  ballast  in  the  shape  of  a  superflous  Page  boy 
and  a  giri  for  him.  Once  Grace  Ferrall  asked  Siward 
to  join  them;  but  no  definite  time  being  set,  he  was 
scarcely  surprised  to  find  them  gone  when  he  returned 
from  a  morning  on  the  snipe  meadows.  And  Sylvia, 
leagues  away  by  that  time,  curied  up  in  the  tonneau 
beside  Grace  Ferrall,  watched  the  dark  pines  flying  past, 
cheeks  pink,  e-es  like  stars,  while  the  rushing  wind  drove 
health  into  her  and  care  out  of  her — cleansing,  puri- 
fying, overwhelming  winds  flowing  through  and  through 
her,  till  her  very  soul  within  her  seemed  shining  through 
the  beauty  of  her  eyes.    Besides,  she  had  just  confessed. 


He  was  silly  enough  to 


"  He  kissed  you! "  repeated  Grace  Ferrall  incredu- 
lously. 

"  Yes — a  number  of  times, 
do  it,  and  I  let  him." 

"  Did— did  he  say -' 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  said ;  I  was  all  nerves — con- 
fused—scared—a perfect  stick  in  fact!  ...  I  don't  be- 
lieve he'd  care  to  try  again." 

Then  Mrs.  Ferrall  deliberately  settled  down  in  her 
furs  to  extract  from  the  girl  beside  her  every  essential 
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detail;  and  the  g,rl,  frank  at  first,  grcn-  shv  and  silent 
--reticent  enough  to  worry  her  friend  into  a  silence 
which  lasted  a  long  while  for  a  cheerful  little  matron 
ot  her  sort. 

Presently  they  spoke  of  other  matters-matters  in- 
teresting to  pretty  women  with  much  to  do  in  the  cominc 
winter  between  New  York,  Hot  Springs,  and  Florida ; 
surmises  as  to  dinners,  dances,  and  the  newcomers  in 
the  younger  sets,  and  the  marriages  to  be  arranged  or 
disarranged,  and  the  scandals  humanity  is  heir  to,  and 
the  attitude  of  the  bishop  toward  divorce. 

And  the  new  pavillion  to  be  built  for  Saint  Berold's 
Hospital,  and  the  various  states  of  the  various  charities 
each  was  interested  in,  and  the  chances  of  something 
new  at  the  opera,  and  the  impossibility  of  saving  Fifth 
Avenue  from  truck  traffic,  and  the  increasing  impor- 
tance of  Washington  as  a  social  centre,  and  the  bad 
manners  of  a  foreign  ambassador,  «.:d  the  better  man- 
ners of  another  diplomat,  and  the  lack  of  discrimina- 
tion  betrayed   by   our  ambassador  to  a  certain  great 
Power  m  choosing  people  for  presentation  at  court,  and 
the  latest  unhappy  British-American  marriage,  and  the 
hopelessness  of  the  French  as  decent  husbands,  and  the 
recent  accident  to  the  Claymores'  big  yacht,  and  the 
tendency  of  well-born  young  men  toward  politics,  and 
the  anything  but  distinguished  person  of  Lord  Alder- 
dene,   which  was,  however,  vastly  superior  to   the  de- 
meanour  and   person    of   others   of  his   rank   recentlv 
imported,  and  the  beauty  of  Miss  Caithness,  and  the 
chance  that   Captain  Voucher  had   if  Leila   Mortimer 
would  let  him  alone,  and  the  absurdity  of  the  Page 
twins,  and  the   furtive  coarseness  of  Leroy   Mortimer 
and  his  general  badness,  and  the  sadness  of  Leila  Mor- 
timer s  lot  when  she  had  always  been  in  love  with  other 
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people,— and  a  little  scandalous  surmise  concerning  Tom 
O'Hara,  and  the  new   house  on   Seventy-ninth   Street 
building    for    Mrs.    Vendenning,    and    that    charming 
widow's  success  at  last  year's  horse  show— and  wliether 
the  fashion  of  the  function  was  reviving,  and  whether 
Beverly   Plank  had   completely   broken   into  the  social 
sets  he  had  besieged  so  long,  or  whether  a  few  of  the 
hunting  and  shooting  people  merely  permitted  him  to 
drive  pheasants   for  them,  and  why   Katharyn   Tassel 
made  eyes  at  him,  having  sufficient  money  of  her  own 
to  die  unwed,  and— and— and  then,  at  last,  as  the  big 
motor  car  swung  in  a  circle  at  Wenniston  Cross-Roads, 
and  poked  its  brass  and  lacquer  muzzle  toward  Shot- 
over,  the  talk  swung  back  to  Siward  once  more— having 
travelled  half  the  world  over  to  find  him. 

"  He  is  the  sweetest  fellow  with  his  mother,"  sighed 
Grace;  "  and  that  counts  heavily  with  me.  But  there's 
trouble  ahead  for  her— sorrow  and  trouble  enough  for 
them  both,  if  he  is  a  true  Siward." 

"  Heredity  again !  "  said  Sylvia  impatiently.  "  Isn't 
he  man  enough  to  win  out.?  I'll  bet  you  he  settles  down, 
marries,  and " 

"  Marries.?    Not  he!     How  many  girls  do  vou  sup- 
pose have  believed  that— were  justified  in  believing  he 
meant  anything  by  his  attractive  manner  and  nice  ways 
of  telling  you  how  much  he  liked  you.?     He  had  a  des- 
perate affair  with  Mrs.  Mortimer— innocent  enough  I 
fancy.     He's  had  a  dozen  within  three  years;  and  in 
a  week  Rena  Bonnesdel  has  come  to  making  eyes  at  him, 
and  Eileen  gives  him  no  end  of  chances  which"^he  doesn't 
see.     As  for  Marion  Page,  the  girl  had  been  on  the 
edge  of  loving  him  for  years!     You  laugh.?     But  you 
are  wrong;  she  is  in  love  with  him  now  as  much  as  she 
ever  can  be  with  anybody." 
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"  You  mean^ *» 

"  Yes  I  do.     Hadn't  you  suspected  it?  " 
And  as  Sylvia  had  suspected  it  she  remained  silent. 
If  any  woman  in  this  world  could  keep  him  to  the 
mark,  she  could,"  continued  Mrs.   Ferrall.     "He's  a 
perfect  fool  not  to  see  how  she  cares  for  him." 
Sylvia  said :    "  He  is  indeed." 

"It  would  be  a  sensible  match,  if  she  cared  to  risk 
It,  and  if  he  would  only  ask  her.    But  he  won't." 

"  Perhaps,"  ventured  Sylvia,  "  she'll  ask  him.  She 
strikes  me  as  that  sort.  I  do  not  mean  it  unkindly- 
only  Manon  is  so  tailor-made  and  cigaretteful " 

Mrs.  Ferrall  looked  up  at  her. 
"  Did  he  propose  to  you  ?  " 
"  Yes— I  think  so." 

"Then  it's  the  first  time  for  him.  He  finds  women 
only  too  willing  to  play  with  him  as  a  rule,  and  he  doesn't 
have  to  be  definite.  I  wonder  what  he  meant  by  being 
so  definite  with  you  ?"  ->  o 

"  I    suppose  he  meant    marriage,"  said  Sylvia    se- 
reriely;  yet  there  was  the  slightest  ring  in  her  voice; 
and  it  amused  Mrs.  Ferrall  to  try  her  a  little  further 
self  ?''^^'  ^''''  ^^"^^  ^^  ""^""^  intended  to  commit  him- 

"Why  not.?"  retorted  Sylvia,  turning  red.     "Do 
othU?  "  ""'  over-willing,  as  you  say  he  finds 

"You  were  probably  a  new  sensation  for  him,"  in- 
ferred Mrs.  Ferrall  musingly.  "  You  mustn't  take  him 
seriously,  child—a  man  with  his  record.  Besides,  he 
has  the  same  facility  with  a  girl  that  he  has  with  every- 
thing  eise  he  tries ;  his  pen-you  know  how  infernally 
clever  he  is;  and  he  can  make  good  verse,  and  write 
witty  jmgles,  and  he  can  carry  home  with  him  any  opera 
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and  pla^.  ,t  decently,  too,  with  the  proper  harmonies. 
Anything  he  finds  amusing  he  is  clever  with-dor^s 
horses,  pen  brush,  music,  women  "-that  was  too  m,di- 
cjous.  for  Sylvia  had  flushed  up  painfully,  and  Gr.co 
Ferrall  dropped  her  gloved  hand  on  the  hand  of  the 
gir  beside  her:  «  Child,  child,"  she  said,  «  he  is  not  that 
sort ;  no  decent  man  ever  is  unless  the  girl  is  too  " 

«  W^^J'^'**/'"'"^  "P  '''^^''  '^'^'S^*  '"  her  furs,  said : 
He  found  me  anything  but  difficult-if  that's  what 
you  mean." 

'*  I  don't  Please  don't  be  vexed,  dear.  I  plague 
everybody  when  I  see  an  opening.  There's  really  only 
one  thing  that  worries  mc  about  it  all." 

;;  What  is  that.P"  asked  Sylvia  without  interest. 
"«  that  you  might  be  tempted  to  care  a  little  for 
him,^  which,  being  useless,  might  be  unwise." 
"  I  am  .  .  .  tempted." 
"  Not  seriously !  " 
^      "I  don't  know."     She  turned  in  a  sudden  nervous 
impatience  foreign  to  her.     «  Howard  Quarrier  is  too 
perfectly  imperfect  for  me.    I'm  glad  I've  said  it.     The 
thinp  he  knows  about  and  doesn't  know  have  been  a 
revelation  in  this  last  week  with  him.    There  is  too  much 
surface,  too  much  exterior  admirably  fashioned.     And 
mside  IS  all  clock-work.     I've  said  it;  I'm  glad  I  have. 
He   seemed   different   at   Newport:    he   seemed   nice   at 
Lenox.     The  truth  is,  he's  a  horrid  disappointment- 
and  I  m  bored  to  death  at  my  brilliant  prospects  " 

The  low  whizzing  hum  of  the  motor  filled  a  silence 
that  produced  considerable  effect  ujion  Grace  Ferrall 
And,  after  mastering  her  wits,  she  said  in  a  subdued 
voice : 

"  Of  course  it's  my  meddling." 
«  Of  course  it  isn't.     I  asked  your  opinion,  but  I 
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knew  what  I  was  going  to  do.  Only,  I  did  think  him 
personally  possible— which  made  the  expediency,  the 
mercenary  view  of  it  easier  to  contemplate." 

She  was  becoming  as  frankly  brutal  as  she  knew  how 
to  be,  which  made  the  revolt  the  more  ominous. 

"  You  don't  think  you  could  enuure  him  for  an  hour 
or  two  a  day,  Sylvia  f  " 

"  It  is  not  that,"  said  the  girl  almost  sullenly 
«  But "  "^ 

"I'm  afraid  of  myself— call  it  inherited  mischief  if 
you  like!  If  I  let  a  n.an  do  to  me  what  Mr.  Siward  did 
when  I  was  only  engaged  to  Howard,  what  might  I 
do "  " 


"  You  are  not  that  sort!  "  said  Mrs.  Ferrall  bluntly. 

Don't  be  exotic,  Sylvia." 

"  How  do  you  know— if  /  don't  know.?     Most  girls 

are  kissed;  I— well  I  didn't  expect  to  be.     But  I  was' 

I  tell  you,  Grace,  I  don't  know  what  I  am  or  shall  be* 

I  m  unsafe ;  I  know  that  much." 

"  It's  moral  and  honest  to  realize  it,"  said  Mrs  Fer- 
rall suavely ;  «  and  in  doing  so  you  insure  your  own 
safety.  Sylvia  dear,  I  wish  I  hadn't  meddled;  I'm 
meddling  some  more  I  suppose  when  I  say  to  you,  don't 
give  Howard  his  .onge  for  the  present.  It  is  a  horridly 
common  thing  to  dwell  upon,  but  Howard  is  too  mate- 
rially important  to  be  cut  adrift  on  the  impulse  of  the 
moment." 

"  I  know  it.'^ 

"  You  are  too  clever  not  to.  Consider  the  matter 
wisely,  dispassionately,  intelligently,  dear;  then  if  by 
April  you  simply  can't  stand  it— talk  the  thing  over 
with  me  again,"  she  ended  rather  vaguely  and  wist- 
fully; for  It  had  been  her  heart's  desire  to  wed  Sylvia's 
beauty  and  Quarrier^s  fortune,  and  the  suitability  of  the 
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one  for  the  other  was  apparent  enough  to  make  even 
sterner  moralists  wobbly  in  their  creed.^  Quarrier  Zl 
deta,l  of  modern  l.un.an  architecture,  she  supposed  m\^i 
fit  in  somewhere,  and  took  that  for  granted  in  la j.  .gfhe 

ThV  r  i"''  ''^"  ^^"^  ^^^^'^  -^-h  Sylvia^fs  to 
inhabat  And  now!-oh,  vexation  !-the  neglected  but 
e.en  mlly  constructive  detail  of  human  archifecture  had 
buckled,  knocking  the  dream  palace  and  its  prince«s  and 
Its  splendour  about  her  ears. 

Dlailtfvt!"^'  .^T  ^^PP'"  '"  ''^^  "^^•'"  «^*^  observed 

work  uf  ^„  r^  "T""^  ^'^^^  P'°*^  ^^-^  *h-e» 
rt  t  u  ""^  P'^P'"  ^"  '^'^^  ^^^^'  ""^  J"«t  go  on  and 
on  in  a  badly  constructed,  plotless  sort  of  wafwith  no 
vdlains,  no  interesting  situations,  no  climaxes,  no  en 
aemble.  No  we  grow  old  and  irritable  and  meaner  and 
meaner;  we  lose  our  good  looks  and  digestions,  and  wo 

tr  hT   "  tr '^  ^''^  '^'  ^^^y  ^«r-'-d  in  a  dona 
and  a  half  novel  by  a  master  of  modern  fiction." 

But  some  among  us  amass  fortunes,"  suggested 
Sylvia,  laughing.  "ifijesrea 

"  But  we  don't  live  happy  ever  after.    Nobody  ever 
had  enough  money  in  real  life." 

"  !°";^^"  '''  ^°'^''"  ""^^"^^  Sylvia,  musing. 
^^  And  they  are  not  content,  silly !  " 

tJ\^^^^     ^^TT.  "°^°^^  ^^"  ^*d  enough  love  in 
real  hfe,"  mocked  Sylvia. 

wnJ/^^i'^'^Y^J^  \*'  '^^^'^-    ^^^  ^  *^^  '"^l^dy  of  the 

iTll    '  \  uu?^^  ^°°^^  ^^  ""*^^  ^^^'^  P«tty  ninny 
bke  you  babbles  the  truth.    And  that  is  why  we  care  for 

tho^  immortals  in  romance,  those  fortunate  loven,  who, 

m Jr.  f.'  ^''•^''^'"  *°^  «^^^  ^^^'^  °^  l°^e;  those 
magic  shapes  m  verse  and  tale  whose  hearts  are  satisfied 
when  the  mad  author  of  their  being  inks  his  last  period 
and  goes  to  dinner."  ^ 
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Sylvia  laughed  awhile,  then,  chin  on  wrist,  sat  mm- 
ing  tJiere,  muffled  in  her  furs. 

"As  for  love,  I  think  I  should  be  moderate  in  the 

r    r/L'"  t"-  *^''''"«-     ^  ^•*"^-*"  fl'^^'^^r  routine- 
would  be  sufficient  for  me  I  fancy." 

"  You  know  so  much  about  it,"  observed  Mrs.  FerraU 
Tonically. 

"  I  am  permitted  to  speculate,  am  I  !iot  ?  " 
dear  "^'^"'''''*     ^"'^  speculate  in  sound  investments, 

T    u  ?°T  "^^  ^°"  ""^^'^  *  '°""^  investment  in  love? 
wnt  It  always  sheerest  speculation .»  " 

"  Yes,  that  is  why  simple  matrimony  is  usually  a 
safer  speculation  than  love." 

"  Yes,  but— love  isn't  matrimony." 
"Match  that  with  its  complementary  platitude  and 
you  have  the  essence  of  modem  fiction,"  observed  Mrs. 
Ferrall         Love  is  a  subject  talked  to  death,  which  ex- 
plains the  present  shortage  in  the  market  I  suppose. 
You  re  not  m  love  and  you  don't  miss  it.     Why  culti- 
vate an  artificial  taste  for  it?     If  it  ever  comes  natu- 
rally, you  II  be  astonished  at  your  capacity  for  it,  and 
the  constant  deterioration  in  quantity  and  quality  of 
the  visible  supply.     Goodness!  my  epigrams  make  me 
yawn— or  is  it  age  and  the  ill  humour  of  the  aged  when 
the  porridge  spiUs  over  on  the  family  cat.?  " 

« I  am  the  cat,  I  suppose,"  asked  Sylvia,  laughing. 

ies  you  are— and  you  go  tearing  away,  back  up, 

fur  on  end,  leaving  me  by  the  fire  with  no  porridge  and 

only   the   aroma  of  the  singeing  fur   to   comfort  me. 

.  .  .  btiU  there's  one  thing  to  comfort  me." 

"What?" 

**  Kitty-cats  come  back,  dear." 
''  Oh,  I  suppose  so.  .  .  .  Do  you  believe  I  could  m- 
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duce  him  to  wcr  hi,  hair  any  way  cxccpT;;;;;;;;;^;;;;; 

there  anything  he  could  take  for  it  ?  " 

.  .an^fo.  .,  u,..    He  „i«Ht  JuVaf ^1:1;^  ^ 

rih  IT'    •.  ?  '  "  '""*'™'  of  "'-it  «  "imply  hor- 

nWe  to  .t  here  and  .a^  s„ch  thing,.    I  .,„  eowibfoZl 

Umpfbi:il^r""""""  ^--gl'.  n-n,  covetous,  eon 

,l,J°"*'"'u  '?''•'  ^"^  J""""  "-iWlj-.  "you  are  not 
choosjng  a  husband:  you  are  choosing  a  carce"    T^ 

to  eT  t"  l"r'"''"''  ""■«'"  "^  '»''  ^-te;  t"!  aW^ 
to  extract  what  amusement  ^ou  can  out  of  Howard  L 
«  direct  mercy  from  Heaven      r»l,„,  •  """""ra  " 

yo.j  know."  Otherwise  you'd  go  mad, 

"  ^"J-  f!"  ^?"  "'''■  ™  *<>  ""'--y  him?  •• 

What  IS  the  alternative,  dear'  " 

**  AH  I  can  see." 

"Not  Stephen  Siward?" 

•gain   let   him   do   that   sort   of   thine  B..!) 

h.s  curiosity  is  quenched;  I  am  the  sort  C  '  ^' 

Now  he's   found  out  he  •wi.rbe'!;ie r".'    7s"^. 

1  wouldn  t.     Besides,  the  major  has  said  nasty  thinm 
.bout  h™  when  Howard  was  present;  nothing^fi^ 
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only  hints,  smiling  silences,  innuendoes  on  Uie  verire 
of  matters  rather  unfit;  and  I  had  nothing  definite  to 
refute.  I  could  not  even  appear  to  understand  or  no- 
tice-.t  was  all  done  in  such  a  horridly  vague  way. 
But  ,t  only  made  n.e  like  hmi;  and  no  doubt  that  actress 
he  took  to  the  Patroons  is  better  company  than  he  finds 
IB  nine  places  out  of  ten  among  his  own  sort." 

"  Oh,"  said  CJnicc  Fcrrall  slowly,  «  if  that  is  the 
way  jH>u  feel,  I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  play  with 
Mr.  Siward  whenever  you  like." 

"Nor  I.  I've  been  a  perfect  fool  not  to.  .  .  .  How- 
ard hates  him." 

"  How  do  you  know.'  " 

"  What  a  question !  A  woman  knows  such  things. 
Ihen,  you  remember  that  caricature— so  dreadfully  like 
Howard.?  Howard  has  no  sense  of  humour;  he  detests 
such  things.  It  was  the  most  dreadful  thing  that  Mr. 
feiward  could  have  done  to  him." 

"Meddled  again!"  groaned  Grace.  "Doesn't 
Howard  know  that  /  did  that.'  " 

"  Yes,  but  nothing  I  can  say  alters  his  conviction 
that  the  likeness  was  intended.  You  know  it  was  a 
hkehess!  And  if  Mr.  Slward  had  not  told  me  that  it 
was  not  intended,  I  should  never  have  believed  it  to  be 
an  accident." 

After  a  prolonged  silence  Sylvia  said,  overcare- 
lessly:  "I  don't  quite  understand  Howard.  With  me 
anger  lasts  but  a  moment,  and  then  I'm  open  to  overtures 
for  peace  ...  I  think  Howard's  anger  lasts." 

"  It  does,"  said  Grace.  "  He  was  a  muff  as  a  boy 
--a  prig  with  a  prig's  memory  under  all  his  shallow, 
showy  surface.  I'm  frank  with  you ;  I  never  could  take 
my  cousin  either  ro'^pectfully  or  seriously,  but  I've 
known  him  to  take  hi.  own  anger  so  seriously  that  yearn 
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think  h  m  capable  of  ,...««  u  '  •  •  ^ot  tlwt  I 
".ore  pcr«,„.rdi  like  HolZl  "  "*"'"  ,'°  ""'"'^  » 
then,.    But-.he  .cIpofrrWo''"'  """'"""•  '""'■  "' 

.iect'ric  IT^-tl^^Sv^i™"'  '■  '"'r*"*  -  ''-'<''"« 
••  /  J     I!  .  oylvia  cunously. 

^^  /  don  t  know,  child.     Why?  »» 
"  Nothing.     I  wondered." 
"Why?" 

"  Mr.  Mortimer  said  so  " 

That,  dear,  «  one  of  those  skilfully  d^vL^^T 
of  an  art  Stic  plot-  anrf  n\„t.  —•  i       o^yeioped  portions 
do  villains-  .nil'    j    '^  "'  °"'y  '"  ">ra«nce.    So 

tL  ^  H™  f  •"'l:'  "^  '^'»"'»  ™'t  ""«•  Besides 
that^f  Howard  „  ,„  that  thing,  no  doubt  Ken,p  andl 
^^  too.     So  jour  ..ce  young  „an  i,  i„  very  safe  cot! 

tteXurdfrrrVoTH^'-^^"^- 
ppi.ro  II    ■  A  -^  1  ^^  °'  ^*"ch  amused  Grace 

8  ■».     oyjvia,  too,  had  grown  serious  in  her  prroc 
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cuptttion;  and  the  partie-^-diujc  teminalJTfeTmin- 
ute.  later  ,n  a  duct  of  silence  over  the  tea-cups  in  the 
gun-room.  '^ 

The  weather  hud  turned  warm  and  misty;  one  of 
those  sudden  seu-coast  changes  had  greyed  the  blue  in 
the  sky,  spreading  a  fine  haze  over  land  and  water, 
effacing  the  cr.sp  sparkle  of  the  «•*,  dulling  the  wester- 
ing  sun. 

shoulder,  noticed  that  a  fine  misty  drizzle  had  clouded 
the  casements.    That  n,eant  that  her  usual  evening  stroll 

^J'V  I  T\  ^r'"'^'  ^^^°'^  ^""-'"S  f-  dinner, 
was  off.  And  she  drew  a  little  breath  of  unconscious 
relief  as  Manon  Page  walked  in,  her  light  woollen  shoot- 
mg-jacket,  her  hat,  .shoes,  and  the  barrels  of  th-  fowl 
mg-p,oce  tucked  under  her  left  arm-pit,  all  gli„„„orinK 
frostily  with  powdered  rain  drops. 

She  said  something  to  Grace  Ferrall  about  the  mist 
promising  good  point-shooting  in  the  morning,  took  the 
order  book  from  a  servant,  jotted  down  her  request  to 
be  called  an  hour  before  sunrise,  filled  in  the  gun-room 
records  with  her  score-the  species  and  number  bagged, 
and  the  number  of  shells  used-and  accepting  the  tea 
offered,  drew  out  a  tiny  cigarette-case  of  sweet-buy  wood 
heavily  crusted  with  rose-gold. 

"  With  whom  were  you  shooting?  »  asked  Grace,  as 
Marion  dropped  one  well-shaped  leg  over  the  other  and 
wreathed  her  delicately  tunned  features  in  smoke. 

Stephen  Siward  and  Blinky.  They're  at  it  yet, 
but  I  had  some  letters  to  write."  She  glanced  leisurely 
at  Sylvia  and  touched  the  ash-tray  with  the  whitening 
end  of  her  cigarette.  «  That  dog  you  let  Mr.  Siward 
have  18  a  good  one.  Pm  taking  him  to  Jersey  next  week 
for  the  cock-shooting." 
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Sylvia  returned  her  calm  gaze  blankly 

worl'"'^'''"^  ?"•""*  l"'"*™  "'  ««I«»  for  close 
work,  observed  Marion  indifferently;  and  she  loaned 
Wk^watch.ng  the  blue  .moke  curhn^  upward  Wh^r 

iU.  ^^'"i."^-*.™''  ■""  *"'■  ^"""'"t  «y«  on  fire  under 
he  fanged  bds,  was  thinking  of  the  cheque  s"ward 

ier    fTb'"  \^t^'^'>^-      The  t^nluo!:?^ 

She  h»d  '   *""""''   ™'   ™   "-«   ^-rf^e   only. 

She  had  never  meant  to  use  the  cheque.  She  had  laid 
.t  away  among  a  few  letters,  relics/pleasant  so^eni„ 
of  the  summer.  To  he>  the  affair  had  been  softened  by 
a  delicate  hmt  of  intin,acy,-the  delight  he  was  to  take 

fainr.:ftrA"  'r"  °""  '^''  •""  ^^ «-« •, ' « 

man.    And  tt»  is  what  he  had  done  I 

was  low  ™H-''  ""S?  *1!:"'  *°  ^"8'  *'™'"8''  »'"■''■  "in 

to  the  sombre  repose  brooding  above  (he  tea-table 

rette..      Eileen   presented   her  pretty   shoulder,    Re„a 
nearly  yawned  at  them,  but,  nothing  dampened,  they 

Gr™e  Fc™ll    ' .       T.*?  ™«™«'^  '»  ™'k.  ""d  to 
Then  Alderdene  came  in,  blinking  a  greeting  through 
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,. ",  r^^^"^'  sloppy,  baggy,  heavy  shoes  wheez- 
ing, hngered  in  the  vicinity  long  enough  to  swallow  his 
peg  and  acquire  a  disdainful  opinion  of  his  shooting 
from  Manon,  and  then  took  himself  off,  leaving  the  room 
noisy  wi  h  his  laugh,  which  resembled  the  rattle  of  a 
startled  kingfisher. 

In  ones  and  twos  the  guests  reported  as  the  dusk- 
curtained  fog  closed  in  on  Shotover.  Quarrier  came, 
dry  as  a  chip  under  his  rain-coat,  but  his  silky  beard  was 
wet  with  ram,  and  moisture  powdered  his  long,  soft 
eyelashes  and  white  skin ;  and  his  flexible,  pointed  fingers, 
as  he  drew  off  his  gloves,  seemed  startling  in  their  white- 
ness through  the  gathering  gloom. 

"  I  suppose  our  evening  walk  is  out  of  the  question." 
he  said,  standing  by  Sylvia,  who  had  nodded  a  greet- 
ing and  then  turned  her  head  rather  hastily  to  see  who 
had  entered  the  room.  It  was  Siward,  only  a  vague 
shape  in  the  gloom,  but  perfectly  recognisable  to  her. 
At  the  same  moment  Marion  Page  rose  leisurely  and 
strolled  toward  the  billiard-room. 

«  Our  walk?  »  repeated  Sylvia  absently—"  it's  rain- 

'"llii"'!  ^T'\    ^'*  °"^^  *  ^y  °'-  *^°  «g°  '^^  had 

— ^"f  i°..  "''^  ^^*^  ^^^*"^  **^^°"gh  th^  rain,  the 
irritated  Major  feeling  obliged  to  go  with  them.     Her 

eyes  followed  Siward's  figure,  suddenly  dark  against  the 
door  of  the  hghted  billiard-room,  then  brilliantly  illu- 
minated, as  he  entered,  nodded  acceptance  to  Mortimer's 
invitation,  and  picked  up  the  cue  just  laid  aside  by 

TfA*    !'"?'[  ""^^  ^^^  *"™"^  *<»  «P«*fc  to  Marion. 
Then  Mortimer's  bulk  loomed  nearer;  voices  became  g^y 

and  animated  in  the  billiard-room.     Siward's  handsome 

face  was  bent  toward  Agatha  Caithness  in  gay  chal- 

enge;  Mortimer's  heavy  laugh  broke  out;  there  came 

the  rattle  of  pool-balls,  and  the  dull  sound  of  cue-butts 
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striking  the  floor;  then,  crack!  and  the  game  began, 
with  Marion  Page  and  Siward  fighting  Mortimer  and 
Miss  Caithness  for  something  or  other. 

Quarrier  had  been  speaking  for  some  time  before 
S.yv.a  became  aware  of  it-something  about  a  brisk 
^alk  m  the  morning  somewhere;  and  she  nodded  im- 
patiently, watching  Marion's  supple  waist-line  as  she 
bent  far  over  the  illuminated  table  for  a  complicated 
shot  at  the  enemy. 

His  fiancee's  inattention  was  not  agreeable  to  Quar- 

"^•V  ^.  .  *^'"^  ^'^^  happened  since  his  arrival 
which  had  not  been  agreeable  to  him:  her  failure  to  meet 
him  at  the  Fells  Crossing,  and  the  reason  for  her  fail- 
ure; and  her  informal  acquaintance  with  Siward,  whose 
presence  at  Shotover  he  had  not  looked  for,  and  her 
sudden  intimacy  with  the  man  he  had  nev.r  particularly 
hked  and  whom  within  six  months  he  had  come  to  detest 
and  to  avoid. 

These  things-the  outrageous  liberty  Siward  had 
permitted  himself  in  caricaturing  him,  the  mortifyini? 
capnce  of  Sylvia  for  Siward  on  the  day  of  the  Shot 
over  cup-drive-had  left  indelible  impressions  in  a  cold 
and  rather  heavy  mind,  slow  to  waste  efl^ort  in  the  in- 
dulgence of  any  vital  emotion. 

In  a  few  years  indifference  to  Siward  had  changed  to 
passive  disapproval;  that,  again,  to  an  emotionless  dis- 
like; and  when  the  scandal  at  the  Patroons  Club  oc- 
curred, for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  understood  what 
It  was  to  fear  the  man  he  disliked.     For  if  Siward 
had  committed  the  insane  imprudence  which  had  cost 
him  his  title  to  membership,  he  had  also  done  something, 
knowingly  or  otherwise,  which  awoke  in  Quarrier  a  cold, 
slow  fear;  and  that  fear  was  dormant,  but  present,  now, 
and  it,  for  the  time  being,  dictated  his  attitude  and  bear- 
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^uarrier 


ing  toward 

of  using  viciously  a  know] 

that  he  must  po.  sess. 

Siw.?/  K^^L'''^°"'  ^'''"  ''  ""'^^  "°*  P°««'ble  to  avoid 
Siward,  has  beanng  toward  him  was  carefully  civil;  for 
that  reason  he  dampened  Major  Belwether's  eager- 
nes     to  tell  everybody  all   he  knew  about  the   shami 

covered        '  "'°"  ^'^"*^*^'  *''^  ^^^^  '-^  -^  dis" 

Silence  was  always  desirable  to  Quarrier;  silence 
concermng  a  1  matters  was  a  trait  inborn  ani  c  nge! 
mally  cultivated  to  a  habit  by  him  in  every  affair  of  iffe 
-m  business,  m  leisure  in  the  methodical  pursuits  of 
such  pleasures  as  a  limited  intellect  permitt^ed  h"m    in 

sri^tbir^^-  "'^"^-'  -  -^"^  ^"-^-  -^ 

he  h^H  ^''*'"'*^  •^^''^^■''  ''"*  "^^^'-  ^"^'^t^d  confidences; 
he  had  no  opmion  to  express  when  invited.  And  he 
became  very,  very  rich. 

And  over  it  all  spread  a  thin  membrane  of  vanity 
nervous,  not  intellectual,  sensitiveness;  for  all  sense  o"? 

a  physical  effort,  was  automatically  and  methodically 

sId  "Zod  ^^^^'"„«-^  --•  He  smiled  when  he 
sa  d  Good  morning,"  when  declining  or  accepting  in- 
vitations,  when  taking  his  leave,  when  meetingLybody 
of  any  financial  importance,  and  when  everyb^y  except 

^Z:^  *°  ^"^'  P'"'^"*'  manifestation  he  con- 

sidered  a  generous  one.    And  perhaps  it  was. 

had'^darlf  "^'^  ~in-quall,  noisy  against  the  casements, 
had  darkened  th.  room;  then  the  electric  lights  broke 
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out  with  a  mild  candle-like  lustre,  and  Quarrier,  stand- 
ing beside  Sylvia's  chair,  discovered  it  to  be  empty. 
It  was  not  until  he  had  dressed  for  dinner  that  he 

saw  her  again,  seated  on  the  stairs  with  Clarion  Page 

a  new  appearance  of  intimacy  for  both  women,  who 
heretofore  had  found  nothing  except  a  passing  civihty 
in  common. 

Marion  was  discussing  dog-breeding  with  that  cool, 
crude,  direct  insouciance  so  unpleasant  to  some  men. 
Sylvia  was  attentive,  curious,  and  instinctively  shrink- 
ing by  turns,  secretly  dismayed  at  the  overplainness  of 
terms  employed  in  kennel  lore  by  the  girl  at  her  side. 

The  conversation  veered  toward  the  Sagamore  pup. 
Marion  explained  that  Siward  was  too  busy  to  do  any 
Southern  shooting,  which  was  why  he  was  glad  to  have 
her  polish  Sagamore  on  Jersey  woodcock. 

"  I  thought  it  was  not  good  for  a  dog  to  be  used  by 
anybody  except  his  master,"  said  Sylvia  carelessly. 

"Only  second-raters  suffer.  Besides,  I  have  shot 
enough,  now,  with  Mr.  Siward  to  use  his  dog  as  he 
does.'* 

"He  is  an  agreeable  shooting  companion,"  smiled 
Sylvia. 

"He  is  perfect,"  answered  Marion  coolly.  "The 
only  test  for  a  thoroughbred  is  the  field.    He  rings  true." 

They  exchanged  carefully  impersonal  views  on  Si- 
ward's  good  qualities  for  a  moment  or  two ;  then  Marion 
said  bluntly:  "Do  you  know  anything  in  particular 
about  that  Patroons  Club  affair.?  " 

"  No,"  said  Sylvia,  "  nothing  in  particular." 

"  Neither  do  I ;  and  I  don't  care  to ;  I  mean,  that  I 
don't  care  what  he  did ;  and  I  wish  that  gossiping  old 
Major  would  stop  trying  to  hint  it  to  me." 
**  My  uncle !  " 
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,-n  /^'LT?  ^°'",^  *°  ^^^  *^^*  '^^  ^««  not  at  all  versed 
m  doubtful  worldly  wisdom,  but  decided  not  to    Is^ 
-ght  seem  to  imply  disapproval  of  Marion's  learnTn^ 
So  she  went  on:   "Besides   ah„n..      ■  »"'»rning. 

with  Mr.  Siward?  "  ."nuendoes  to  do 

Th  "m  'l''"''.''"™  "■'"'"'er  I  care  to  understand  then, 
.^'t^^-'" 'T^"  "T'  "-^  -™n-the  one  who  Sg^Z 
i    '^™"i;»-  delusively  Mr.  Siward's  '  property  •  " 
Exclus.vely.»  "  repeated  Sylvia  curiously.  ^.  She's 
a  public  actress,  isn't  she.' " 

"  If  you  call  the  -  inoeuvres  of  a  newlv  <t^^,r^ 
chorus  ^rl  acting,  yes,  ,.,e  is.  But  I  don"  iL'iev  Sf 
S,«ard  figures  ,„  «„,  unfashionable  role.  Why  «tre 
are  too  niany  women  of  his  own  sort  ready  for  mischief" 

X'Tot-rth:  xr-  %r;  '■""  t,  -  ^-^^^ 

suit  Leroy  MortLt but  it  d«    't^M     slwa^: 

r/Xtrior^t'-'-----^^^^^^^^^ 
.fft^T\otr.7i:„ttt'iiri^r 

and  she  sat  silent  for  minutes  at  ,.  fJm         1       •  ' 

imiiuces  at  a  time,  returning  to 
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actualities  with  a  long,  curious  side-glance  across  at  Si- 
ward,  and  an  uncomprehending  smile  of  assent  for  what- 
ever Quarrier  or  Major  Belwether  had  been  saying  to 
her. 

Cards  she  managed  to  avoid  after  dinner,  and  stood 
by  Quarrier*s  chair  for  half  an  hour,  absently  watching 
the  relentless  method  and  steady  adherence  to  rule  which 
characterised  his  Bridge-playing,  the  eager,  unslaked 
brutality  of  Mortimer,  the  set,  selfish  face  of  his  pretty 
wife,  the  chilled  intensity  of  Miss  Caithness. 

And  Grace  Ferrall's  phrase  recurred  to  her,  "  No- 
body ever  has  enough  money !  "—not  even  these  people, 
whose  only  worry  was  to  find  investment  for  the  surplus 
they  were  unable  to  spend.  Something  of  the  meanness 
of  it  all  penetrated  her.  Were  these  the  real  visages  of 
these  people,  whose  faces  otherwise  seemed  so  smooth  and 
human?  Was  Leila  Mortimer  aware  of  the  shrillness 
of  her  voice?  Did  Agatha  Caithness  realise  how  pinched 
her  mouth  and  nose  had  grown?  Did  even  Leroy  Morti- 
mer dream  how  swollen  the  pouches  under  his  eyes  were : 
how  red  and  puffy  his  hands,  shuffling  a  new  pack ;  how 
pendulous  and  dreadful  his  red  under-lip  when  absorb- 
edly  making  up  his  cards? 

Instinctively  she  moved  a  step  forward  for  a  glimpse 
of  Quarrier's  face.  The  face  appeared  to  be  a  study 
in  blankness.  His  natural  visage  was  emotionless  and 
inexpressive  enough,  but  this  face,  from  which  every 
vestige  of  colour  had  fled,  fascinated  her  with  its  dead 
whiteness;  and  the  hair  brushed  high,  the  long,  black 
lashes,  the  silky  beard,  struck  her  as  absolutely  gnastly, 
us  though  they  had  been  glued  to  a  face  of  wax. 

She  turned  on  her  heel,  restless,  depressed,  inclined 
for  companionship.  The  Page  boys  had  tempted  Rena 
and  Eileen  to  the  billiard-room;  Voucher,  Alderdene, 

134 


$i 


ixmrn'  "tmm/n.v: : 


■:£  iW .— tii»=.  %<  '•&J:  ii»jiaL.r  •T'smam^  v^ssim 


A    WINNING  LOSER 


and  Major  Belwether  were  huddled  over  a  table,  im- 
mersed in  Preference;  Katharyn  Tassel  and  GraceFer- 
rall  sat  together  looking  over  the  announcements  of  Syl- 
via's engagement  in  a  batch  of  New  York  papers  just 
arrived ;  Ferrall  was  writing  at  a  desk,  and  Siward  and 
Marion  were  occupied  in  the  former's  sketch  for  an  ideal 
sliooting  vehicle,  to  be  built  on  the  huckboard  principle, 
V.  ith  a  clever  arrangement  for  dogs,  guns,  ammunition, 
and  provisions.    Siward's  profile,  as  it  bent  in  the  lamp- 
light over  the  paper,  was  very  engaging.     The  boyish 
note  predominated  as  he  talked  while  he  drew,  his  eyes 
now  smiling,  now  seriously  intent  on  the  sketch  which 
was  developing  so  swiftly  under  his  facile  pencil. 

Marion's  clean-cut  blond  head  was  close  to  his,  her 
supple  body  twisted  in  her  seat,  one  bare  arm  hanging 
over  the  back  of  the  chair.  Something  in  her  attitude 
seemed  to  exclude  intrusion;  her  voice,  too,  was  hushed 
m  comment,  though  his  was  pitched  in  his  naturally 
agreeable  key. 

Sylvia  had  taken  a  hesitating  step  toward  them, 
but  halted,  turning  irresolutely ;  and  suddenly  over  her 
crept  a  sensation  of  isolation— something  of  that  feel- 
ing which  had  roused  her  at  midnight  from  her  bed  and 
driven  her  to  Grace  Ferrall  for  a  refuge  from  she  knew 
not  what. 

The  rustle  of  her  silken  dinner  gown  was  scarcely 
perceptible  as  she  turned.  Siward,  moving  his  head 
sl'ghtly,  glanced  up,  then  brought  his  sketch  to  a  bril- 
liant finish. 

"  Don't  you  think  something  of  this  sort  is  practi- 
cable? "  he  asked  pleasantly,  including  Mrs.  Ferrall  and 
Katharyn  Tassel  in  a  general  appeal  which  brought 
them  into  the  circle  of  two.  Grace  Ferrall  leaned  for- 
ward, looking  over  Marion's  shoulder,  and  Siward  rose 
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and  stepped  back,  with  a  quick  glance  into  the  hall— 
m  time  to  catch  a  glimmer  of  pale  blue  and  lace  on  the 
stairs. 

"I  suppose  my  cigarettes  are  in  my  room  as  usual," 
he  said  aloud  to  himself,  wheeling  so  that  he  could  not 
have   time  to    see   Marion's    offer   of  her   little   gold- 
encrusted  case,  or  notice  her  quickly  raised  eyes,  bright 
with  suspicion  and  vexation.    For  she,  too,  had  observed 
Sylvia's  distant  entrance,  had  been  perfectly  aware  of 
.  ward's  cognisance  of  Sylvia's  retreat;  and  when  Si- 
ward  went  on  sketching  she  had  been  content.     Now 
she  could  not  tell  whether  he  had  deliberately  and  skill- 
fully taken  his  conge  to  follow  Sylvia,  or  whether,  in 
his  quest  for  his  cigarettes,  chance  might  meddle,  as 
usual.     Even  if  he  returned,  she  could  not  know  with 
certainty  how  much  of  a  part  hazard  had  played  on  the 
landing  above,   where   she   already    heard    the   distant 
sounds  of  Sylvia's  voice  mingling  with  Siward's,  then 
a  light  tootfall  or  two,  and  silence. 
• 
He  had  greeted  her  in   his  usual  careless,  happy 
fashion,  just  as  she  had  reached  her  chamber  door;  and 
she  turned  at   the  sound  of  his   voice,   confused,  un- 
smiling, a  little  pale. 

"Is  it  headache,  or  are  you  too  in  quest  of 
cigarettes.?"  he  asked,  as  he  stopped  in  passing  her 
where  she  stood,  one  slender  hand  on  the  knob  of  her 
door. 

"/  don't  smoke,  you  know,"  she  said,  looking  up 

at  him  with  a  cool  little  laugh.     "  It  isn't  headache 

either.     I  was— boring  myself,  Mr.  Siward." 

"  Is  there  any  virtue  in  me  as  a  remedy.?  " 

"Oh,   I  have  no  doubt  you  have  lots  of  virtues. 

.  .  .  Perhaps  you  might  do  as  a  temporary  remedy 
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—first  aid  to  the  injured."     She  laughed  again,  uncer- 
tainly.   «  But  you  are  on  a  quest  for  cigarettes." 
"And  you."" 

"A  rendezvous— with  the  Sand-Man.  .  .  .  Good 
night." 

"  Good  night  ...  if  you  must  say  it." 
"It's  polite  to  say  something  .  .  .  isn't  it?" 
"  It  would  be  polite  to  say,  *  With  pleasure,  Mr.  Si- 
ward  ! ' " 

"  But  you  haven't  invited  me  to  do  anything— not 
even  to  accept  a  cigarette.  Besides,  you  didn't  expect 
to  meet  me  up  here?  " 

The  trailing  accent  made  it  near  enough  a  question 
for  him  to  say,  «  Yes,  I  did." 

"  How  could  you  ?  " 

"  I  saw  you  leave  the  room." 

"  You  were  sketching  for  Marion  Page.  Do  you 
wish  me  to  believe  that  you  noticed  me  and " 

"—And  followed  you?    Yes,  I  did  follow  you." 

She  looked  at  him,  then  past  him  toward  a  comer 
of  the  wide  hall  where  a  maid  in  cap  and  apron  sat 
pretending  to  be  sewing.  "Careful!"  she  motioned 
with  smiling  lips,  "  servants  gossip.  .  .  .  Good  night, 
again." 

"  Won't  you " 

"Oh,  dear!  you  mustn't  speak  so  loud,"  she  mo- 
tioned, with  her  fresh,  sweet  lips  curving  on  the  edge 
of  that  adorable  smile  once  more. 

"  Couldn't  we  have  a  moment- 


>» 


«« No " 

"  One  minute- 


»» 


"  Hush !  I  must  open  my  door  " — lingering.  "  I 
might  come  out  again,  if  you  have  anything  particularly 
important  to  communicate  to  me." 
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"I  have.     There's  a  big  bay-window  at  the  end  of 
the  other  corridor.    Will  you  come?  " 
^^     But  she  opened  her  door,  with  a  light  laugh,  saying 
good  night  "  again,  and  closed  it  noiselessly  l)ehind 
her. 

He  walked  on,  turning  into  his  corridor,  but  kept 
straight  ahead,  passing  his  own  door,  on  to  the  window 
at  the  end  of  the  hall,  then  north  along  a  wide  passage- 
way which  terminated  in  a  bay-window  overlooking  the 
roof  of  the  indoor  swimming  tank. 

Rain  rattled  heavily  against  tlu"  panes  and  on  the 
lighted  roof  of  opalescent  glass  below,  through  which 
he  could  make  out  the  shadowy  fronds  of  palms. 

It  appeared  that  he  had  cigarettes  enough,  for  he 
hghted  one  presently,  and.  leaving  his  chair,  curled  up 
in  the  cushioned  and  pillowed  window-seat,  gathering 
his  knees  together  under  his  arm. 

The  cigarette  he  had  lighted  went  out.  He  had  bit- 
ten into  it  and  twisted  it  so  roughly  that  it  presently 
crumbled;  and  he  threw  the  rags  of  it  into  a  metal  bowl, 
locking  his  jaws  in  silence.  For  the  night  threatened  to 
be  a  bad  one  for  him.  A  heavy  fragrance  from  his 
neighbour's  wine-glass  at  dinner  had  stirred  up  what 
had  for  a  time  lain  dormant;  and,  by  accident,  some- 
thmg^some  sweetmeat  he  had  tasted— was  saturated  in 
brandy. 

Now,  his  restlessness  at  the  prospect  of  a  blank  night 
had  quickened  to  uneasiness,  with  a  hint  of  fever  tinting 
his  skin,  but,  as  yet,  the  dull  ache  in  his  body  was  scarcely 
more  than  a  premonition. 

He  had  his  own  devices  for  tiding  him  over  such 
periods— reading,  tobacco,  and  the  long,  blind,  dogged 
tramps  he  took  in  town.  But  here,  to-night,  in  the  ram, 
one  stood  every  chance  of  walking  off  the  cliffs;  and  he 
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wtu  sick  of  reading  himself  sightless  over  the  sort  of 
books  sent  wholesale  to  Shotover ;  and  he  was  already  too 
ill  at  ease,  physically,  to  make  smoking  endurable. 

Were  it  not  for  a  half-defiant,  half-sullen  dread  of 
the  coming  night,  he  might  have  put  it  from  his  mind 
in  spite  of  the  slowly  increasing  nervous  tension  and  the 
steady  dull  consciousness  of  desire.  He  drew  another 
Sirdar  from  his  case  and  sat  staring  at  the  rain-smeared 
night,  twisting  the  frail  fragrant  cigarette  to  bits  be- 
tween his  fingers. 

After  a  while  he  began  to  walk  monotonously  to  and 
fro  the  length  of  the  corridor,  like  a  man  timing  his  steps 
to  the  heavy  ache  of  body  or  mind.  Once  he  went  as  far 
as  liis  own  door,  entered,  and  stepping  to  the  wash-basin, 
let  the  icy  water  run  over  hands  and  wrists.  This  some- 
times helped  to  stimulate  and  soothe  him ;  it  did  now,  for 
a  while — long  enough  to  change  the  current  of  his 
thoughts  to  the  girl  he  had  hoped  might  have  the  im- 
prudence to  return  for  a  tryst,  innocent  enough  in  itself, 
yet  unconventional  and  unreasonable  enough  to  prove 
attractive  to  them  both. 

Probably  she  wouldn't  come;  she  had  kept  her  fluffy 
skirts  clear  of  him  since  Cup  Day — which  simply  cor- 
roborated his  vague  estimate  of  her.  Had  she  done  the 
contrary,  his  estimate  would  have  been  the  same ;  for,  un- 
consciously but  naturally,  he  had  prejudged  her.  A 
gir!  who  could  capture  Quarrier  at  full  noontide,  and  in 
the  face  of  all  Manhattan,  was  a  girl  equipped  for  any- 
thing she  dared — though  she  was  probably  too  clever  to 
dare  too  much ;  a  girl  to  be  interested  in,  to  amuse  and  be 
amused  by ;  a  girl  to  be  reckoned  with.  His  restlessness 
and  his  fever  subdued  by  the  icy  water,  he  stood  drying 
his  hands,  thinking,  coolly,  how  close  he  had  come  to  being 
seriously  in  love  with  this  young  girl,  whose  attitude  was 
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•Iway.  a  curious  temptation,  whose  smile  was  a  charming 
provocation,  whose  youth  and  beauty  were  to  him  a  per- 
petual challenge.     He  admitted  to  himself,  calmly,  that 
he  had  never  seen  a  woman  he  cared  as  much  for;  that 
for  the  brief  moment  of  his  declaration  he  had  known 
an  utterly  new  emotion,  which  inevitably  must  have  be- 
come the  love  he  had  so  quietly  declared  it  to  be      He 
had  never  before  felt  as  he  felt  then,  cared  as  he  cared 
then.     Anything  had  been  possible  for  him  at  that  time 
—any  degree  of  love,  any  devotion,  any  generous  renun- 
ciation.    Clear-sighted,  master  of  himself,  he  saw  love 
before  him,  and  knew  it  when  he  saw  it ;  recognised  it, 
was  ready  for  it,  offered  it,  emboldened  by  her  soft  hands 
so  eloquent  in  his. 

And  in  his  arms  he  ^  eld  it  for  an  instant,  he  thought, 
spite  of  the  sudden  inertia,  spite  of  the  according  of 
cold  hps  and  hands  still  colder,  relaxed,  inert;  held  it 
until  he  doubted.     That  was  all;  he  had  been  wise  to 
doubt  such  sudden  miracles  as  that.     She,  consummate 
and  charming,  had  soon  set  him  right.     And,  after  all, 
she  liked  him ;  and  she  had  been  sure  enough  of  herself  to 
permit  the  impulse  of  a  moment  to  carry  her  with  him— 
a  little  way,  a  very  little  way— merely  to  the  formal 
symbol  of  a  passion  the  germ  of  which  she  recognised  in 
him. 

Then  she  had  become  intelligent  again,  with  a  little 
laughter,  a  little  malice,  a  becoming  tint  of  hesitation 
and  confusion;  aU  the  sense,  all  the  arts,  all  the  friendly 
sweetness  of  a  woman  thorough  in  training,  schooled  in 
self-possession,  clear  enough  to  be  audacious  and  per- 
veree  without  danger  to  herself,  to  the  man,  or  to  the 
mam  chance. 

Standing  there  alone  in  his  lighted  room,  he  wonderP.l 
whether,  had  her  trained  and  inbred  policy  been  less 
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precise,  Ictis  worldly,  she  might  have  rospoiulwl  to  such 
a  man  ns  he.  Perfectly  rnnscious  that  lie  had  l)ccn 
capable  of  loving  her;  .=  too,  that  his  experience 

had  left  him  on  that  bordmand  only  thron^Mi  his  cool 
refusal  to  cross  it  and  face  a  hopeless  battle  already  lout, 
he  leisurely  and  mentally  took  the  measure  of  his  own 
state  of  mind,  and  found  all  well,  all  intact;  found  him- 
self still  master  of  his  affections,  and  probably  clear- 
minded  enough  to  remain  so  under  the  circumstances. 

To  such  a  man  as  he,  impulse  to  love,  capacity  to 
love,  did  not  mean  instant  capsizing  with  a  flop  into  sen- 
timental tempests,  where  swamped,  ardent  and  callow 
youth  raises  a  hysterically  selfish  clamour  for  reciprocity 
or  death.     His  nature  partly,  partly  his  character,  ac- 
counted for  this  balance;  and,  in  part,  a  rather  wide 
experience  with  women  of  various  degrees  counted  more. 
So,  by  instinct  and  experience,  normally  temperote, 
only  what  was   abnormal  and  inherited  might  work   a 
mischief  in  this  man.     His  listjcssncss,  his  easy  acquies- 
cence, were  but  consequent  upon  the  self-knowledge  of 
self-control.     But  mastery  of  the  master-vice  required 
something  different;  he  was  sick  of  a  sickness;  and  be- 
cause, in  this  sickness,  will,  mind,  and  body  are  tainted 
too,  reason  and  logic  lack  clarity;  and,  to  the  signals 
of  danger  his  reply  had  always  been  either  ovononfident 
or  weak — and  it  had  been  always  the  same  reply:  "  Not 
yet.     There  is  time."     And  now,  this  last  week,  it  had 
come  upon  him  that  the  time  was  now ;  the  skirmish  was 
already  on  ;  and  it  had  alarmed  him  suddenly  to  find  that 
the  skirmish  was  already  a  battle,  and  a  rough  one. 

As  he  stood  there  he  heard  voices  on  the  stairs. 
People  had  already  begun  to  retire,  because  late  cards 
and  point-shooting  a,  Jawn  do  not  agree.     And  a  pnjnf- 
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shooting  picnic  In  snugly  elaborate  blinds  was  popular 
with  women— or  was  supposed  to  be. 

He  could  distinguish  by  their  voices,  by  their  laugh- 
ter  and  step,  the  people  who  were  mounting  the  stainTay 
and  l.ngenng  for  gossip  or  passing  through  the  various 
corndors  to  court  the  sleep  denied  him ;  he  heard  Morti- 

BcLether  as  they  left  the  elevator;  and  the  patter  of  his 
thTZi'rs  ^^^''''  ^""^  ^'"  ^^y  "  «^  "'^^^  "  «» 

Little  by  little  the  tumult  died  away.     Quarrier's 
measured  step  came,  passed;  Marion  Page's  cool,  crisp 
voice  and  waUc    and  the  giggle  and  amble  of  the  twins, 
and  Rena  and  Edeen,-the  last  laggards,  with  Ferrall's 
bnsk   decisive  tones  and  stride  to  close  the  procession 
tiJVT"^  and  looked  grimly  at  his  bed,  then,  shut- 
ting off  the  hghts,  he  opened  his  door  and  went  out  into 
the  deserted  corridor,  where  the  elevator  shaft  was  dark 
and  only  the  dim  night-lights  burned  at  angles  in  the 
passage-ways.  * 

He  had  his  rain-coat  and  cap  with  him,  not  being 
certain  of  what  he  might  be  driven  to ;  but  for  the  present 
he  found  the  bay-wmdow  overlooking  the  swimming  tank 
sufficient  to  begin  the  vigil. 

Secure  from  intrusion,  as  there  were  no  bedrooms  on 
that  corndor,  he  tossed  coat  and  cap  into  the  window- 
seat,  walked  to  and  fro  for  a  while  listening  to  the  rain 
then  sat  down    his  well-shaped  head  between  his  hands. 
And  in  silence  he  faced  the  Enemy. 

How  long  he  had  sat  there  he  did  not  know.  Wlien 
he  raised  his  face,  all  gray  and  drawn  with  the  tension 
of  conflict,  his  eyes  were  not  very  clear,  nor  did  the  figure 
standing  there  in  the  dim  light  from  the  haU  mean  any- 
thing for  a  moment.  *^ 
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"Mr. 
whisper. 


Siward?"  in   an   uncertain 


voice,   almost 


He  stood  up  mechanically,  and  she  saw  his  face 
Are  you  ill?     What  is  it?" 

"  111?  No."  He  passed  his  hand  over  his  eyes  "  I 
fancy  I  was  close  to  the  edge  of  sleep."  Some  colour 
came  back  into  his  face;  he  stood  smihng  now,  the  sig- 
nificance of  her  presence  dawning  on  him. 

''Did  you  really  come?  "  he  asked.  «  This  isn't  a 
very  lovely  but  impalpable  astral  vision,  is  it?  " 

,.„"  ^*''.  I'"!""^'^  ^"'P™^^"^'  '■'"'*  't?"  '^'^  murmured, 
still  considering  the  rather  drawn  and  pallid  face  of  the 

sTw^ard '"'^  ^"''     "  ^  '^'"'  °"*  °^  P"""  curiosity,  Mr. 

She  glanced  about  her.  He  moved  a  big  bunch  of 
hothouse  roses  so  she  could  pass,  and  she  settled  down 
Iightl;  on  the  edge  of  the  window-seat.  When  he  had 
Piled  some  big  downy  cushions  behind  her  back,  she  made 
a  quick  gesture  of  invitation. 

"I  have  only  a  moment,"  she  said,  as  he  seated  him- 
^If  beside  her.  «  Part  of  my  curiosity  is  satisfied  in 
finding  you  here;  I  didn't  suppose  vou  so  faithful  " 

about  ?  "*"  ^  ^''''"'^  ^"'*''^"'*     ^^^""^  ""^"^ ""''  ^°"  ^""°"* 

"  You  said  you  had  sometlung  important " 

"-To  tell  you?  So  I  did.  That  was  bribery,  per- 
jury, false  pretences,  robbery  under  arms,  anything  vou 
wilJ !     I  only  wanted  you  to  come." 

"  That  is  a  shameful  confession !  "  she  said ;  but  her 
smde  was  gay  enough,  and  she  noiselessly  shook  out  her 

the  pilt'^  ^""^  ''**''*^  ^'''''^  "  *"^*^  "'""^  ^^P^3^  »'"""» 

"  Of  course,"  she  observed  absently,  "  you  are  dread- 
fully mortified  at  yourself." 
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Naturally, 


i\f'  ' 


le  admitted. 
The  patter  of  the  rain  attracted  her  attention;  she 
peered  out  through  tlic  blurred  casements  into  the  black- 

"^'!'  «  «r.^"'.P''''''"«  "P  ^'^  ^'^P  *"^  indicating  his  rain- 
coat, «  Why  ?"  she  asked. 

"  O^ — in  case  you  hadn't  come " 

"A  walk?     By  yourself?     A  night  like  this  on  the 
ciiffs !     You  are  not  perfectly  mad,  are  you?  " 
"  Not  perfectly." 

Her  face  grew  serious  and  beautiful. 
"  What  M  the  matter,  Mr.  Siward?  " 
"  Things." 

"  Do  you  care  to  be  more  explicit?  " 

«  T  "  ^^'^'"  ^^  **'^'  ^i*^  a  humourous  glance  at  her, 
I  haven't  seen  you  for  ages.     That's  not  wholesome 
tor  me,  you  know." 

"But  you  see  me  now ;  and  it  does  not  seem  to  benefit 
you. 

«  I  feel  much  better,"  he  insisted,  laughing;  and  her 
blue  eyes  grew  very  lovely  as  the  smile  broke  from  them 
m  uncertain  response. 

TLf   "c?**  ^T.  }!'^  "°*^'"«  ""^""y  important  to  tell  me, 
Mr.  Siward?  " 

"  Only  that  I  wanted  you." 

*0h!  .  .  .  I  said  important.** 

But  he  did  not  argue  the  question;  and  she  leaned 
torward,  broke  a  rose  from  its  stem,  then  sank  back  a  little 
way  among  the  cushions,  looking  at  him,  idly  inhaling 
the  hothouse  perfume. 

"Why  have  you  so  ostentatiously  avoided  me,  Mr. 
Siward?  "  she  asked  languidly. 

"Well,  upon  my  word!"  he  said,  with  a  touch  of 
irritation. 

Oh,  you  are  so  dreadfully  literal! "  she  dirugged, 
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brushing  her  straight,  sensitive  nose  with  the  pink  blos- 
som; "  I  only  said  it  to  give  you  a  chance.  ...  If  you 
are  going  to  be  stupid,  good  night !  "     But  she  made  no 

movement  to  go "  Yes,  then;  I  have  avoided  you. 

And  it  doesn't  become  you  to  ask  why." 

"  Because  I  kissed  you."  " 

"  You  hint  at  the  true  reason  so  chivalrously,  so  deli- 
cately, she  said,  «  that  I  scarcely  recognise  it  "  The 
cool  mockery  of  her  voice  and  the  warm,  quick  colour 
tmtmg  neck  and  face  were  incongruous.  He  thoun-lit 
with  slow  surprise  that  she  was  not  yet  letter-perfect"  in 
her  role  of  the  material  triumphant  over  the  spiritual. 
A  trifle  ashamed,  too,  he  sat  silent,  watching  the  silken 
petals  fall  one  by  one  as  she  slowly  detached  them  with 
delicate,  restless  lips. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  came,"  she  said  reflectively.  «  You 
don't  know  why  I  came,  do  you.?  Sheer  loneliness,  Mr. 
biward;  there  is  something  of  the  child  in  me  still,  you 
see.  I  am  not  yet  sufSciently  resourceful  to  take  it  out 
m  a  quietly  tearful  obligate;  I  never  learned  how  to 
produce  tears.  ...  So  I  came  to  you."  She  had 
stripped  the  petals  from  the  rose,  and  now,  tossing  the 
crushed  branch  from  her,  she  leaned  forward  and 
broke  from  its  stem  a  heavy,  perfumed  bud,  half  un- 
folded. 

"  It  seems  my  fate  to  pass  my  life  in  bidding  you 
good  night,"  she  said,  straightening  up  and  turning  to 
lum  with  the  careless  laughter  touching  mouth  and  eyes 
again.  Then,  resting  her  weight  on  one  hand,  her 
smooth,  white  shoulder  rounded  beside  her  cheek,  she 
looked  at  him  out  of  humourous  eyes: 

What  is  it  that  women  find  *so  attractive  in  you? 
The  man's  experienced  insouciance.?  The  boy's  uncon- 
scious cjiiicism?     The  mystery  of  your  self-sufficiency? 
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The  faulty  humanity  ,„  you  ?  The  youth  in  you  already 
showing  traces  of  wear  that  hint  of  future  scars?  What 
wiJI  you  be  at  thirty-five?     At   forty?  Al.  "  .h. 

.ulded  softly,  «  what  are  you  now?  For"!  don^t  knot 
and  you  cannot  tell  me  if  you  would.  ...  Out  of  these' 
]  ttle  windows  called  eyes  we  look  at  one  another,  and 
study  surfaces,  and  try  to  peep  into  neighboui-s'  windows. 
But  all  Ks  dark  behind  the  windows-always  dark,  in 
there  where  they  tell  us  souls  hide." 

She  laid  the  shell-pink  bud  against  her  cheek  that 
matched  It,  smiling  with  wise  sweetness  to  herself. 

What  counts  with  you?"  he  asked  after  a  mo- 
ment. 

"Counts?     How?" 

"in  your  affections.     What  prepossesses  you?" 
She  laughed  audaciously:     "Your  traits-some  of 
them-all  of  them  that  you  reveal.     You  must  be  aware 

of  that  much  already,  considering  everything " 

"  Then,  what  is  it  I  lack  ?     Where  do  I  fail  ?  " 
"  But  you  don't  lack— you  don't  fail !     I  ask  noth- 
mg  more  of  you,  Mr.  Siward." 

"  A  man  from  whom  a  woman  desires  nothing  is  al- 
ready convicted  of  insufficiency You  would  recog- 
nise this  very  quickly  if  I  made  love  to  you." 

"Is  that  the  <mly  way  I  am  to  discover  your  insuf- 
ficiency, Mr.  Siward  ?  " 

to  try?""'*'' '"^^''^"''^ Have  you  enough  curiosity 

«  T^P^L^  ,*^°"^^*  ^^''^  ""^'^  ^°  ^^y-'     Then,  quickly: 

But  I  thmk  you  have  already  experimented;  and  I  did 

not  notice  your  shortcomings.     So   there    is  no   use    in 

fhere"'"^  '"""    ""'    investigation    any    farther-is 

And  always  with  her  the  mischief  lay  in  the  trailing 
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upward  inflection;  in  the  confused  sweetness  of  her  eye. 
and  their  lovel J  uncertainty .  ' 

One  sliin  white  hand  held  the  rose  against  her  cheek ; 
the  other  lay  ,dly  on  her  knee,  fresh  and  delicate  as  a 
fallen  petal;  and  he  laid  both  hands  over  it  and  lifted  t 
between  them. 

with^'^U-^'rhe'  '  '"  "'T'  '^'  "  ^^^°"^"«  ^  ^'^^'^ 
with  you.        The  gay  mockery  was  not  quite  genuine; 

the  curve  of  lips  too  sensitive   for  a   voice  so  lightly 
cynical.  «5"'^V 

He  smiled  bending  there,  considering  her  hand  be- 
tween his  ,^  and  after  a  moment  her  muscles  relaxed,  and 
bare  round  arm  and  hand  lay  abandoned  to  him. 

Quito  flawless-perfect,"  he  said  aloud  to  himself. 

Do  you — read  hands?  " 

"Jnl^I-rV     He      touched      the      smooth      palm: 
Long  life,  clear  mind,  and  "—he  laughed—"  heart  su- 
preme over  reason !     There  is  written  a  white  lie-but  a 
pretty  one." 

"  It  is  no  lie." 

He  laughed  again,  unconvinced. 

"  ^*  '!  t*'^  truth,"  she  said,  seriously  insisting  and 
bending  sideways  above  her  own  hand  where  it  lay  in  his. 
It  IS  a  miserable  confession  to  admit  it,  b.  I'm  afraid 
intelhgence  would  fight  a  losing  battle  with  onrt  if  the 
conflict  ever  came.  You  see,  I  know,  having  „,/.odv  to 
study  except  myself  all  these  years.   .  .   .  There    s^he 

^rlu.^^-'^^'  ^^'^^^'  '^^'^  <^«ntour,  where  t!,ere 
should  be  generosity.  Then,  look  at  the  t.-ndencv  of 
imagination  toward  mischief!  "  She  laid  her  right  fore- 
finger on  the  palm  of  the  left  hand  which  he  held,  and 
traced  the  developnients  arising  in  the  Mount  of  Hermes. 
Is  It  not  a  horrid  hand,  Mr.  Siward?  I  don't  know 
how  much  you  know  about  palms,  but-"     Sh.  suddenly 
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flushed,  and  attempted  to  close  her  hand,  doubling  the 
thumb  over.  There  was  a  little  half-hearted  struggle, 
freeing  one  of  his  arms,  which  fell,  settling  about  her 
slender  waist ;  a  silence,  a  breathless  moment,  and  he  Iiad 
kissed  her.    Her  lips  were  warm,  this  time. 

She  recovered  herself,  avoiding  his  eyes,  and  moved 
backward,  shielding  her  face  with  pretty  upflung  el- 
bows out-turned.  «  I  told  you  it  was  becoming  a  habit 
^vith  you !  »  The  loud  beating  of  her  pulses  marred 
h^r  voice.  «  Must  I  establish  a  dead-line  every  time  I 
commit  the  folly  of  being  alone  with  you.?" 

'*  I'll  draw  that  line,"  he  said,  taking  her  in  his  arms. 
"  I— I  beg  you  will  draw  it  quickly,  Mr.  Siward." 
"  I  do;  it  passes  through  your  heart  and  mine! " 
"  Is— -do  you  mean  a  declaration— again  ?     You  are 
compromising  yourself,  you  know.     I  warn  you  that 
you  are  committing  yourself.'* 
"  So  are  you.    Look  at  me ! " 

In  his  arms,  her  own  arms  pressed  against  his  breast, 
resisting,  she  raised  her  splendid  youthful  eyes;  and 
through  and  through  her  shot  pulse  on  pulse,  until  every 
nerve  seemed  aquiver. 

"  While  I'm  still  sane,"  he  said  with  a  dry  catch  in 
his  throat,  "  before  I  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  look 
at  me." 

"  I  will,  if  you  wish,"  she  said  with  a  trembling 
rmile,  "  but  it  is  useless " 

"  That  is  what  I  shall  find  out  in  time.  .  .  .  You 
muit  meet  my  eyes.  That  is  well;  that  is  frank  and 
sweet ** 

"  And  useless— truly  it  is.  .  .  .  Please  don't  tell  me 


. »» 


anything.' 
"You  will  not  listen?" 

"  There  is  no  chance  for  you— if  you  mean  lore. 
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I  am  utterly  frivo- 


I— I  tell  you  in  time,  you  see.  .  . 
lous— quite  selfish  and  mercenary." 
"  I  take  my  chance !  " 

"  No  I  give  jou  none !    Why  do  you  interfere!    A 
-a  girl  s  policy  ™U  her  something  if  it  be  worth  any- 
hmg;  «Wer  it  cost,  it  is  worth  it  to  ,ne.  .  .  .  aTh 
™°     .     y™-    '"  ^o  ^hort  a  time  how  could  I  s  " 

blinli'^  '"  ""'  *™;  t"  ''"  «-t«">''ling.     Something 
bhnded  her  eye,  and  she  turned  her  head  sharply,  onlf 

hatTft  her  d    "d  "",17"  '"  '  ""P'  ■^'■-Si"*  "mbrac^ 
*'  Not  again— I  be;  —you.    Let  me  go  now      It  ' 

h..  hps,  her  hands  contracting  in  his;  and,  confronting, 

"  Sylvia,  I  love  you." 

him^hil  t"  '"'*r.'  *^'''  ^'P'  '•""«'  «^^  ^^^  rendered 
ev^n  ^h  r*T  ^^^?'  t«"^Wingly,  « It  is  useless  .  .  . 
even  though  I  loved  you." 

"  Say  it !  " 

"  I  do." 

"  5ay  it '  " 


n 


"  I---I  cannot !  .  .  .  And  it  is  no  use-no  use 
do  not  know  myself-this  way.     My  eyes-are  wet. 


I 

It 


•    „„.  ,.,  ".,  "«'•     '^•V  ^y^ii — are  wet.     It 

hold        ^'  T'  *'''''  ''  "°*^""«  °^  '"'^  '■"  *'»«  girl  you 
hold  so  closely,  so  confidently I  do  care  for  you- 

how  can  I  help  it?     How  could  any  woman  help  ii?     Is 
not  that  enough.?"  F  »i-     " 

"  Until  you  are  a  bride,  yes." 

"  A  bride.?    Stephen !— I  cannot 
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"  You  cannot  help  it,  SjrJvia." 
«  J  must .'     I  have  my  way  to  go." 
My  way  hes  that  way  " 

Dear,  I  know  the  woman  I  love  " 

IfJ  Tt         ?°^  '^"°"«^'  "°^  "°ble  enough,  to  fo^ 
get  what  I  might  have  had,  and  put  away.  u]. 

not  dreadful  to  admit  it?    Do  you  not  know'tha;  s^l^ 
contempt  is  part  of  the  price?  T  Ko„. 

I  know  what  ,„u  have.  .  "  .'T.,W.  ' ^\Z  Z^^ 
tor  a  man  who  remains  unmarried  P„,  !         *^ 

•  make  thing,  do  •;  I  cannot  .r„Wve  '•  I  wil   nolT 

f  'the':rfb°'  "■'"«" "'  "'"^  "■atUb^«:;r6,^ 

of  the  shabby  expatriated  on  the  Continent  No 

pc«on  m  this  world  ever  had  enough.    I  teUvou  I  J!u 
find  use  for  ever,  flake  of  metal  ^er  minod^  ^  7" 

r  ""  -^  ".'"  '"'-  "-     From  my  pX  face  Z 

figure  ,ou  misjudge  me.     I  am  intelli^nt-noTinW 

ectual     hough  I  „,;,,ht  have  been,  mi|Et  cvTi^^l 

—or  might,  if  I  had  time.  .  .  .  Mv  role  in  i;f«  •    * 

aominancc.  ...  Can  you  take  me  there?  »  ^ 

,,  There  are  other  heights,  Sylvia." 

Higher?  " 
"  Ves,  dear." 
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if  I  J.I;^?'"1"*['  '  ^"°''-    '  "'"'^  "°'  ^^^'^t*^'^  there. 
If  I  cared  to  chmb And  I  have  told  you  what  I 

Z~ll'f::^  '''''  "^"^  .-ooth-skinned  iLunl' 
She  looked  at  h.m  wistfully.     "  If  ^ou  can  change  "e, 

h..A     ■      "i°*  ^''^'  ^°"  "P'"  *^^  "^'d'  «ith  a  savage  note 
hardening  has  voice;  and  it  thrilled  her  to  hear  f^  and 

ZZZs      ''"^J"  '",  ^^  ^^'^P^^  -  ^^'^^elL 
„„^      ♦J  *^'"'  heavy-lidded,  trembling,  confused 

under  the  p.ercng  sweetness  of  contact  * 

fingers  locked  ,n  h.s.  palm  against  palm,  the  lips    ac 
quiescent,  then  afire  at  last,  responsive  to'his  own*  and 
her  eyes  opening  from  the  dream  under  the  white  Uds^ 
th«,e  were  what  he  had  of  her  till  every  vein  in  h^ 

me.  G^' .  \r  "^^  ^^'^^  ^'^^  «^"— nd  forgive 

me.  .  .  .  Good  night.  .  .  .  Where  are  we?     AH— all 

Uii«  must  have  stunned  me,  blinded  me.  .  .  .  I«  this  mv 
door,  or  yours?  Hush!  I  am  half  dead  with  fe„-to 
be  here  under  the  light  again.  ...  If  ^ou  Uke  me 
«ga'n,  my  knees  will  give  wav  An/i         7^  ! 

mv  door  OK  *k  L  »,  .  *J^-  •  •  •  And  I  mutt  find 
2ht  ^i*J*^«^%»™Prudenceofit!  ...  Good 

n»ght  .  .  .  good  night.    I— I  We  you!  "  ^^ 
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tied  hanr?<i      Af^      *i  **  "*J"vii^  on  Mortimer's  mot- 

bcrame  loo  bulky  durTn.  M  '^"'^'™">'  o""-  l'»  hud 
physical  o^ertl';  h."  1  r.^'lfj;/"  't"  ";' 
traitors  of  l,i,  ovra-  -  l„if  u       . '     •       .      "«"•  """J" 

the  end.  Bui  it  „„,  tircn  ThJ  '  ^  'ii'™'.""'  '" 
|.™;  he  recognised  that'  /  t  Z'Ct',  ft"" 
'«e  tlie  Law  of  Pkasurt.    «1.,V1  T-  ,  '  '^""''"■" 

»cn,e  of  deprivation    „  ,1         ""f""'-"™  "":>'  Particular 

so-ne  drea,  "  Bui  m'T""'"  °"'^  "'^  «'">'- 
"Olf-indul.  Jce  "  „,„"  ^''"••""".  ""t  :yc-t  done  wiU, 
himvilhifh'n';^.^"/,""""'™'   '^"™"'   -''  "•"'"t 

15« 


.Jl^ 


s.^' ; 


..do  of  he  gun-roon,,  with  illurtr.lod  paper,  .„d  .i 
plo«  and  decanler.  But  Major  BoKothcr,  aw"v/«, 
-odKc,!  the  p„„;„^  j„,.,.,^j,^_,,  j_^  ^_____  .bandbr 

readmg-roon,  on  the  ohanee  of  his  »ifi.',  „,ovi„„  ^u^. 
where.  Wh.ch  .he  did,  unobtrusively  earrying  CaplaTn 
^oueher  w.th  her  in  a  sudden  zeal  for  bilhard  praeU« 
on  ra,ny  „,or„ing.  now  ,00  frequent  along  the  !Zt 

Mortimer  possessed  that  mysterious  talent,  so  eom- 
mon  among  the  finaneially  insolvent,  for  living  LX 
on  an  mv,s,b  e  meome.  But.  plan  as  he  would,  he  had 
never  been  able  to  inerea.,e  that  ineome  through  eonfl 
dent,a^  goss.p  with  nun  like  Quarrier  or  Belwfther  or 
even  Ferrall.  What  information  hi,  pretty  wife  m^^ht 
have  extraeted  he  did  not  know;  her 'incon'e  h^  ™f ' 

.ke  h  mwlf    she  denied   henwlf  nothing.     One  short 
■vdy  interview  with  her  had  been  enough  to  drive  all' 

anything  fin.ne.ally  advantageous  to  himself  he  must 
of      "'f™' ^ '"'•  «'■<'  -  !«  -as  perpetually  in  hZ 

to  Ml  W.  '""°'"'"">-  '""'''■•  '"<•  ""'  •>«•  '.elp«. 

Besides,  he  was  always  studying  women.  Years  be- 
fore, Graeo  Ferrall  had  snapped  1  r  slim  fingers  "  W, 
faee ;  and  here  at  Shofover,  the  field  was  limiL.  Mr^. 
\ende,m,ng  had  left;  Agatha  Caithness  was  still  „  pale 

met^r\'',""''^'''""'  ^'"'"y-  ^-i  EMc™  tor- 
mented him;  Marion  Page,  coolly  ,„  fait,  yawned  in  hi. 

T!',  J  """""'^  ^-'■'"''  "'"'>  """"""g  nothing 

about  h,.  specie.,  met  him  half-way  with  the  sweet  Z 
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«n.   .v.  drfcrcnc.  due  .  «,m„h.t  b.tl.r«i  and  i„fi„„ 
M.jor  Belwethor  .poiW  .v,rythi„g,  „  u.ual,  for  her. 

Alcanwhile.  the  wealthy  n;a«ter  of  Black  Felb.  Bev- 
erly 1  Jank,  had  found  encouragement  enough  at  Shot- 
over  to  venture  on  tentative  informality.  There  was  no 
doubt  Uiat  ultimately  he  must  be  counted  on  in  Now 
York     but  nobody  except  him  was  impatiently  cordial 

roUang  smoothly  enough,  he  landed  without  much  dis- 
comfort sonjewhere  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leroy  Mor- 

bl  !L»  .     K     T  r°*  *  ^""*'°"  ^'  '«  "  which  would 

misleading  and  benevolent  mirth;  « it  was,  which  would 
be  goodest  quickest !  " 

And  Mrs.  Mortimer,  abandoning  Captain  Voucher 
by  the  same  token,  displayed  certain  wLing  notices 
Ci^'  -"J^hensive  to  her  husband.  And  at  fir.t 
he  was  inclined  to  recognise  defeat. 

.ftpnl'Vll"  «"""*\'"»"<^<^'-'«  which  had  so  faithfully 

S^reftr  "^7*^^^«^  -'-^  the  long-dormant 
desire  for  a  general  review  of  the  situation  with  his  wife 
-perhaps  even  the  furtive  hope  of  some  conjugal  ar- 
rangement tending  toward  an  exchange  of  views  con- 
cerning possible  alliance.  ^ 

The  evening  previous,  to  his  intense  disgust,  host, 
hostess  and  guests  had  retired  early,  in  viW  ;f  the 
pomt-shootrng  at  dawn.  For  not  only  was  there  to  be 
no  pom  -shooting  for  him,  but  he  had  risen  from  the 
card-table  heavily  hit;  and  besides,  for  the  first  time  hi. 
apples  and  port  had  disagreed  with  him. 
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name.  ,,  ,.,  ,i,,  '  '"      ""'  '""''"=•  "'«'.  »>  plt.v's 

-ife'";;;!::^:;-'  .iv.jT-'ij^^  "'"''^-''  ^»  •"•- 

eriv  Pull         r         "^  ''■""''  *"■  '"'  "•ought  of  Bev- 

fnd  h     T    ■■    ;   '-■'"••'■'l  '"dividual  will,  hi,  hoi™ 
and  h„  vdlas  u„u  n^  y^u,  and  hi,  investment, ! 

™me  f„.  hi.  wife..  M^h'a:^^    He"  ;,:„^""Th: 

CW'  *  H  th^      i,  L""  '"'"•''  "■'  ''"♦"  bodroon,  door 
■^  the  .ubdued  n.,tle  of  the  departing  maid. 

and  II    ?";?  ™  ■•"  "K''*''  H^  ■""'ed  pondemu.Iv 

«d  jauntily  to  h„  wife-,  door  and  knocked  dlc^ 
Led.  Mor^,mer  came  to  the  door  and  opened"     her 

uXa"c.-l^;Xt"l<:"^-"^«--"-"^ 
;;  What  is  the  matter?  »  she  asked  quietly. 
Are  you  point-shooting  to-morrow?" 
No." 

"  I  wan  led  to  chat  with  you  " 

fJ.llT^' ,  ^^T  ^r'''"«  *°  Wenniston,  after  bmUc- 
fait,  with  Bcyerlj  Pknk,  and  I  need  sleep  " 
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I  want  to  talk  to  jou,"  he  repeated  doggedly. 
She  regarded  him  for  a  moment  in  silence,  then,  with 

followed,  heavily  apprehensive  but  resolved 
Irn  J*"^  ^"i  seated  hemelf  among  a  pile  of  cushions,  one 
knee  cnjssed  over  the  other,  her  slim  white  foot  half  con- 
cea  ed  by  the  silken  toe  of  her  slipper.  And  as  he 
pulled  a  chair  forward  for  himself,  her  pretty  black  eyes, 
which^slanted  a   little,   took  his   measure  L   S 

"  Leila,"  he  said,  "  why  can't  we  have '» 

A.Z^    ««*rette?»   she    interrupted,    indicating   her 
dainty  case  on  the  table. 

Sh.?^  IT^  r'*  '"'''T^y  *^*"  °^  *^«fi*"^  somewhere, 
bhe  lighted  her  own  from  a   candle   and   settled    back, 

iotrcfiH„y"*"""°'''"^ 

hJ\Tl^fu  """  P^.*"^'"  he  began,  louder  than  he 
had  intended  through  sheer  self -mistrust ;  and  his  wife 
n^e  a  quick,  disdainful  sign  of  cauUon,  which  sub- 

--together,  Leila? "  he  ended  lamely,  furious  at  hi. 
ow^uneasiness  m  a  matter  which  might  concern  him 

"  \^  »°  nf^'-ity  of  your  taking  him  up,"  observed 
iTio'::^"     "^  -  ^-hat  may  £  useful  to 

.een^"*"  ''     '^^'^  '"  ^^"*"  ''**"*  ^  ^^K^t  to  be 


M 


I  can  manage  such  matters  much  better '» 

«  J  ^°"  """"i*  """""^  everything,"  he  insisted  «illenly. 
ihere  are  chances  of  various  sorts » 

malice^"''*'*"""**^"  '^^'^  ^"^  ^"'^^^^^  ''^th  bright 
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1  say  Irttle;  I  make  damned  few  observation.,;  but  I 
could,  ,f  I  cured  to U  becomes  you  to  be  civil  at 

r:^.,     "rV":  '"^'^  °^^'  **^«  Plank Ltter  witb^ou 
1  want  you  to  bsten,  too.*'  ^ 

A  shade  of  faint  disgust  pawed  over  her  face.     "  I 
am  hsteninir,"  ghe  said. 

"  Well,  then.  I  can  see  several  ways  in  which  the 
man  can  be  of  use  to  me.  ...  I  discovered  him  before 

z^X:z::l^  "^'^^ '  '^-^  ^  ^«  ^^  ^  ^-  a 

"  A-~what  t  " 

h     ""~^"  ^°"°"'''ble  understanding  with  you,  I  said." 
he  repeated,  reddening.  * 

«  OM? '  "     ^^^'^  ""*PP«^  *»«'  cigarette  into  the  grate. 
Oh!  I  see.     And  what  then?" 

"What  then?" 

"Yes;  what  then?" 

thJ.l^/'^'-^?  """^  ^  "^^^  *"*"«*  **>  »**n<J  »«Wnd  him 
inis  winter  m  town,  can't  ve?  ** 

"And  then?" 

fn/*  '^^'JT'^^'?"  '*'"~*^*  ^««*^  '^^^  »J^«''  h"  grati- 
tude,  can't  he?"  * 

"  How?  "  she  asked  li^stlessly. 

"By  making  good.  How  !se?»  he  retorted  sav- 
agely.  He  can't  welch  because  there's  little  to  climb 
for  beyond  us ;  and  even  if  he  climbs,  he  can't  ignore  u.. 
1  can  do  as  many  things  for  him  in  my  way  us  vou  can 
m  yours.  What  is  the  use  of  being  a  ^ig,  Leila?  Any- 
thmg  he  does  for  me  isn't  going  to  cancel  his  obligation, 
to  you."  ** 

•  u  ^  i^"""!  ^'"'  ^**'  *^*"  you  do,"  she  observed,  bend- 
ing her  head  and  pleating  the  lace  on  her  knee.  "  There 
IS  Dutch  blood  in  him." 
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MoJi-^°*  g*;^  HoUamler,  but  common  DutcV'  -neeml 
Mortimer.  And  you  mean  he'll  .queeze  a  dollar  tiU 
the  eagle    ?reams — don't  you?  " 

Well,  that's  all  right,  too,"  laughed  Mortimer 
ea^dy;  « let  the  Audubon  Society  worry  over  the  ea^ 
It .  a  perfectly  plain  busincs.  proposition ;  we  can  do  for 
him  in  a  couple  of  winters  what  he  can't  do  for  himself 
m  ten.  Figure  it  out  for  yourself,  LeUa,"  he  said 
waving  a  mottled  fat  hand  at  her.  ' 

"  I— have,"  she  said  under  her  breath. 

"Then,  is  it  settled?" 

"  Settled—how?  " 

.   "  '^!'**  ?  ,^'"'  ourselves  into  a  benevolent  society 
of  two  in  behalf  of  Plank?  " 

«  «"r^  *^""'*  """"^  ^°'  ^^^'Z'  she  said  slowly. 
"Why  not?"  ^ 

She  did  not   say   why   not,   seated    there   nervously 
pleating  the  fragile  stuff  clinging  to  her  knee. 

Why  not?  "  he  repeated  menacingly.  Her  unex- 
pectedly quiescent  attitude  had  emboldened  him  to  a 
bullying  tone-something  he  had  not  lately   ventured 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  his:     «  I-rather  like  him," 
she  said  quietly. 

"  Then,  by  God!  he'll  pay  for  that! "  he  burst  out, 
^td  '''''^     '"*^"'*''^    ^^*""    shockingly     con- 

"  Roy  !     You  dure  not " 

"  I  tell  you  I " 

"  You  dare  not !  " 
1  r*Tl!^  palpitating  silence  lengthened,  slowly  the  blood 
left  the  swollen  veins.     Heavy  pendulous  lip  hanging, 
he  stared  at  her  from  distended  eyes,  realising  tlmt  he 
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h«d  forgotten  himself.     She  was  right. 
And  ihe  held  the  whip-hand  as  usual. 

For  every  suspicion  he  could  entertain,  she  had  evi- 
dence of  a  certainty  to  match  it;  for  every  chance  that 
he  nught  have  to  pr^ve  anything,  she  had  twenty  proven 
facts.  And  he  knew  it.  Why  they  had,  during  all 
these  years,  made  any  outward  pretence  of  confuga 
on.  y  they  alone  knew.  The  modu.  vivendi  suited'them 
better  than  divorce;  that  was  apparent,  or  had  been 
unbl  recentb^  Recently  Leila  Mortimer  had^ang." 
-become  subduetl  und  softened  to  a  degree  that  had  per- 

httle  of  t}.e  b.tternes.s  and  contempt  she  usually  reserved 

cii::s'7:;:,t  ^  ^'^  ^^^  ^^-^^  --  p-^-^'  ^^^-t 

She  reddened  under  the  insult. 

"  Now    we'll   see,"   he  continued    venomously,   -  how 
far  you  can  go  alone." 

.fZ!^VV^^"'^^  '''"  ^^''^^  *^*'"''>''  ''  that  I  am 
airaid  ot  a  divorco  court?  " 

The  question  so  frankly  .istonished  him  that  he 
«at  agape,  unable  to  reply.  For  years  he  had  verv 
naturally  «upp„«ed  her  to  be  afraid  of  it-afraid  of  not 
being  qualified  to  obtain  it.  Indeed,  he  had  taken  that 
erltfr  w"!  1  V""'^'  eomer-stone  of  their  mutual  tol- 
eration Had  Ik.  been  an  a«s  to  do  so?  A  vague  alarm 
took  pos«e.,on  of  him;  for,  with  that  understanding,  he 

had  he  been  at  any  particular  pains  to  conceal  his  doing. 
iT'n  ^'«  *'*""  '"^-d.  What  had  he  agai,^ 
her.   after  all,  except  ancient  suspicions,  now  so  con- 
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fused  and  indefinite  that  memory  itself  outlawed  the 
case  if  it  ever  really  existed.  What  had  she  against 
him?  Facts— unless  she  was  more  stupid  than  any  of 
her  sex  he  had  ever  encountered.  And  now,  this  defi- 
ance, this  increasing  prudence,  this  subtle  change  in  her, 
began  to  make  him  anxious  for  the  permanency  of  the 
>-mall  income  she  had  allowed  him  during  all  these  years- 
doled  out  to  him,  as  he  believed,  though  her  dormant 
fear  of  him. 

''  What  are  you  talking  about?  "  he  said  harshly. 

"  I  believe  I  mentioned  divorce." 

"Well,  cut  it  out!  D'ye  see?  Cut  it,  I  sav. 
^ou  d  stand  as  much  chance  before  a  referee  as  a  snow- 
ball in  helL" 

"  There's  no  telling,"  she  said  coolly,  «  until  one 
tries," 

He  glared  at  her,  then  burst  into  a  laugh  "  Rot '  " 
he  said  thickly.  -  Talk  sense,  Leila !  And  keep  this 
hard-headed  Dutchman  for  yourself,  if  you  feel  that 
way  about  it.  /  don't  want  to  butt  in.  I  only  thought 
—for  old  times'  sake — perhaps  you'd " 

"  Good  night,"  she  managed  to  say,  her  disgust  al- 
most strangling  her. 

And  he  went,  furtively,  heavy-footed,  perplexed,  in- 
wardly cursing  his  blunder  in  stirring  up  a  sleeping 
lioness  whom  he  had  so  long  mistaken  for  a  dozing  r-it. 

For  hours  he  sat  in  his  room,  or  paced  the  four  wulls, 
doubtful,  chagrined,  furious  by  turns.  Once  he  drew  out 
a  inemorandum-book  and  stood  under  a  lighted  sconce, 
studying  the  figures.  His  losses  at  Shotover  staggered 
him,  but  he  had  looked  to  his  wife  heretofore  in  such 
emergencies. 

CerUinly  the  time  had  come  for  him  to  do  something. 
But  what?— if  his  wife  was  going  to  strike  such  atti- 
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Wl'  In   ',!;'  '"I  '""  "^  decency?     Certainly  .  hu.- 

His  uneasiness  l«d  produced  a  raging  thi«t.  He 
punched  an  ol«:tric  button  with  his  flSh,  thumb,  a^ 
prowled  around,  waiting.  Nobody  came;  he  punch^ 
aga.„  and  look.^  .t  u.  watch.  It  a^toilished'!,  to 
find  the  hour  was  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  That 
d^»covery,  however,  only  appeared  to  increase  iTi.  thirst 

tl^srW.  h         T",""''  '■""'  "  '^^^^■-  and  a,  he 

BrrT„:^n::r7at"':'r;:.r-';i" 
^Vwffe?\^.^^'«''  -•^"-a'io."-  sit 

head^^'Ii'  r""  ""I"'  "^^r  '"  '"'"'™^  '"  Mortimer's 
he,uJ^    In  h,.,  e..c,tcmenl  he  stepped  half-way  into  the 

himself,  and  sat  down  rather  suddenly  on  the  edge  of  the 

After  a  while  he  rose  and  crept  to  the  door,  opened  it 
glued  h.s  eyes  to  the  crack,  in  time  to  catch  a  glLp^  o^ 
i»iHard  entering  his  own  corridor  alone 

And  that  night,  Mortimer,  lying  awake  in  M,  busy 
with  .schemes,  became  conscious  of  a  definite  idea.     It 

shocked  h,8  moral  sense.     Then  it  scared  him. 

«  .    J'"^-^"*  '^«V''  ^^^'^'^^^'-  "  he  whispered  aloud. 

evt  rrr*"  *^'*  '°''  "^  **^"«-     ^^^'^'^t  '^^  d^vil 

eu-r  put  It  into  my    head.'  ...  And   there   are   men  I 

know-women,  too-scoundrelly  blackguards,  who'd  uae 
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that  information  somehow;  and  make  it  pay,  too.  . 
Tlie  scoundrels !  ** 

He  squirmed  down  among  the  bedclothes  with  a  sud- 
den shiver;  but  the  night  had  turned  warm. 

I' Scoundrels!"     he    said,    with     milder    emphasis. 
Ulackmailers !     Contemptible  pups !  " 
He  fell  asleep  an  hour  later,  muttering  something 
incoherent  about  scoundrels  and  blackmail. 

And  meanwhile,  in  the  darkened  house,  from  all  round 
came  the  noise  of  knocking  on  doors,  sounds  of  people 
8tirring--a  low  voice  here  and  there,  lights  breaking  out 
from  transoms,  the  thud  of  rubber-shod  heels,  the  rattle 
of  cartridges  from    the    echoing    gun-room.     For    the 
guests  at  Shotover  were  awaking,  lest  the  wet  sky,  white- 
ning behind  the  east,  ring  with  the  whimpering  wedges  of 
wild-fowl  rushing  seaward  over  empty  blinds. 
• 
The  unusual  stillness  of  the  house  in  the  late  morn- 
ing sunshine  was  pleasant  to  Miss  Landis.     She  had 
risen  very  late,  unconscious  of  the  stir  and  movement 
before  dawn;  and  it  was  only  when  a  maid  told  her,  as 
she  came  from  her  bath,  that  she  remembered  the  pro- 
jected pomt-shooting,  and  concluded,  with  an  odd,  happy 
sense  of  relief,  that  she  was  almost  alone  in  the  house. 

A  little  later,  glancing  from  her  bedroom  window  for 
a  fulfilment  of  the  promise  of  the  sun  which  a  glimpse 
of  blue  sky  heralded,  she  saw  Leila  Mortimer  settling 
herself  in  the  forward  seat  of  a  Mercedes,  and  Beverly 
Plank  climbing  in  beside  her ;  and  she  watched  Plank  steer 
the  big  machine  across  the  wet  lawn,  while  the  machinist 
swung  himself  into  the  tonneau ;  and  away  they  rolled, 
faster,  faster,  rushing  out  into  the  misty  hinterland] 
where  the  long  streak  of  distant  forest  already  began  to 
brighten,  edged  with  the  first  rays  of  watery  sunshine 
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.nd  w,th  .t  freedom  from  obligation,  from  comment,  fron, 
demand  or  exaetion;  fro«i„m  from  restraint  ;l,2^tv 
to  roam  about,  to  read,  to  d^m,  to  idle,  to  remeler. 

^u'";;!:::;:tr:f'fe;"re:ftrH:rtre:r-'  -  "•'- 

»re8h  cool  fruits;  to  loiter  over  cream-jug  and  cereal  ■  to 

tTndT     ."'"  ""  '""''"^  "f  "-^  worid  an^r,:';,^ 

1  Htle  hr  r    '""  "'™'"8  ''"*''  ""l  "-roal.  and  th^ 

.lre'cU''Lt"r"l'"*.  "'"'"""'•^    "^   ""   »>■-'""»    «h. 
rtretched  out  her  hands,  warming  them  daintily  a,  ,he 

^s  atX  t"  "^'r: ""'.  ""  ™  "■"  '•'"'i^-  A^ 

fnt!l  '"''.f"'*'.'',"  the  morning  itself,  untroubled  gai. 

her  tiT.7'"'^!'  !r  °"  '""'■  »"•'  "»'"•  Penetrating 
her  body,  a  fa.nti}-  del.cous  glow  responded  in  her  heart 

-nothing  afirst  wistful  i„  the  seVene  .sense  of  we  .' 
being  stretching  her  rounded  a,™,  skvwanl  in  the  un- 
accustomed luxury  of  a  liberty  which  had  become  the 
heaui'sl'rTrjT  """"  "'  "  ''^''"-    The  poise  ^7  ht 

re  axed,  and  her  smooth  fingers  uncurlcl,  tightened   ami 
fell  hmp  as  her  arms  fell  and  her  suDerb  v„  !„  « 
straightened,  confronting  the  sea        ^      "        "  "«"" 

-ay,  skirts  swuiijj  !„,,*  above  the  delicate  ™„tour  of 
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ankle  and  limb,  following  a  little  descending  path  she 
knew  full  of  rocky  angles,  swept  by  pendant  sprays  of 
blackberry,  and  then  down  under  the  jutting  rock,  south 
through  thickets  of  wild  cherry  along  the  crags,  until, 
before  her  the  way  opened  downward  again  where  a 
tiny  crescent  beach  glimmered  white  hot  in  the  sun. 

From  his  bedroom  window  Mortimer  peeped  forth, 
following  her  progress  with  a  leer. 

As  she  descended,  noticing  the  rifts  of  bronzing  sea- 
weed piled  along  the  tide  mark,  her  foot  dislodged  a  tiny 
triangle  of  rock,  which  rolled  clattering  and  ringing 
below;  and  as  she  sprang  lightly  to  the  sand,  a  man, 
lying  full  length  and  motionless  as  the  heaped  sea-weed, 
raised  himself  on  one  arm,  turning  his  sun-dazzled  eyes 
on  her. 

The  dull  shock  of  surprise  halted  her  as  Siward  rose 
to  his  feet,  still  dazed,  the  sand  running  from  liis  brown 
shooting-clothes  over  his  tightly  strapped  puttees. 

"  Have  you  the  faintest  idea  that  I  suppc«ed  you 
were  here?  "  she  asked  briefly.  Then,  frank  in  her  dis- 
appointment, she  looke  up  at  the  cliff's  overhead,  where 
her  line  of  retreat  lay. 

"Why  did  you  not  go  with  the  others?  '♦  she  added, 
unsmiling. 

"  I— don't  know.  I  will,  if  you  wish."  He  had  col- 
oured slowly,  the  frank  disappointment  in  her  face  pene- 
trating his  surprise ;  and  now  he  turned  around,  instinc- 
tively, also  looking  for  the  path  of  retreat. 

"  Wait,**  she  said,  aware  of  her  own  crude  attitude 
and  confused  by  it ;  "  wait  a  moment,  Mr.  Siward.  I 
don*t  mean  to  drive  you  away.*' 

It's  self-exile,"  he  said  quietly ;  "  quite  voluntary. 


assure  yo\i 


♦♦ 


"Mr.  Siward!'* 


164 


And,  as  ho  I.,nk«l  up  coolly,  "H,,,,  y^^,,  „„t,„. 
mo  0  fncndb  to  sny  to  .„e?     Is  :,our  frionil.ip  fo    n,c 

Must  I  always  be  :-,  dread  of  wounding  you  >,  hen  I  irive 

knew  nKv-of  seeing  me  a«  I  am,  with  all  ,„y  Vaults,  mv 

why   the  pleasure  of  being  alone    to-day   should   have 
meant  exclu.on   for  you.  too.     It   .as  Ihe  un   el  ome 
.hock  of  seemg  anyhody-a  selfish  enjoyment  of  m:3 
-that  surprised  me  into  rudeness.     That  is  all   * 
Can  you  not  understand?"  •  •  •  • 

"  I  think  so.    I  meant  no  criticism -♦♦ 

«'"^  to    near.  .  .  .  After    last    nicht  " the 

vivid  t.nt  grew  in  her  face-"  after  such  a  n1«ht  is  it 
not-natural-for  a  girl  to  cre.p  off  sonu-whe  fby  he  ! 
self  and  try  to  think  a  little?  "  ^ 

''  Is  that  why?  "  he  asked  slowly. 

"  Is  it  not  a  reason  ?  " 

"  It  was  my  reason— for  being  here  " 

She  bit  her  bright  lip.     This  trend  to  the  convenia- 

IZ  T-,r"''  r^  ^^'  ^"^  "^^^"*  *«  d"  '>^''-  drifting 

alone  n.  sUll  sun-dreams,  fearing  no  witness,  no  testN 

iTrself.""  •^^^^'"*   '^""   ^""   "'"^  ''^^  '"    ^""'•t   « '«' 

"  I- -I  suppose  you  cannot  go-^c«r,"  ^he   reflected 
innocently. 

"  Indeed  I  can,  and  must." 
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"  Do  you  mean- 

"  I  certainly  do,  Mr.  Slward.  I  don't  want  to  dreMn, 
now ;  I  don't  care  to  reflect.  I  did,  but  here  you  corae 
blundering  into  my  private  *orld  anc'  pwt  my  calcula- 
tions and  change  my  intentions !  It's  ^  shame,  especially 
a«  you've  been  lying  here  doing  what  I  wished  to  do  for 
goodness  knows  how  long!  " 

"  I'm  going,"  he  said,  looking  at  her  curiously. 

"  Then  you  are  very  selfish,  Mr.  Siward." 

"  We  will  call  it  that,"  he  said  with  an  odd  laugh. 

"  Very  well."  She  seated  herself  on  the  sand  and 
calmly  shook  out  her  skirts. 

"  About  what  time  would  you  like  to  be  called?  "  he 
asked  smilingly. 

"  Thank  you,  I  shall  do  no  sun-dreaming." 

"  Please.     It  is  good  for  you." 

"  No,  it  isn't  good  at  all.  And  1  am  grateful  to  you 
for  waking  me,"  she  retorted  with  a  sudden  gay  malice 
that  subdued  him.  And  she,  delicate  nose  in  the  air, 
laughingly  watching  him,  went  on  with  her  punishment: 
"  You  see  what  you've  done,  don't  you?— saved  me  from 
an  entire  morning  wasted  in  sentimental  reverie  over  what 
might  have  been.  Now  you  can  appreciate  it,  can't 
you?— your  wisdom  in  appearing  in  the  flesh  to  save  a 
silly  girl  the  effort  of  evoking  you  in  the  spirit !  Ah, 
Mr.  Siward,  I  am  vastly  obliged  to  you !  Pray  sit  here 
beside  me  in  the  flesh,  for  fear  that  in  your  absence  I 
might  commit  the  folly  that  tempted  me  here." 

His  low  running  laughter  accompanying  her  voice 
r»,td  stimulated  her  to  a  gay  audacity,  which  for  the  in- 
stant extinguished  in  her  the  little  fear  of  him  she  had 
been  barely  conscious  of. 

"  Do  you  know,"  he  said,  "  that  you  also  aroused  me 
from  my  sun-dreams?  " 
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"  Did  I?     And  can't  you  resume  them?  ** 
I  "  You  MTe  me  the  necewity." 

J-  .".^*.*****  "  •  ■econd-hand  compliment,"  ihe  said 
diwJamfulIjr— "  a  weak  plagiarism  on  what  I  conveyed 
very  wittily.  You  were  probably  really  asleep,  Ind 
dreaming  of  bird-murder.*' 

He  waited  for  her  to  finish,  then,  amused  eyes  search- 
ing, he  roamed  about  until  high  on  a  little  drifted  sand 
dune  he  found  a  place  for  hinwelf ;  and  while  she  watched 
hwi  mdignantly,  he  curled  up  in  the  sunshine,  and,  drop- 
ping his  head  on  the  hot  sand,  calmly  closed  his  eyes. 
"  Upon— my— word !  "  she  breathed  aloud. 
He  uncIo«!d  his  eyes.     «  Now  you  may  dream;  you 
can  t  avoid  it,"  he  observed  lazily,  and  clo«?d  his  eyes- 
and  neither  Uunts  nor  jeers  nor  questions,  nor  frag- 
menU  of  shell,  flung  with  intent  to  hit,  stirred  him  from 
nis  immobinty. 

She  tired  of  the  attempt  presently,  and  sat  silent, 
elbow,  on  her  thighs,  hands  propping  her  chin. 
Thought.,  vague  a.  the  fitful  breeze,  arose,  lingered,  and, 
like  the  brece,  faded,  dissolved  into  calm,  through  which, 
oidenced  by  the  far  beat  of  the  ebb  tide,  her  heart  ech- 
oed, beating  the  steady  intervals  of  time. 

She  had  not  meant  to  dream,  but  as  she  sat  there, 
the  fine-spun  golden  threads  flying  from  the  whirling 
lown  of  dream,  floated  about  her,  settling  over  her,  en- 
tangling her  in  umieen  meshes,  so  that  she  stirred,  grop- 
ing amid  the  netted  brightness,  drawn  onward  along 
dim  path,  and  through  corridors  of  thought  where,  al- 
ways beyond,  vague  splendours  seemed  to  beckon. 

Now  k»t,  now  rettlesB,  conscious  of  the  perils  of  the 

•Ifannig  path  she  foHowed,  the  rhythm  of  an  ocean  sooth- 

iBg  her  to  falw  .ecurity,  she  dreamed  on  awake,  uncon- 

•aoua  of  the  tinted  sea  and  sky  which  stained  her  eyes  to 
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hues  ineffable.  A  long  while  afterward  a  small  cloud 
floated  across  the  sun;  and.  in  the  sudden  shadow  on  the 
world  doubt  sounded  its  tiny  voice,  and  her  ears  listened, 
and  the  enchantment  faded  and  died  away. 

Turning,  she  looked  across  the  sand  at  the  man  lying 
there;  her  eyes  considered  him— hew  long  she  did  not 
know  she  did  not  heed-until,  stirring,  he  looked  up; 
and  she  paled  a  trifle  and  closed  her  eyes,  stunned  by 
the  sudden  clamour  of  pulse  and  heart. 

When  he  rose  and  walked  over,  she  looked  up 
gravely,  pouring  the  last  handful  of  white  sand  through 
her  stretched  fingers. 

"Did  you  dream?"  he  asked  lightly. 
"  Yes."  *     ^ 

"  Did  you  dream  true?  " 
«     "  Nothing   of   my   dream    can   happen,"   she  said. 
lou  know  that,  .  .  .  don't  you?" 

"  I  know  that  we  love  ...  and  that  we  dare  not 
Ignore  it." 

She  suffered  his  arm  about  her,  his  eyes  looking 
deep  y  mto  hers-a  close,  sweet  caress,  a  union  of  lips, 
and  her  dimmed  eyes'  response. 

"  Stephen,"  she  faltered,  « how  can  you  make  it 
so  hard  for  me?  How  can  you  force  me  to  this 
shame !  " 

"  Shame?  "  he  repeated  vaguely. 

"  Yes— this  treachery  to  myself— when  I  cannot  hope 
to  be  more  to  you— when  I  dare  not  love  you  too  much  •  » 

"  You  must  dare,  Sylvia !  " 

"  No,  no,  no!  I  know  myself,  I  tell  you.  I  can- 
not give  up  what  is  offered— for  j^/-dearly.  dearly 
as  I  do  love  you !  "  She  turned  and  caught  his  hands  in 
hers,  flushed,  trembling,  unstrung.  « I  cannot— I  sim- 
ply cannot !     How  can  you  love  me  and  listen  to  such 
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wickednc„?    How  can  yoT^^iir^rTfoi^l^ohT  gfrl  uT 

n°"l,"""  "'"«n'"-y>  because  I  have  a  heart 

o7irt':Cor°"^'''     KeepU;HMheo„„pa. 

.o„L'ftuh?t'i."~'"  '"''•"  ^-^  -"''  "  """'  ^™  «'V<= 

But  she  only  shook  her  head  wearily,  withdrawing 

herlmnds  from  his,  and  for  a  .i„,c  they  tt  silent   eye! 

fuli™™~"  '^^'^   '"  ''"°"'"'   ™^''" •"   '^^  »«'•<'   wist- 

he  afk^i^,;"  •'  ""•  '•'^"'"^'''  -''-"  *Iy  ■■"•'it-'  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  have  them  in  check." 

"  Are  you — certain?  " 

"  I  think  I  may  be — now." 

"  Yet,"  she  said  timidly,  "  you  lost  one  ficht— since 
jou  knew  me."  *•  "^® 

t«™T^ "^"".'^  ,'""""J"^  ^"  ^^^^  ^^""g  ^^^  heart.    She 
turned  ,mpulsxvely  and  laid  both  hands  on  his  shoulders. 

That  chance  I  would  take,  with  all  its  uncertainty,  all 

the  dread  inheritance  ycu  have  come  into.     I  love  you 

enough  for  that ;  and  if  it  turned  out  that-tha    you 

and   ft;  T  ^'^rf  T"  ^'^^^  '"^  *°  ^-^  ''  -th  Vou ; 

take  tht  ""t'       V"'  ^"'  °'  •*'  ^^"^^  -^'  I  -uIJ 
take  that    cha„ce-,f  you    loved    me    through    it    all. 

.  .  .  iiut  there  is  something  else.     Hush;  let  me  have 
unSat     '  '"T  --^%--*^"^  else  you  do  not 

irree  Ir  ♦  ''  ""^^^  ^''°"  ^°  "^^  know-that,  in 

th^^^generations,  every  woman  of  my  race  has-gone 

Tu^h  ^;  •  •  •  •      ?  '^-    *^"^    ^   ^"^    beginning-with 
such  a    marriage !  .  .  .  dehberately.    selfishly,    «hame- 
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lessly,  perfectly  conscious  of  the  frivolous,  erratic  blood 
m  me,  aware  of  the  race  record  behind  me 

"Once  when  I  knew  nothin^-before  1-1  met  you 
--I  behevcd  such  u  marria^.e  would  not  only  permit  me 
n  cntal  trunqu.lhty,  but  safely  anchor  me  in  the  harbour 
ol  convention  leavmg  n.e  free  to  become  what  I  am 
i.^uoned  to  become-autocrat  and  arbiter  in  my  own 
Hord      And   now!   and    now!    I  don't   know-ti^ly   I 

hand  r  ;' ', "''''  '"^■'""^-  ^^"- '"-  f--  -y 

Dettte/  7,f''^P'"-^"'^  ''^"  t'>-  shallowness,  falseness, 
pettiness,  all  the  mean,  and  cruel  and  callous  characte; 
which  must  be  truly  my  real  self.  .  .  .  Only  I  shall  not 
n^arry  you!  You  are  not  to  run  the  risk  of  what  I 
might  prove  to  be  when  I  remember  in  bitterness  aU  I 
hat.  renounced  If  I  .carried  y«u  I  should  remember, 
unreconcded,  what  you  cost  me.  Better  for  you  and 
for  me  that  I  marry  hinu  and  let  him  bear  with  me  when 
I  remember  that  he  cost  me  you  !  " 

She  bent  over,  almost  double,  closing  her  eves  with 
sman  clenched  hands;  and  he  saw  the  rfng  shrmeH  g 
m  the  sunshine,  and  her  hair,  heavily,  densely  gold,  and 
the  MJnte  nape  of  her  neck,  and  the  tiny  close^^^t  ears. 

smith  ^T.rt  "^*""^  "^  '^''^  -^^  •»»-;  every 
smooth,  clxild  Ike  contour  and  mould-rounded  arms^ 
s^im,  flowing  lines  of  body  and  limb-all  valued  at  ma„; 
millions  by  her  as  her  own  appraiser. 

Suddenly  deep  within  him,  something  seemed  to  fail. 

Z^t  ^"w^.  '  ^'""^"^  ^''^''  "^  ^P'^-^t'^"  ^  better 
things.     Whatever  It  was,  material,  spiritual,  was  gone 

noH,  and  where  it  had  glimmered  for  a  night,  the  old 

accustomed  twilit  doubt  crept  in-the  same  dull  acquies- 

JTrt^  M  'T'  ""^^^t^^»t3^  »f  «elf.  the  familiar 
lack  ot  Will,  of  incentive,  the  congenial  tendency  to  drift; 
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rcocnt  skirmishes  with  that  master-vice 

righl"  """""'"  ^  '■"■•'  '"  "  •'""   -i«-  "^ou  are 

path  A„j  •'^-.yr'  ^  "^^^  *'''osen  my 

l^ain.   ...  And  t^om  will  forget." 

''  I  hope  so,"  he  said  simply. 

"  If  jou  hope  so,  you  will." 

He  nodded,  unconvinced,  watching  a  flock  of  sand- 

If  she  expected  corroboration  from  him  .he  received 
none;  and  perhaps  she  was  not  awaiting  i,      She  "It 
very  still,  her  eyes  lost  in  thought. 
th^f   Mortimer,   peeping  down   at   them   over  the 

-hit  Itrri,:^"""-^"'  "^-^  -^  »elf-effaceme„t 
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The  days  of  tl.o  house-party  at  Shotover  Mere  num- 

Monday  and  so  they  were  making  the  most  of  the  wan- 
mg  week  on  awn  and  n.arsh,  in  covert  and  blind,  or 
motonng  n.adly  over  the  State,  or  riding  in  partie^  to 
\enmIl,on  L.ght.  Tennis  and  lawn  bowls  came  into 
tashion;  even  water  polo  and  squash  alternated  on  days 
too  raw  for  more  rugged  sport. 

And  during  all  these  days  Beverly  Plank  appeared 
^1  h  unflagging  persistence  and  assiduity,  until  his  fa- 
miliar, big,  round  head  and  patient,  delft-blue,  Dutch 
eyes  became  a  matter  of  course  at  Shotover,  inc  .ors  and 

It  was  not  that  he  was  either  accepted,  tolerated,  or 
endured ;  he  was  simply  there,  and  nobody  took  the 
trouble  to  question  his  all-pervading  presence  until  every- 
about  U  It  aTr'  ^''^  """"^  habituated  to  him  to  think 

The  accomplished  establishment  of  Beverly  Plank 
was  probably  due  as  much  to  his  own  obstinate  and  good- 
tempered  persistence  as  to  Mrs.  Mortimer.  He  was  a 
Harvard  graduate-there  are  all  kinds  of  thcm-enor- 
mously  wealthy,  and  though  he  had  no  particular  per- 
sonal tastes  to  gratify,  he  was  willing  and  able  to  gratify 
the  tastes  of  others.  He  did  whatever  anybody  else 
did,  and  d.d  ,t  well  enough  to  be  an.using;  and  as  lack 
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that  i„  duo  ,?*,;:     "SalZr-  ""''  ""■  ^'""'"'  "''^ 

there  were  manv  thi^^  *    l  «f^irecl.     ffo«cvcr, 

his  .stales  and  hi,  shootinTb^xc"  In     .f'     T""  ""^ 
mansion  recentlv  mn,„lJ.   i        i   „        """  '"■''  «"•""!'« 

just  northTtto  nr^X^b  iu'rfh  '''7'""  T"" 

outer  desert  where  Piftl.    .  ,        ""^  "'«''*  o*^  "'e 

Meanlhikhrh^yK  "■"'  ^""^'^  *'"^  ''""•'■•'•i'- 

»t  Shotover  '  Ind  Sh„tt~™  '"  "t  ""^""^  '>o™s.ic«ted 

'idc.  drive,  ;nd  It?:::;  r^l*;,'":''^'  "-^ '» 

wedS:ir  S:f  slddVefhar  ""'-1'  • '°"'''    ^"" 
practice  to  affect  the  j^u  rearh Th"'        "  "  "^'" 

apparently  aimless  gallops  with  Mortter  "'  '""' 

being  iS'heT."'"""^""'"^  "'■""'""  ^'°rt™" 

ter-s^sor.^t,t%teprtr::v  '"'^""'""-^  "■'  ■«'- 

ing  newspaper  or  t,7Th:/     r""^'  ""''  "  '"""^y" 

o.MortiL^.,,;-,--it;:r^^^ 
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timer  luuglun^lj  alluded  to  his  poverty.  Plank  accepted 
the  proposition  .n  a  purely  comparative  sense,  and 
laughed,  too,  h.s  thrifty  Dutch  soul  untroubled  by  mis- 
givmgs,  •' 

Meanwhile  Mortimer  had  come,  among  other 
things,  on  information;  how  much,  and  precisely  of 
H-liat  nature,  he  was  almost  too  much  ashamed  to  admit 
defin.tely  even  to  Imnself.  Still,  the  idea  that  had  led 
him  into  tins  sudden  intimacy  with  Plank,  vague  or  not, 
persisted;  and  he  was  always  hovering  on  the  edge  of 
hinting  at  sometlung  which  might  elicit  a  responsive 
hint  from  the  flattered  master  of  Black  Fells 

There  was  nmch  about  Plank  that  was  unaffected, 
genuine,  even  simple,  in  one  sense;  he  cared  for  people 
for  their  own  sakes;  and  only  stubborn  adherence  to  a 
dogged  ambition  had  enabled  him  to  dispense  with  the 

rjlx"/  "''^"^\P^^"f''^'  J'^  ^"'ffht  easily  have  cultivated 
and  liked-people  nearer  his  own  sort;  and  that,  per- 
haps, was  the    reason   he    so    readily    liked    Mortimer, 
whose  coarse  fibre  soon  wore  through  the  polish  when 
rubbed  against  by  a  closer,  finer  fibre.     And  Plank  liked 
him  aside  from  gratitude;  and  they  got  on   famously 
on  the  basis  of  such  mutual  recognition.     Then,  one 
day,  very  suddenly,  Mortimer  stumbled  on  something 
valuable— a  thread,  a  mere  clew,  so  astonishing  that  for 
an  instant  it  absolutely  upset  all  his  unadmitted  theories 
and  calculations. 

It   was   nothing— a  vague  word  or   two— a  forced 

augh-and  the  scared  silence  of  this  man  Plank,  who 

md  blundered  on  the  verge  of  a  confidence  to  a  man  he 
liKed, 

A  moment  of  amazement,  of  half-increduloiis  sus- 
picion, of  certainty;  and  Mortimer  pounced  playfuUy 
upon  him  like  a  tiger-a  big,  fat,  friendly,  jocose  tiger : 
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"  Plank,  is  that  what  you're  up  to'  " 

;;  Up  to!     Why,  I  ncCer  thought  of  such  a- 

Haw!  haw!"  roared  Mortmier.     "  If  vou  could 
only  see  your  face!"  *  "'^ 

fused  witf""''  ^'"'^'  "^  '^^  '^  ''^^*'  comfortably  suf- 

,Wcr,n  ..  other's    conclusions:     "It 

docsn  t  n.ean  anythmg,  Mortimer.     She's  just  the  hand 
somest  ff  rl  I  ever  saw       T  I.,         u  ,  ''  ""' 

admired  her  a  bt"  '  '^-^  ^^e's  engaged.     I  only 

still '7-'''  T*  *'^'  ""'^''  "^'^"'"  «^'^  ^lortimer  blandly 

t.11  striving  to  reconcile  his  preconceived  theories  wU 

the  awkward   ha  If -confession   of  this   great,   red-fi^t  d 

hulkmg  horseman  riding  at  his  stirrup.  ' 

«  that  t7"J'^"'*   !;''''  }'"'  ^'■""'"'"   ^t'^nimered    Plank, 
that  I  had  ever  thought  of  such  a " 

;;  Why  not.?      It  would  only  flatter  her." 

-n ! '' gii;:  ;rr  ^'^ '  ^-^-^^^  *°  --^y  -«*^- 

onn  "  f  "^^'"'''■-  .  ^°  >'«"   think  any  woman   ever  had 

to  death  ff  VJ  ?''''"  ^'^"^'^'  «^^'^  »^<^  t-kled 
lired  h'r."  '"''''  '"*^'  *'"*  ^°"  ^-^  --  -d- 
"Good  Lord!"  exclaimed  Plank,  alarmed-  "  Yo„ 
wouldn't  make  a  joke  of  it!  you  wouldn't  be 'careless 
about  such  a  thing!  And  there's  Quarrier-  I'm  not  o' 
.lokmg  tern,  with  him;  I'm  on  most  formal  terms  " 

Quarner !  "  sneered  th.  other,  flicking  at  his  st  rrup 

v^ith  h,s  crop.     «  He's  on  formal  terms  wfth  evervrcl 

jncludmg  himself.     He  never  laughed  on  purpose  inl^' 

fe ;  once  a  month  only,  to  keep  ha's  mouth'in  -^  ^ 

mut.     Do  you  suppose  any  woman  would  stand  for  him 

If  a  better  man  looked  sideways  at  her.?"     And    r^ 
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versing,  his  riciin^r  crop,  he  deliberately  poked  Mr.  Plank 
m  the  ribs. 

"  A— a  better  man !  "  muttered  Plank,  scarce  credit- 
ing lus  ears. 

"  Certainly.  A  nuin  who  can  make  good,  is  good ; 
but  a  man  who  can  make  better  is  it  with  the  ladies- 
God  bless  'em!"  he  added,  displaying  a  heavy  set  of 
teeth. 

Beverly  Plank  knew  perfectly  well  that,  in  the  com- 
parison so  delicately  suggested  by  Mortimer,  his  material 
equipment  could  be  scarcely  compared  to  the  immense 
fortune  controlled  by  Howard  Quarrier;  and  as  he 
thought  it,  his  reflections  were  put  into  words  by  Mor- 
timer, airily  enough: 

"Nobody  stands  a  chance  in  a  show-down  with 
Quarrier.     Hut- 


»» 


Plank  gaped  until  the  tension  became  unbearable 

"But-  ^hat?"  he  blurted  out. 

"Plank,"    said    Mortimer  solemnly,    and   his   voice 
vibrated  with  feeling,  "  Let  me  do  a  little  thinking  be- 
ore  I  ask  you  a — a  vital  question." 

But  Plank  had  become  agitated  again,  and  he  said 
something  so  bluntly  that  Mortimer  wheeled  on  him, 
glowering : 

"  Look  here,  Plank:  you  don't  suppose  Pm  capable 
of  repeating  a  confidence,  do  you.?— if  you  choose  to 
make  me  understand  it's  a  confidence." 

"  It  isn't  a  confidence;  if  isn't  anything;  I  mean  it 
IS  confidential,  of  course.  All  there's  in  it  is  what  I  said 
—or  rather  what  you  took  me  up  on  so  fast,"  ended 
Plank,  abashed. 

"  About  your  being  in  love  with  Syl " 

"  Confound  it!  "  roared  Plank,  crimson  to  his  hair; 
and  he  set  his  heavy  spurs  to  his  mount  and  plunged 
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fon.«rd  ,„  a  .torn,  of  du,l.     Jiortimer  f„l|„«e,I.  .ilont 
pmfoundly  immersed  in  hi,  „.„  ,|,„„^,,„  „„,,  •,,;'[;' 
t.o„,;  and  a,  |,e  p„„,„,„,  „,„     ,  ,„«       „ver  in  ij, 
nnn,!  „.     he  varied  inf.,rn,«li„n  he  had  .o  „„,.x,„,"c<   v 
"l.ta,ned  ,n  these  las.  few  dav, ,   .  dull  exeltcnen    s,  ^r  d 
h..„,  and  he  urged  hi,,  huge  hor.    forward  in  a  Ihi    „ 
nsMiB  exlularation  such  as  mz^  on  n.en  who  hun     1 
matter  what  the,  hunt-.he  sava«e.  swil,  ifl  ^  Z 
.ntox,o„  ,„„  wh,ch  „,ark,  the  n,an  who  ehases  ,he  ."arrv 
no   for  ds  own  value,  but  because  it  is  his  nature  t,  "w 
and  ride  down  and  enjoy  spoils 

And  all  that  afternoon,  havinR  taken  to  his  roon,  on 
pretence  of  neuralgia,  he  1„,  ,„„,.,,,,  „„  ,,;,  ,^,7;" 
ng  tlnnking.  N„,  ,hat  he  meant  ham,  to  anvb.Klv  he 
told  Imiselt  ver,  frc^uentl,.  He  1,„,|,  „f  course  in- 
formation which  certain  degraded  „,e„  might  u  in  . 
conte„,p„„,  ..„,,    ,„,  ,,^_  jj_^^.^^^_  _^.  ^  U  ma 

such  „,e„  ,„  any  particular.  All  he  .lesired  was  ,7^, 
Plank  a  go«l  turn.  There  was  nothing  disreputable  in 
domg  a  wealthy  „,an  a  favour.  ...  And  G<^  knew" 
«althy  „,an's  gratitude  was  necessary  to  him  at  iLt 
very  --"t-gratitude  substantialfy  acknowtg:. 
ri^ht^l    >1  ^'''"''-»-''«'  '•-  «lh   that   was*^all 

Tell  al  0^  ''"'  T™\'- r  ""■  "■'"'  '■'>'»"''  »■»'>  '•'"-If 
well  also.  Two  b.rds  w,tl,  one  stone.  .  .  .  Three' 

for  he  hated  Quarrier.     Four'  f„,  i     i    J   *"™- 

forhiswif.  1.     J       ■/■  •  ■  ■  'Of  »o  liad  no  love 

lor  his  wife.  .  .  .  Besides,  ,t  would  teach  Leila  a  whole- 
some lesson-teach  her  that  he  still  counted;  ser^e  tr 
right  for  her  disgusting  sclfishne.,,,  about  Plank 

ceedfn°;s    rtT  *°  ''u"u'''"«  •"^■''P"*"''!''  in'his  pn,. 

Probably  Major  Belwether  might  express  his  gratitude 
substautially  ,f  he,  Mortimer,  went  to  him  frafkly  and 
volunteered  net  to  mention  to  Quarrier  the  scene  hi  ^ 
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witnessed  between  Salvia  LamJis  ami  Stephen  Siward  at 
three  o'clock  m  the  morning  in  the  corridor;  and  if,  in 
playful  corro[)oration,  he  displayed  the  cap  and  rain- 
coat and  the  hi^r  fan,  all  crushed,  which  ohj.cts  of  in- 
terest ho  had  discovered  later  in  the  bav-wi,ulow. 
Yes,  probably  Major  Belwether  would  he  very  fateful* 
because  he  wanted  Quarrier  in  the  fa.nily;ho  needed 
guarner   in   his   business.  .  .  .  But,   fnu«h !   that   was 
dose  enough  to  blackmail   to  rub  off!  .   .  .   \o' 
So!     lie  wouldn't  «o  to  Belwether  mid   promise  "any 
such  thm^r!  .  .  .  On  ti„.  c.„ntrary,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to 
intorm  Quarrier!     guarrier  had  a  ri^H.t  fo  know  what 
sort  of  a  Rirl  ho  was  threatened  with  for  life!  ...  A 
man  ou^ht  not  to  let  another  man  go  blindlv  into*  such 
a  marriage.  .  .  .  Men  owed  each  other  soiiu-thincs  even 
If  they   were  not  particularly  close  friends.   .  ."   And 
he  had  always  had  a  respect  for  Quarrier,  even  a  ^ort  of 
hking  for  him— yes,  a  distinct  liking!  .  .  .  And,  any- 
how, women  > -ere  devils !  and  it  behooved  men  to  get  to- 
gether and  stand  for  one  another ! 

Quarrier  would  give  her  her  walking  papers  damned 
quick!  .  .  .  And,  in  her  humiliation,  is  there  anybody 
mad  enough  to  fancy  that  she  wouldn't  snap  up  Plank 
m  such  a  fix.?  .  .  .  And  make  it  look  like  a  jilt   for 
Quarrier.9  ...  But  Plank  must  do  his  part  on  the  min- 
ute;  Pknk   must  step   up  m   the  yery   nick   of  time; 
Plank,  with  his  millions  and  his  ambitions,  was  bound  to 
be  a  winner  anyway,  and  Sylvia  might  as  well  be  his 
pilot  and  use  his  money.  ...  And  Plank  would  be  very 
yery  grateful— very  useful,  a  very  good  friend  to  have. 
.  .  .  And  Leila  would  learn  at  last  that  l.e,  Mortimer, 
had  cut  his  wisdom  teeth,  by  God ! 

As  for  Siward,  he  amounted  to  nothing;  probably 
was  one  of  that  contemptible  sort  of  men  who  butted  in 
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and  ki»c,l  „  prctlT^ti^r^,,,  ,,e  l,a,l  thr  elm,,,,..      H,. 

.M,,r„„c.r.  had  ,,n|,.  di,„u,.  f„r  m,,.,  „„„„.„„,  ,„■  ,    ! 

.su<-„.l  ,^.w«v,:  („r  he  hi,„s..|f  k..,,,  t„  „,e  |,i„|,,,.,,,  li^', 

l"Kh».,y,  s„„„.t„,i,.s  ,.„rri..,l  hi,,,  l».|„„.  ,,„ir,      -|-|„,,., 
V,,.  ,„.  r„,„„„t,V  .h,lly.,h,.llv,„«  f„l-.|,..„,|  „,,;„„   ,,;,„ 

Ic.  „UKhe,l  t„  hi„„..if  ,.„d  r,>n,,l  „v,.r.  .\\L\„..  1,1, 

Mll  „lh  f,s„r,n„  „„t  ,1„.  ..x„H  ,|,.t^,e  „f  |,i,  „if,,,  „,. 
....,sl„„„„  ,„,d  cl,..«rln  ul,„,,  „,„,„„,  „.„,„„;,: 

.■    ho,.  r,c„l  cntrv  of  Boverlv  I k  „„„„  „,,  ,J' 

n.  h>UB„.d  .hen  he  thoufiht  ,.f  .M„,i„r  IleLether.  U„ 

•;■"»'•■,  0,1    crushed,  „ll   hi,   ,ni,,le„dins  j„'„h,ritv    ,d 
"«  »leok   p„,k-«„d-..hilo  „„.vi,,.,  „1,  l-J  ,,„„,,,    •;i'^ 

s„rtl,,    old  gentlon„.n.  who  bore  „n   „,„,,,ing   rese,,,- 
WH,,ee  to  „  vorv  much  „,u,,.,ed-up  buek-rabbil. 

I,i     hi""    ,,'"!"  "■°"™'  •"*'»rti,„er,  roIhnK  «l.out  in 
1^;-.   bod    and   k,ck,„g   the   slipper.,    fro,„   hif  fat    fee" 

"n<l  regarded  h,s  environ,„ent  .ith  „  .,„M„od  gri^. 

t«.rvth,n«  seem,  easy  .;,en  it  see,,,,  funnv.     After 
all,  the  „,atter  wa,  s.mplo-absurdly  ,in,ple.     A  word  to 

■r™en'  t,ff  1  tf  ^■■"'-  '""^  "°  '^'^Pl"""'-"  to  offer;  man 
frozen  st.ff  with  rage,  mute  as  an  iceberg.  Then  z,D< 
Enter  Beverly  Pl„„k_the  girl's  rescuer  „t  a  pLhi' 
1  er  preserver,  the  saviour  of  her  "  face,"  the  big  highly 
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coloured,  Icaden-eyed  deus  ex  machina.  Would  she  take 
fifty  cents  on  the  dollar?  Would  she?  to  buy  herself  a 
new  «  face "?     .    id  put   it   all 


live  happy  ever  after?     Would 
And   Mortimer  rolled   over 


over  Quarrier?  And 
she?  Oh,  not  at  all! 
in  another  paroxysm; 
which  wasn't  good  for  him,  and  frightened  him  enough 
to  he  still  awhile  and  think  how  best  he  might  cut  down 
on  his  wine  and  spirits. 

The  main  thing,  after  all,  was  to  promise  Plank  his 
opportunity,  but  not  tell  him  how  he  was  to  obtain  it; 
for  Mortimer  had  an  uneasy  idea  that  there  was  some- 
thing of  the   Puritan    deep    planted    under    the    stolid 
young  man's  hide,  and  that  he  might  make  some  absurd 
and  irrelevant  objection  to  the  perfectly  proper  methods 
employed  by  his  newly  self-constituted  guide  and  mentor. 
No;  that  was  no  concern  of  Plank's.     All  he  had  to  do 
was  to  bfc  ready.     As  for  Quarrier,  anybody  could  fore- 
cast his  action  when  once  convinced  of  Sylvia's  behaviour. 
He  lay  there  pondering  several  methods  of  imparting 
the  sad   but  necessary   information  to  Quarrier.     One 
thing  was  certain :  there  was  not  now  time  enough  before 
the  house-party  dissolved  to  mould  Plank  into  acquiescent 
obedience.     That  must  be  finished  in  town— unless  Plank 
invited  him  to  stay  at  the  Fells  after  his  time  was  up  at 
Shotover.     By    Heaven!     That    was    the    idea!     And 
there'd  be  a  chance  for  him  at  cards!  .  .  .  Only,  of 
course,  Plank  would  ask  Leila  too.  .  .  .  But  what  did 
he  care!     He  was  no  longei-  afraid  of  her;  he'd  soon  be 
independent  of  her  and  her  pittance.     Let  her  go  to  the 

courts  for  her  divorce !     Let  her 

He  sat  up  rather  suddenly,  p.  rplexed  with  a  new 
idea  which,  curiously  enough,  had  not  appealed  to  him 
before.  The  astonishing  hint  so  coolly  dropped  by  his 
wife  concerning  her  fearlessness  of  divorce  proceedings 
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l.ad  only  awakened  him  to  the  consciouTii^^r^Thir^ 
>  ulnorabiht,  and  carelessness  of  conduct 

Now  ,t  occurred  to  him,  for  the  first  time,  that  if  it 

in  vie.  of  S  ul    ri  r';tcu"',t':?, '"'  ^"-',7"™ 

Hn,!^Ll%-s.Vc^n:d"Vrf„^^^^^^^^^^ 

as  appearances  were  maintained.  And  sheZd^'  eLned 
appearances  w.th  a  skill  which  required  all  the  indTffer^ 
and  easy  char,ty  of  their  set  to  pretend  completely  de 
ce.ved  everybody.  Yes,  he  gave  her  credit  for  that'  she 
had  been  clever.  Nobody  outside  of  the  social  rel'ster 
kneu   the  true  stale  of  affairs  in  the  house  of  L  ty 

dralXXreTot  ttrvif  "■?  "'''>■  ■""^ 
r^^^t.}  l'"""';rea  o\er  the  possibility  of  an  ulterior 

gentleman  as  he  moved  heavilv  to  n«^  /  j  •  ^^^^^^°^ 
splf_j„-.  „  I  .  '^"."^»v"y  to  and  fro,  dressing  him- 
7  1^  neuralgia  being  much  better-and  presentTv 
descended  the  stairs  to  find  everybody  absent,  ZTjel 
as  a  servant  explained,  in  a  game  of  water  basket-baut 
the  swimming  pool.  So  he  strolled  off  toward  the  nor  h 
wmg  of  the  house,  which  had  been  built  for  th  squa  h 
courts  and  swimming  pool.  squash- 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  an  uproar  in  the  bi^ 
gy-nasium  as  Mortimer  walked  in,  thLding  his  way 
t  rough  the  palms  and  orange-trees;  much  splash  ngl^ 
the  pool,  cries  and  stifled  laughter,  and  the  quick  raUle 
of  applause  fn,m  the  gallery  of  the  squash-coTrts 

The  Page  boys  and  Rena  and  Eileen  on  one  side 
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were  playing  the  last  match  game  against  Sylvia, 
Marion  Page,  Siward,  and  Ferrall  on  the  other;  the 
big,  slippery,  glistening  ball  was  flying  about  through 
storms  of  spray.  Marion  caught  it,  but  her  brother 
Gordon  got  it  away ;  then  Ferrall  secured  it  and  dived 
toward  the  red  goal;  but  Rena  Bonncsdel  caught  him 
under  water ;  the  ball  bobbed  up,  and  Sylvia  flung  both 
arms  around  it  with  a  little  warning  shout  and  hurled  it 
back  at  Siward,  who  shot  forward  like  an  arrow,  his  op- 
ponents gathering  about  him  in  full  cry,  amid  laughter 
and  excited  applause  from  the  gallery,  where  Grace 
Ferrall  and  Captain  Voucher  were  wildly  off'ering  odds 
on  the  blue,  and  Alderdene  and  Major  Belwether  were 
thriftily  booking  them. 

Mortimer  climbed  the  slippery,  marble  stairway  as 
fast  as  his  lack  of  breath  permitted,  anxious  for  his 
share  of  the  harvest  if  the  odds  were  right.  He  ignored 
his  wife's  smilingly  ironical  off*er,  seeing  no  sense  in 
bothering  about  money  already  inside  the  family;  but 
he  managed  to  make  several  apparently  desirable  wagers 
with  Katharyn  Tassel  and  one  with  Beverly  Plank,  who 
was  also  obstinately  backing  the  blues,  the  losing  side. 
Sylvia  played  forward  for  the  blues. 

Agatha  Caithness,  sleeves  rolled  up,  tall  and  slim 
and  strangely  pale  in  her  white  flannels,  came  from  the 
squash-court  with  Quarrier  to  watch  the  finish ;  and  Mor- 
timer observed  her  sidewise,  blinking,  irresolute,  for  he 
had  never  understood  her  and  was  always  a  trifle  afraid 
of  her.  A  pair  of  icicles,  she  and  Quarrier,  with  whom 
he  had  never  been  on  betting  terms ;  so  he  made  no  sug- 
gestions in  that  direction,  and  presently  became  absorbed 
in  the  splashing  battle  below.  Indeed,  such  a  dashing 
of  foam  and  showering  of  spray  was  taking  place  that 
the  fronds  of  the  big  palms  hung  dripping  amid  drenched 
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blossoms  overweighted  and  prone  on  the  wet  marble  edges 
of  the  pool.  * 

Suddenly,  through  the  confused  blur  of  foam  and 
spray  the  big,  glistening  ball  shot  aloft  and  remained. 
Blue !  Blue !  »  exclaimed  Grace  Ferrall,  clapping 
her  hands;  and  a  little  whirlwind  of  cries  and  hand  clap- 
pmg  echoed  from  the  gallery  as  the  breathless  swimmers 
came  climbing  out  of  the  pool,  with  scarcely  wind  enough 
eft  for  a  word  or  strength  for  a  gesture  toward  the 
laughmg  crowd  above. 

Mortimer,  disgusted,  turned  away,  already  casting 
about  him  for  somebody  to  play  cards  with— it  being  his 
•mperament  and  his  temper  to  throw  good  money  after 
bad.  But  Quarrier  and  Miss  Caithness  had  already  re- 
turned to  the  squash-courts,  the  majority  of  the  swim- 
mers to  their  several  dressing-rooms,  and  Grace  FerralPs 
party,  equipped  for  motoring,  to  the  lawn,  where  they 
lost  little  time  in  disappearing  into  the  golden  haze 
which  a  sudden  shift  of  wind  had  spun  out  of  the  cloud- 
less afternoon's  sunshine. 

However,  he  got  Marion,  and  also,  as  usual,  the  two 
men  who  had  made  a  practice  of  taking  away  his  money 
—Major  Belwether  and  Lord  Alderdene.  He  hadn't 
particularly  wanted  them;  he  wanted  somebody  he  could 
play  with,  like  Siward,  for  example,  or  even  the  two 
ten-dollar  Pages;  not  that  their  combined  twenty  would 
do  him  much  good,  but  it  would  at  least  permit  him  the 
pleasures  of  the  card-table  without  personal  loss. 

But  the  Pages  had  retired  to  dress,  and  Voucher  was 
for  motoring,  and  he  had  no  use  for  his  wife,  and  he 
was  afraid  of  Plank's  game,  and  Siward,  seated  on  the 
«ige  of  the  pool  and  sharing  a  pint  of  ginger-ale  with 
Sylvia  Landis,  shook  his  head  at  the  suggestion  and  re- 
sumed his  division  of  the  ginger-ale. 
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Plank  and  Leila  Mortimer  came  down  to  congratu- 
late them.     Sylvia,  alwajs  instinctively  and  particularly 
nice  to  people  of  Plank's  sort  whom  she  occasionally  en- 
countered, was  so  faultlessly  amiable,  that  Plank,  who 
had  never   before   permitted    himself   the   privilege    of 
monopolising  her,  found  himself  doing  ii  so  easily  that 
it  kept  him  in  a  state  of  persistent  mental  intoxication. 
That  slow,  sweet,  upward  training  inflection  to  a 
statement  which  instantly  became  a  confided  question 
was  an  unconscious  trick  which  had  been  responsible,  in 
Sylvia's  brief  life,  for  more  mistakes  than  anything  else. 
Like  others  before  him,  Beverly  Plank  made  the  mistake 
that  the  sweetness  of  voice  and  the  friendliness  of  eyes 
were  particularly  personal  to  him,  in  tribute  to  qualities 
he  had  foolishly  enough  hitherto  not  suspected  in  him- 
self.     Nov     -e  suspected  them,   and  whatever  of  real 
qualities  dev.able  had  been  latent  in  him  also  appeared 
at  once,  confirming  his  modest  suspicions.     Certainly  he 
was  a  wit!     Was  not  this  perfectly  charming  girl's  re- 
sponsive  and   delicious   laughter  proof  enough.?     Cer- 
tainly he  was   epigrammatic!     Certainly   he  could  be 
easy,  polished,  amusing,  sympathetic,  and  vastly  inter- 
esting all  the  while.     Could  he  not  divine  it  in  her  un- 
divided attention,  the  quick,  amused  flicker  of  recogni- 
tion animating  her  beautiful  face  when  he  had  turned  a 
particularly  successful  phrase  or  taken  a  verbal  hurdle 
without  a  cropper?     And  ab-ve  all,  her  kindness  to  him 
impressed  him ;  her  natural        :  friendly  pleasure  in  be- 
ing agreeable.     Here  he  wa.       -ady  on  an  informal  foot- 
ing with  one  of  the  persons  of  whom  he  had  been  most  shy 
and  uncertain.     If  people  were  going  to  be  as  considerate 

of  him  as  she  had  proved,  why — why 

His  dull,  Dutch-blue  eyes  returned  to  her,  fascinated. 
The  conquest  of  what  he  desired  and  meant  to  have  be- 
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came  merged  in  a  vague  plan  which  included  such  a 
marriage  as  he  had  dreamed  of. 

Somebody  had  once  told  him  that  a  man  who  could 
afford  to  dress  for  dinner  could  go  anywhere ;  meaning 
that,  being  a  man,  nature  had  fitted  his  feet  with  the 
paraphernalia  for  climbing  as  high  as  he  cared  to  climb. 
There   was  just  enough  truth  in  the  statement  to 
determine  him  to  use  his  climbing  irons ;  and  he  had  done 
so.  carrying  his  fortune  with  him,  which  had  proved 
neither  an  impediment  nor  an  aid  so  far.     But  now  he 
had  concluded  that  neither  his  god-sent  climbing  irons, 
his  amiability,  his  obstinacy,  his  mild,  tireless  persis- 
tency, nor  his  money  counted.     It  had  come  to  a  crisis 
where  personal  worth  and  sterling  character  must  carry 
him  through  sheer  merit  to  the  inner  temple— that  inner 
temple  of  raw  gold  whose  altars  are  served  by  a  sexless 
skeleton  in  cap  and  bells ! 
• 
Siward,  inclined  to  be  amused  by  the  duration  of 
the  trance  into  which  Plank  had  fallen,  watched  the 
progress  of  that  bulky  young  man's  infatuation  as  he 
sat  there  on  the  pool's  marble  edge,  exchanging  trivial 
views  on  trivial  subjects  with  Mrs.  Leroy  Mortimer. 

But  her  conversation,  even  when  inconsequential,  was 
never  wearisome  except  when  she  made  it  so  for  her  hus- 
band's benefit.  Features,  person,  personality,  and  tem- 
perament were  warmly  exotic ;  her  dark  eyes  with  their 
slight  Japanese  slant,  the  clear  olive  skin  with  its  rose 
bloom,  the  temptation  of  mouth  and  slender  neck,  were 
always  provocative  of  the  audacity  in  men  which  she 
could  so  well  meet  with  amusement  or  surprise,  or  at 
times  with  a  fascinating  audacity  of  her  own  wholly 
charming  because  of  its  setting. 

Once,  in  their  history,  during  her  early  married  life, 
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hr„„^  1.    1,^"  '"^  ^nlimenlal  about  her;  but  neither 
?o  mlL  d?"^  approached  the  danger  line  closer    han 
to  make  danng  eyes  at  one  another  aeross  the  fr^nlie.^ 
of  good  taste      And  their  youthful  enchantn ,17  had 
faded  so  naturally,  so  pleasantly,  that  always  there  hTt 
remaned  to  them  both  an  agreeable  aft  ^-tLt^a  so 
of  gay  understanding  which  almost  invariabri  J  t ' 
nutual  banter  when  they  encountered.     But  now  ^e 
thing  appeared  to  be  lacking  in  their  ra  her   liX 
badinag,^-something  of  the  usual  flavour  which  once  W 
»a^ted  even  a  laughing  silence  with  significance      Siwi^ 
toj  had  ceased  to  be  amused  at  the^ectucle  of  PuS 
calf-hke  mfatuation;  and  Leila  Mortimer's  bored  s^le 
had  lasted  so  long  that  her  olive-pink  cheeks  were  7iff 
.»d  she  relaxed  her  flKed  features  with  a  littk  sh^a  tha^ 

r,r  "T"';-^  "'  "  *'-'•  Then,  looWnTpru 
denlly  around,  she  encountered  Siward's  eyes-  and  d^ 
.ng  a  moment's  hesitation  they  considered' ™e  It; 

roHtwa^r^i-3^--^^^^^^ 

oi  telepathy      There  had  been  something  wounded  in 
for  the  hapless  had  softened  her  wonderfully  within  a 

h^"*M  J?.'-  r'  "  "'^-P"^' »»'  '•"t-'y  Coble 

had  subdued  the  brilliancy  of  her  dark  eyes,  and  mad 
her  tongue  more  gentle  in  dealing  with  all  failinl      b1 
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»  ifajjy  cared  tor  any  one  man  hofnro      v 
she  was  not  at  al]  certain  R   f     **"  ^*°^^-     ^O' 

under  her  breath    "  T    va  u  ^^<^P'"p"»      she    said 

iit-r  oreatn,      l  didn't  mean   to   hurt   von 

a  ver;yr  joung  mother  might  inspect  a  rival  infant  with 
whom  her  matchless  offspring  was  coquetting 

Then,  without  appearing  to,  she  took  Plank  awav 

nZ  LTd^tt  ;h°  ^'''""^  *'^*  "°^"^^  cxc:;fsi7a  ^ 

relv  d      He  p    '/"""^  ";'"  ^^^  ^^^"  incontinently 
removed.     He,  Plank,  never  doubting  that  he  was  a  ner 
fectl3.  free  agent,  decided  that  the  time  had  arrived  /or" 
triumphant  retirement.     It  had-   but  I  ^I.   (r  ! 
not  he,  had  rendered  the  decisiol' anlo^teriXut^ 
appeared  even  to  Plank  himself  that  he  had  ilgl. d 
her  off  with  bm  rather  masterfully.     Clearly  he  fis 
beconung  a  devil  of  a  fellow '  ^  ^ 

tate^^^'^^ll"'"''^  *?  ^^^'^^  ^'*"^^d  up  at  him,  hesi- 
tated, and  began  to  laugh  consciously : 

quisiti^n''"  '°  "^^  *'"^  °'  "^^  ^^*-*  -"^™-tal  ac- 

Siwllf  ^o^Tumor"  *^  ^  ^^^^  ^^""'"  -P^^^^ 
;;  How  brutal  you  can  be!  »  she  mused,  smiling 
.  Nonsense!     He's  a  plain  bounder,  isn't  he"^' 

ai«eaLT  ''•  '  \  ^'  ^'^      «^  ^^^^^^^  me  a  trifle 

appeahngly-^ven  pathetically;  they  usually  do,  th! 
"ort.  ...  As  though  the  trouble  they  took  could  ever 
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tnlT  *^\*™'  *^'^  ^"^-  •  •  There  are  dozen,  of 
men  I  know  who  are  far  less  presentable  than  this  hTJhly 

IreTal^T/tf  "*  young  hu.an  being;  and  ;' fh^^ 
Z  ^  ♦  {  "  accomplished  scheme  of  things-like 
tTZXTu'T  '^T-^^-^^  Pathetic^to  mt 

Species  of  L  ""'    ^°'    '^^    **^**-     ^^^    ^'^ 

fepeces  of  the  same  genus  can  cross,  of  course,  but  I  had 

donkey  I  d  sing  and  cavort  with  my  own  kind   and  let 

scheme  of  th  ngs.         .  Now  /  have  been  brutal.     But- 
l  m  easily  coloured  by  my  environment." 

She  sut,  smiling  maliciously  down  at  the  water 
smoothmg  out  the  soaked  skirt  of  her  swimLV:^  ,' 
and  swmgmg  her  legs  reflectively.  ^         ' 

«  Trwha"./""'""''  "  ^'^  ^^'^  P'^^^"*^>'- 

know  '^°t!'*^^"«  S^^*^^^'--  To-day  is  our  last  day,  you 
know.  To-morrow  we  all  go;  and  next  day  thesi  fa- 
nuhar  walls  will  ring  with  other  voices,  my  pir  friend : 

"  •  Yon  rising  moon  that  looks  for  us  again— 
How     t  hereafter  will  she  wax  and  wane; 
How  oft  uereafter.  rising,  look  for  us 

Ihrough  this  same  mansion-and  for  me  in  vain! ' " 

"  That  is  I— the  one,  you  know.     You  may  be  here 
agam ;  but  I-/  shall  not  be  I  if  I  ever  come  to^Shotov" 

Her  stockinged  heels  beat  the  devil's  tattoo  against 
the  marble  sides  of  the  pool.  She  reached  up  abofe  her 
head,  drawing  down  a  flowering  branch  of  Japanese 
orange,  and  caressed  her  delicate  nose  with  the  white 
blossoms,  dreamily,  then,  mischievously:  «  Pm  accustom^ 
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ing  myself  to  this  most  significant  perfume,"  she  said. 

ook.„g  at  him  askance.     And  .he  dehberately  humm«i 

the^weddang  march,  watching  the  colour  rise  in  his  suUen 

"  ^^3^°"  had  the  courage  of  a  sparrow  you'd  make 
hfe  worth  something  for  us  both,"  he  said 

"I  know  it;  I  haven't;  but  I  seem  to  possess  the 
romamder  of  his  lordship's  traits-inconsequ^ce,  se,f! 
centred  selfishness,  the  instinct  for  Fifth  Avenue  net- 
buUdm^all  the  feathered  vices,  all  the  unlovely  Ir- 
sonahty  and  futility  and  uselessness  of  my  prototy^^I. 

;ou;age"!' '    "    ^""   °'""'^'   '    ^*^^    «^^     ^-''*/ of 

what  you're  going  to  do,"  he  said  sulkily 

like  th^'J  ^wi  ,,^r*'™«''  '^hen  you  wear  a  scowl 
hke  that,  I  thmk  that  it  may  require  no  more  courage 

know.''  ^"^  "^^  •  •  •  •  "^"^  «o»"«times-I  don^t 

She  crossed  her  knees,  one  slender  ankle  imprisoned  in 
her  hand,  leamng  forward  thoughtfully  above  the  water, 
iusf  vn"  ^^*/*^'  '^^  "'"^^i'  "  for  we  shall  never  be 
ClJZ  I  *«*'"-n«ver  again,  my  friend,  after  we 
leave  this  rocky  coast  of  Eden.  ...  I    shall  have  hints 

Derful"  f     T""'"^  *"/  ^^'  ^""^  °^  *^^  «^'  i"  the 
perfume  of  autumn  woods,  in  the  whisper  of  stirring 

leaves  when  the  white  birches  put  on  their  gold  cro^! 

next    year."     She    smiled,    turning    to   him,    a    HWe 

gravey:  "When  the  Lesser  Childrel,  return  Jith  Apri^ 

I  shall  not  forget  you,  Mr.   Siward,  nor  forget  your 

mercy  of  a  day  on  them ;  nor  your  comradeship,1u,r  your 

sweetness  to  me.      .  .  Nor  your  charity  for  me,  nor  a" 

hat  you  overlook  so  far  in  me,-under  the  glamour  of  a 

spell  that  seems  to  hold  you  still,  and  that  still  holds  me 
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^.  .  I  can  answer  for  my  constancy  so  far,  until  one 
more  spnng  and  summer  have  come  and  gono-until  one 
more  autumn  comes  and  while  it  lasts-a.s  long  as  anv 
.emblance  of  the  settmg  remains  which  had  once  framc;i 
you;  I  can  answer  for  my  constancy  as  long  as  that. 
.  .  .  Afterwards,  the  snow  .--symbol  of  our  separation. 
1  am  to  be  married  a  year  from  November  first." 

that  fh         'L^P''*  ^'' '"  ^"'^  '"'P"^'  ^^-^  ^'  ^^^  J'e^rd 
thatjhear  weddmg  date  had  been  set  for  the  coming 

;;  A  year's  engagement?  "  he  repeated,  unconvinced. 
It  was  my  wish.  I  think  that  is  sufficient  for  every- 
body concerned."  Then,  averting  her  face,  which  had 
suddenly  lost  a  little  of  its  colour:  «  A  year  is  little 
enough"  she  said  impatiently.  « I-^hat  has  hap- 
pened to  us  requires  an  interval-«  decent  interval  for  its 
bunal.  .  .  Death  is  respectable  in  any  form.  What 
di^  between  you  and  me  can  have  no  resurrection  . 
under  the  snow.  .  .  .  So  I  bring  to  the  burial  my  tribute 
-a  year  of  hfe  a  year  of  constancy,  my  friend ;  symbol 

L   y^\       u^    "P'  ^"'^"^'  *^'  ^"'•^^^  ^-""^  stamped  on 
lips  still  trembling.     «  Sentiment  in  such  a  woman  as  I ! 
A  spectacle  for  Gods  and  men,'  you  are  saying-are 
you  not?     And  perhaps  sentiment  with  me  is  only  an 
ancient  instinct,  a  latent  ancestral  quality  for  which 
I,  ages  later,  have  no  use."     She  was  laughing  easily. 
No  use  for  sentiment,  as  our  bodies  have  no  use  for  that 
fashionable  little  c.Z-^.-,«c.  you  know,  though  wise  men 
say  It  once  served  its  purpose,  too.  .  .  .  Stephen  Siward, 
what  do  you  think  of  me  now?  " 

**  I  am  learning,"  he  replied  simply. 
"  What,  if  you  please?  " 
"  Learning  a  little  about  what  I  am  losing  " 
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"  You  mean — me?  " 
"  Yes." 

She  bent  for«-ard  impulsively,  balancing  her  body  on 
the  pool's  nm  wath  both  arms,  dropping  hor  knee  until  her 
ankles  swung  interlocked  above  the  water.  "  Listen  " 
«he  sa,d  in  a  low  distinct  voice:  "  What  you  lose  is  ilo 
other  man's  gam !  If  I  warm  and  expand  in  your  pres- 
ence-.f  I  say  clever  things  sometimes-if  I  urn  intelli- 
gent, sympathetic,  and  amusing-it  is  because  of  you. 
You  msp.re  it  m  me.     Normally  I  am  the  sort  of  girl 

mvscir  "      1^  *M'^*""-     ^  *^"  •^•°"  '^^'  '  'J-'t  l^now 
you.     Quaht.es  of  understanding  ,  ability  to  appreciate, 
to  express  myself  without  employing  the  commonplaces 
subtleties  of  mtercourse-all,  maybe,  were  latent  in  me 

vou'^    t'h"        *  ^"  '""'^  '"'•'  "^  ''^^-  •  •  •  ^-^  -»-" 

!nnfii^'  "ew  sensitive  alertness,  the  unconscious  self- 
confidence,  all  will  smoulder  and  die  out  in  me  T 

.."?V*i  ^  ,T^'''  *^^*  '*  ^^«  ^"«  t«  you-part'of  me 
that  I  should  never  have  known,  of  which  I  should  have 
remained  totally  ignorant,  had  it  not  blossomed  sud- 
denly, stimulated  by  you  alone." 

Slowly  the  clouded  seriousness  of  her  blue  eyes 
cleared,  and  the  smile  began  to  glimmer  again.  "  That 
IS  your  revenge;  you  recommit  me  to  my  commonplace 
self;  you  restore  me  to  my  tinsel  career,  practically  a 
dolt.  Shame  on  you,  Stephen  Siward,  to  treat  a  poor 
girl  so!  .  But  it's  just  as  well.  Blunted  per^p- 
lons,  acco.dmg  to  our  needs,  you  know;  and  so  life  is 
tempered  for  us  all,  else  we  might  not  endure  it  long 

is'ii  nnf^'^"'^J,T.'^'^  suggestion  for  a  day  hke  thi^ 
is  It  not?  .  .  .  Shall  we  take  a  farewell  plunge  and 
dress.^     You  know  we  say  good-bye  to-morrow.''^  ' 
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"  Where  do  you  go  from  here? 

'•  To  Lenox ;  the  Claymores  have  asked  U8  for  a 
week ;  after  that,  Hot  Springs  for  another  two  r.  eeks  or 
•o;  after  that,  to  Oyster  Bay.  ...  Mr.  Quarrier  openn 
his  house  on  Sedge  Point,"  she  added  demurely,  "  but  I 
don't  think  he  expects  to  invite  you  to  *  The  Sedges.*  '* 

"How  long  do  you  stay  there?"  asked  Siward 
irritably. 

"  Until  we  go  to  town  in  December." 

"  What  will  you  find  to  do  all  that  time  in  Oyster 
Bay?  "  he  asked  more  irritably. 

"  What  a  premature  question !  The  yacht  is  there. 
Besides,  there's  the  usual  neighbourhood  hunting,  with 
the  usual  packs  and  inevitable  set;  the  usual  steeple- 
chasing;  the  usual  exchange  of  social  amenities ;  the  usial 
driving  and  riding;  the  usual,  my  poor  friend,  the  usual, 
in  all  its  uncompromising  certainty.  .  .  .  And  what  are 
you  to  do?" 

"When?" 

"  After  you  leave  here?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  You  don't  know  where  you  are  going?  ** 

"  I'm  going  to  town." 

"And  then?" 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  Oh,  but  haven't  you  been  asked  somewhere?    You 
have,  of  course." 

"  Yes,  and  I  have  declined." 

"  Matters  of  business,"  she  inferred.     •*  Too  bad '  " 

"  Oh,  no." 

"  Then,"  she  concluded,  laughing,  "  you  don't  care 
to  tell  me  where  you  are  going." 

No,"  he  said  thoughtfully,  "  I  don't  care  to  tell 


(( 


you 


»» 
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She  laughed  again  carelessly,  and,  placing  onTh^ 
on  the  tiled  pavement,  sprung  lightly  to  her  foet. 

^^  A  last  plunge?  "  ,he  ankod,  as  he  rose  nt  her  side 
read   ?  "'  '*"'''  ''*'*  ^'""^^  together.     Deep!     Arc  you 
She  raised  her  white  arms  above  her  head,  finger-tin. 
jomed.  poised  an  instant  on  the  brink,  swaying  forward ; 
then,  at  lus  bnef  word,  they  flashed  downward  together 
cutting  the  crystalline  sea-water,  shooting  like  great  fish 
over  the  glass-tiled  bed,  shoulder  to  shoulder  under  th- 
water;  and  opening  their  eyes,  they  turned  toward  one 
another  w.th  a  swift  outstretch  of  hands,  an  uncontrol- 
lable touch  of  l.ps.  the  verj-    ^xdow  of  contact;  then 
cleaving  upward,  rising  to  the    .rface  to  lie  breathlesslv 
floating,    arms   extende<l,    and    the   sun   filtering   dow!-, 
through  the  ground-glass  roof  above. 

"We  are  perfectly  crazy,"  she  breathed.  «  Pm 
quite  mad;  I  see  that.  On  land  it's  bad  enough  frr  ^, 
to  misbehave ;  but  submarine  sentiment !     We'll  I  w 

mg  scales  and  tails  presently.  ...  Did  you  evt  , 

of  a  Southern  bird-a  sort  of  hawk,  I  think-thac  al- 
mos    never  alights;  that  lives  and  eats  and  sleeps  its 
whole  life  away  on  the  wing?  and  even  its  courtship, 
and  Its  honeymoon  .P     Grace  Ferral!  pointed  one  out  to 
me  last  winter,  near  Palm  Beach-a  slender  bird,  part 
black,  part  snowy  white,  with  long,   pointed,  delicate 
wings  like  an  enormous  swallow;  and  all  day,  all  niffht 
It  floats  and  soars  and  drifts  in  the  upper  air,  never  rest- 
ing, never  ahghting  except  during  its  brief  nesting  sea- 
son.     .  .  Thmk  of  the  exquisite  bliss  of  drifting  one's 
life  through  in    mid-air-to    sleep,    balanced    on    light 
wings,  upborne  by  invisible  currents  flowing  under  the 
sta«-to  sail  dreamily  through  the  long  sunshine,  to 
float  under  th«  moon !  .  .  .  And  at  last,  I  suppose,  when 
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its  time  has  come,  down  it  whirls  out  of  the  sky,  stone 
dead !  .  .  .  There  is  something  thriUing  in  such  a  death 
— something  magnificent.  .  .  .  And  in  the  exquisitely 
spiritual  honeymoon,  vag^je  as  the  shadow  of  a  rainbow, 
is  the  very  essence  and  aroma  of  that  i^npalpable  Para- 
dise \,e  women  prophesy  in  dreams!  .  .  .  More  senti- 
ment! He'gho!  My  brother  is  the  weeping  crocodile, 
and  the  five  windt,  are  my  wits.  .  .  .  Shall  we  dress.? 
Even  with  a  maid  and  the  electric  air-blast  it  will  take 
time  to  dry  my  hair  and  dress  it." 

'  •  •  .  . 

When  he  came  out  of  his  dressing-room  she  was  ap- 
parently still  in  the  hands  of  the  maid.  So  he  sauntered 
through  the  house  as  far  as  the  library,  and  drawing  a 
cheque-book  from  one  pocket,  fished  out  a  memorandum- 
book  from  another,  and  began  to  cast  up  totals  with  a 
view  to  learning  something  about  the  various  debts  con- 
tracted at  Shotover. 

He  seemed  to  owe  everybody.  Fortune  had  smitten 
him  h'p  and  thigh ;  and,  a  trifle  concerned,  he  began  cov- 
ering a  pad  with  figures  until  he  knew  where  he  stood. 
Then  he  drew  a  considerable  cheque  to  Major  Belwether*s 
order,  another  to  Alderdene.  Others  followed  to  other 
people  for  various  amounts;  and  he  was  very  busily  at 
work  when,  aware  of  another  presence  near,  he  turned 
around  in  his  chair.  Sylvia  Landis  was  writing  at  a 
desk  in  the  comer,  and  she  looked  up,  nodding  the  little 
greeting  that  she  always  reserved  for  him  even  after  five 
minutes'  separation. 

"  I'm  writing  cheques,"  she  said.  "  I  suppose  you're 
writing  to  your  mother." 

"  Why  do  you  think  so?  "  he  asked  curiously. 

"  You  write  to  her  every  day,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  but  how  do  you  know?  " 
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^^     She  looked    at    him   with    unblushing    deliberation. 

You  wrote  every  day If  it  was  to  a  woman,  I 

wanted  to  know.  ...  And  I  told  Grace  Ferrall  that  it 
worried  me.  And  then  Grace  told  me.  Is  there  any 
other  confession  of  my  own  pettiness  that  I  can  make  to 
you." 

"  Did  you  really  care  to  whom  I  was  writing.?  "  he 
asked  slowly. 

"  C?re.?  I— it  worried  me.  Was  it  not  a  pitifully 
common  impulse?  '  Sisters  under  our  skin,'  you  know 
—I  and  the  maid  who  dresses  me.  She  would  have 
snooped;  /  didn't:  that's  the  only  generic  difference.  I 
wanted  to  know  just  the  same.  .  .  .  But— that  was 
before " 

"Before  what.?" 

"  Before  I— please  don't  ask  me  to  say  it.  ...  I 


Is    that    what    you 


did,  once,  when  you  asked  me." 

"  Before  you    cared    for   me. 
mean.? " 

"Yes.  You  are  so  cruelly  literal  when  you  wish  to 
punish  me.  .  .  .  You  are  interrupting  me,  too.  I  owe 
that  wretched  Kemp  Ferrail  a  lot  of  money,  and  I'm  try- 
ing to  find  out  how  much  seven  and  nine  are,  to  close 
accounts  with  Marion  Page." 

Siward  turned  and  continued  his  writing.  And  when 
the  little  sheaf  of  cheques  was  ready  he  counted  them, 
laid  them  aside,  and,  drawing  a  flat  packet  of  fresh  bank- 
notes from  his  portfolio,  counted  out  the  tips  expected 
of  him  below  stairs.  These  arranged  for,  he  straightened 
up  and  glanced  over  his  shoulder  at  Sylvia,  but  she  was 
appa.ontly  absorbed  in  counting  something  on  the  ends 
of  her  fingers,  so  he  turned  smilingly  to  his  desk  and 
wrote  a  long  letter  to  his  mother— the  same  tender,  af- 
fectionately boyish  letter  he  had  always  written  her,  full 
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of  confidences,  full  of  humour,  gaily  anticipating  his  own 
return  to  her  on  the  heels  of  the  letter. 

In  his  first  letter  to  her  from  Shotover  he  had  spoken 
casually  of  a  Miss  Landis.  It  seemed  the  name  was 
familiar  enough  to  his  mother,  who  asked  about  her ;  and 
he  had  replied  in  another  letter  or  two,  a  trifle  emphatic 
in  his  praise  of  her,  because  from  his  mother's  letters  it 
was  quite  evident  that  she  knew  a  good  deal  concerning 
the  very  unconventional  affairs  of  Sylvia's  family. 

Of  his  swift  ; md  somewhat  equi'  ocal  courtship  he 
had  had  nothing  to  say  in  his  letters ;  in  fact  recently  he 
had  nothing  to  say  about  Sylvia  at  all,  reserving  that 
vital  confidence  for  the  clear  sympathy  and  understand- 
ing which  he  looked  forward  to  when  he  should  see  her, 
and  which,  through  dark  days  and  bitter  aftermaths, 
through  struggle  and  defeat  by  his  master-vice,  had 
never  failed  him  yet,  never  faltered  for  an  instant. 

So  he  brought  his  letter  to  a  close  with  a  tender  and 
uneasy  inquiry  concerning  her  health,  which,  she  had  in- 
timated, was  not  exactly  satisfactory,  and  for  that  rea- 
son she  had  opened  the  house  in  town  in  order  to  be  near 
Dr.  Grisby,  their  family  doctor. 

Sealing  and  directing  the  letter,  he  looked  up  to  see 
Sylvia  standing  at  his  elbow.  She  dropped  a  light  hand 
on  his  shoulder  for  a  second,  barely  touching  him — a 
fugitive  caress,  delicate  as  the  smile  hovering  on  her  lips, 
as  the  shy  tenderness  in  her  eyes. 

"More  letters  to  your  sweetheart.?"  she  asked, 
abandoning  her  hand  to  him. 

"  One  more — the  last  before  I  see  her.  ...  I  wish 
you  could  see  her,  Sylvia." 

"  I  wish  so,  too,"  she  answered  simply,  seating  her- 
self on  the  arm  of  his  chair  as  though  it  were  a  side- 
saddle. 

196 


PERSUASION 


I 


They  sat  there  very  sUent  for  a  few 


^    ,      r,.  .  —J  — "-  *"*  a  few  moments,  curi- 

ously  oblivious  to  the  chance  curiosity  of  any  one  who 
nught  enter  or  pass. 

"Would  sh^-care  for  me-^o  you  think?"  asked 
the  girl  m  a  low  voice. 

"  I  think  so, — for  your  real  self." 

«  I  know.     She  could  only  feel  contempt  for  me— as 
I  am."  '^ 

."  Si^  '"  oW-fashioned,"  he  said  reverently. 

That  nieans  aU  that  is  best  in  a  woman The 

old  fashion   f  truth  and  faith ;  the  old  fashion  of  honour, 
and  faith  m  honour;  the  old,  old  fashion  of— love 
All  that  is  best,  Stephen;  aU  that  is  worth  the  love  of  a 
man.  .  .  .  Some  day  somebody  will  revive  those  fash- 


ions 


» 


"  Will  you.?  " 

"  Dear,  they  would  not  become  me,"  she  said,  the 
tenderness  in  her  eyes  deepening  a  little ;  and  she  touched 
his  head  lightly  m  humourous  caress. 

ask^^^^r/^^"  ^^  ^If^^  *^'  ^*"^°S  daylight?  "  she 
asked.     "It  IS  my  last  day  with  you.     I  told  Howaiu  it 

t7rb^^»  ^^  """^^  ^°"'  ^""^  ^  ^^  °°*  ^^^^  *°  ^  ^^'- 

«  You  probably  didn't  say  it  that  way,"  he  com- 
mented,  amused. 
"  I  did.'' 

«f    !ip^r  r'Tc  °^  *^^*  '""*  °^  **^"«  ^«  ^  P«P«red  to 
stand?"  asked  Siward  curiously. 

"How  much?    I  don't  know.    I  don't  believe  he  cares. 
It  IS  my  uncle.  Major  Belwether,  who  is  making  things 

""^«^"Im'  ""';  .  ^  ^"^  *°  *^"  ^«"^^^'  you  kno.> 
What!     exclaimed  Siward  incredulously 

witW  ^S-?"°°  """  ""'■*  "^  ^^'^  ■"'  P^-' 
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"  You  told  Quarrier!"  he  repeated. 

"  Did  you  imagine  I  could  do  otherwise?  "  she  asked 
coolly.  «  I  have  that  much  decency  left.  Certainly  I 
told  him.  Do  you  suppose  that,  after  what  we  did— 
what  I  admitted  to  you— that  I  could  meet  him  as  usual? 
Do  you  think  I  am  afraid  of  him.?  " 

"  I  thought  you  were  afraid  of  losing  him,'»  muttered 
Siward. 

"  I  was,  dreadfully.     And  the  morning  after  you 
and  I  had  been  imprudent  enough  to  sit  up  until  nearly 
daylight— and  do  what  we  did— I  made  him  take  a  long 
walk  with  me,  and  I  told  him  plainly  that  I  cared  for 
you,  that  I  was  too  selfish  and  cowardly  to  marry  you, 
and  that  if  he  couldn't  endure  the  news  he  was  at  liberty 
to  terminate  the  engagement  without  notice." 
"  What  did  he  say?  "  stammered  Siward. 
"  A  number  of  practical  things." 
"  You  mean  to  say  he  stands  it!  " 
"  It  appears  so.     What  else  is  there  for  him  to  do, 
unless  he  breaks  the  engagement?" 
"And  he— hasn't?" 

"  No,  I  was  informed  that  he  held  me  strictly  and 
precisely  to  my  promise;  that  he  would  never  release  me 
voluntarily,  though  I  was,  of  course,  at  liberty  to  do 
what  I  chose.  ...  My  poor  friend,  he  cares  no  more  for 
love  than  do  I.  I  happen  to  be  the  one  woman  in  New 
York  whom  he  considers  absolutely  suitable  for  him;  by 
race,  by  breeding,  by  virtue  of  appearance  and  presence, 
eminently  fitted  to  complete  the  material  portion  of  his 
fortune  and  estate." 

Her  voice  had  hardened  as  she  spoke;  now  it  rang  a 
little  at  the  end,  and  she  laughed  unpleasantly. 

"  It  appears  that  I  was  a  little  truer  to  m>self  than 
you  gave  me  credit  for— a  little  truer  *     you— a  litOe 
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Z  ^'IT  '^    ^^'   shameless,   than   you   must   have 

thought  me.     But  I  have  gone  to  my  limit  of  decency 

a,;  \  \r\  ^  *'"  *^''"''  "^"'^  ^"  ^°^-^  ^ith  y°"  than  i 
am,  I  could  no  put  away  the  positio.;  and  power  offered 
me.     But  I  W3ll  not  lie  for  it,  nor  betray  for  it.  So 

you  remember  once  you  asked  me  for  what  reasons  I 
dropped  men  from  my  list?  And  I  told  you,  because  of 
any  falsehood  or  treachery,  any  betrayal  of  trust-and 
for  no  other  reason.  You  remember.?  And  did  you 
suppose  that  elemental  standard  of  decency  did  not  in- 
clude women— even  such  a  woman  as  P  "     * 

and^esfi'T'^u""'  ^'^^   °"    *^^   ^'^^'^    °^   h«   <^»^«>> 

shot  i";^"' '"  ^'"  °"  '*'  ^*^^'"«  ^'  «p-^  —  h« 

T  ni'S'f^  ^""^  '*  ^""^  *°  ^''  ^°"  «^'  ^'^^"  I  found  that 
I  cared  for  you.     There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  tell 

ti^^t  I  didTf  T"  r.""""  '^"'  ''  ""^  ""  °«^'  ^"*  I  f°""d 
I  dLn't  t         u°''  *^'  "'^"-     ^  ^"^^  ^^  ^*«  «^n«tive,  but 

and  to      f r"    ?  "*'  ''"'^*^^^  *°  P^"°"^l  "dicule  only, 
and  to  nothmg  else  in  all  the  world  that  I  can  discover      i 

-I  suppose,  from  my  frankness  to  him,  he  has  concluded 

that  no  ndicule  could  ever  touch  him  through  me      I 

mean,  he  trusts  me  enough  to  marry  me He  will  be 

«h.  «hT?  '-^'f^'  *'  ""y  P'"°""^  ~^'  '"^*  i«  concerned," 
she  added  naively  «  It  seems  that  I  am  capable  of  loyl, 
but  I  xm  incapable  of  its  degradation." 

hi«  K^'7 -"^'iLTi"^  ^'^""'^y  ^°^*"^  °^^^  ^^«  desk,  rested 
has  head  m  both  hands;  and  she  stooped  from  her  perch 

ZL'Z-  *'^  ^^;'^P--g  ^-  ^ot  cheeks  ag';:nst 
h.s  hands-a  moment  only;  then  slipping  to  her  feft,  she 
curled  up  m  a  great  arm-chair  by  the  fire,  head  tipped 
back,  blue  gaze  concentrated  on  him. 

m.  l'^^'  ^!t^  ^°I  'T  *°  ^°'"  '^'  ^^''d'  "  '«  *o  anibush 
me  some  mght,  and  throw  me  into  a  hansom,  and  drive 
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iw  both  to  the  parson's.     I'd  hate  you  for  it  as  much  as 
I  d  love  you,  but  I'd  make  you  an  interesting  wife." 

"I  may  do  that  yet,"  he  said,  lifting  his  head  from 
his  hands. 

"  You've  a  year  to  do  it  in,"  she  observed.  ...  By 
the  way,  you're  to  take  me  in  to  dinner,  as  you  did  the 
first  night.     Do  you  remember?     I  asked  Grace  Ferrall 
then.     I  asked  her    again    to-day.     Heigho!     It    was 
years  ago,  wasn't  it,  that  I  drove  up  to  the  station  and 
saw  a  very  attractive  and  perplexed  young  man  looking 
anxiously  about  for  somebody  to  take  him  to  Shoto/er. 
Ahem!  the  notorious  Mr.  Siward!     Dear,  ...  I  didn't 
mean  to  hurt  you !     You  know  it,  silly !     Mayn't  I  have 
my  httle  joke  about  your  badness— your  redoubtable  bad- 
ness of  reputation.?     There !     You  had  just  better  smile. 
.   .  .  How  dare  you  frighten  me  by  making  me  think 
I  had  hurt  you!  .  .  .  Besides,  you  are  probably  un- 
repentant." ^ 

She  watched  him  closely  for  a  moment  or  two,  then, 
"  Are  you  unrepentant?  " 

"About  what?" 

"About  your  general  wickedness?  About—"  she 
hesitated—"  about  that  girl,  for  example." 

"  What  girl?  "  he  asked  coldly. 

"  That  reminds  me  that  you  have  told  me  absolutely 
nothing  about  her." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  tell,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  so 
utterly  new  to  her  in  its  finality  that  she  sat  up  as 
though  listening  to  an  unknown  voice. 

Tone  and  words  so  completely  excluded  her  from  the 
new  intimacy  into  which  she  had  imperceptibly  drifted 
that  both  suddenly  developed  a  significance  from  sheer 
contrast.  Who  was  this  girl,  then,  of  whom  he  had  abso- 
lutely nothing  to  say?     What  was  she  to  him?     What 
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She  had  sometimes  idly  speculated  in  an  indefinitely 

nnocent  way  as  to  just  what  a  well-born  man  could  find 

tointerest  hmi  an  such  women ;  what  he  could  have  to  talk 

about  to  persons  of  that  sort,  where  community  of  tastes 

and  traditions  must  be  so  absolutely  lacking 

Gossip,  scandal  of  that  nature,  hints,  silences,  innu- 

the  2'l  .'  T  'm '"^.^  °^  ^°""«  «^^'^  oversophisticated, 
the  cooK  hard  smiles  of  matrons,  all  had  left  her  indiffer- 
ent or  bored,  partly  from  distaste,  partly  from  sheer  in- 
credulity; a  refusal  to  understand,  an  innate  dehcacy 
t^t  not  only  refrains  from  comprehension,  but  also  de- 
nies Itself  even  the  curiosity  to  inquire  or  the  temptation 
of^vaguest  surmise  on  a  subject  that  could  not  exist  for 

But  now,  something  of  the  uncomfortable  uneasiness 
had  come  over  her  which  she  had  been  conscious  of  wh^ 
made  aware  of  Marion  Page's  worldly  wisdom,  and  wWch 
had  imperceptibly  chilled  her  when  Grace  Ferrall  Ip^kt 
of  Siward  s  escapade,  coupling  this  woman  and  him  in 
the  same  scandal. 

She  took  it  for  granted  that  there  must  be,  for  men, 
an  attraction  toward  women  who  figured  publicly  behind 
the  foot-hghts,  though  it  appeared  very  sHly  to  her.  In 
fact  It  all  was  silly  and  undignified-part  and  parc;i,  no 
doub  ,  of  that  undergraduate  foolishness  which  see^^ 

l:^z  ^°"^  "^"  ^'°  '^'  °*^---  ^**--<i 

matter  with  a  seriousness  entirely  out  of  proportion  in 

^J     vTl  °'.v^'  '"^J^'*'  ^"^  '^'  ^^^*  *  «t«e  irri- 
tated, a  little  humiliated,  a  little  hurt,  and  took  refuge 

in  a  silence  that  he  did  not  offer  to  break. 
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Earbr  twilight  had  fallen  in  the  room;  the  fireliaht 
grew  redder.  * 

V  xlV^'^t^'  }'''  "^''^  abruptly,  reverting  to  the  old, 
light  tone  hmting  of  the  laughter  in  iu«  eyes  which  X 
could  no  longer  see,  "  Suppose,  as  you  suggested,  I  did 

ver  "nos'T""'^^  "'*"  *'^  opera-seize  yfu  under  th 
very  nose  of  your  escort  and  make  madly  for  a  hansom  ?  " 

^^  I  know  of  no  other  way,"  she  said  demurely. 

^^  Would  you  resist,  physically?  " 

"  I  would,  if  nobody  were  looking  " 

"Desperately?" 

-K  "  ^A^'l  •'^?-^  ''"°''-  ^^''^''^  '*  ^«"W"'t  last  long," 
she  sa.d,  th.nkmg  of  his  slimly  powerful  build  as  she  had 

she  wondered  how  long  she  could  resist  him  with  her  own 
wholesome  supple  activity  strengthened  to  the  perfection 
of  health  m  saddle  and  afoot. 

A.Z1  ^^'^^jd  advise  you  to  chloroform  me,"  she  said 
defiantly  You  don't  realise  my  accomplishments  with 
the  punching-bag." 

"  So  you  mean  to  resist?  " 

T  J  3^'  ^  "1?*  ^^}  ''"*  *^'"«  *°  surrender  at  once. 
I  might  as  well  go  off  to  church  with  you  now  " 

"Wenniston   church!"    he    said    promptly.     "I'll 
order  the  Mercedes."  ^  ^ 

She  laughed,  lazily  settling  herself  more  snugly  bv 

There  n^uld  be  a  dog  lying  across  that  rug.  and  a 
comfortable  Angora  tabby  dozing  by  the  fender,  and- 
you.  cross-legged,  at  my  feet,  with  that  fascinating  head 
01  yours  tipped  back  against  my  knees." 

The  laughter  in  her  voice  died  out,  and  he  had  risen, 
saymg  unsteadily:  « Don't!  I-I  can't  stand  that 
sort  of  thing,  you  know." 
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She  had  made  a  mistake,  too;  ,he  also  had  suddc.lv 
become  aware  of  her  own  limit,  in  the  same  dirccti:!: 
^^  Forgjve  me,  dear!     I  meant  no  mockery." 

difficult."  *""*' ^^^''  "  ''*'"'  *  ""^^  ^""^^  ''»"K»'t*^' 

tend;;To\rhi7pt'' '  '^'~'^"'''""- ' ''-  "^"'^  '^'^■ 

;;  Your  happiness  is  before  you,"  he  said  sullenly. 

My  future,  you  mean.     You  know  I  am  exchanc- 

jng  one  for  the  other.  .  .  .  And  some  day  you  will  awake 

to  the  mfamy  of  it;  you  will  comprehenVthe  deprTvity 

tLl^^^  '"^^'  ^  '^^^'-  •  •  •  ^"d  then-and 

She  passed  one  slim  hand  over  her  face-"  then  you 
wdl  shake  yourself  free  from  tlus  dream  of  me;  then 
awake,  my  punishment  at  your  hands  will  beirin 
Dear,  no  man  in  his  right  senses  can  continue  to  loW  a 
girl  such  as  I  am.     All  that  is  true  and  ardent  and  gen^ 
erous  'n  you  has  invested  my  physical  attractiveness  and 
my  small  mtellect  with  a  magic  that  cannot  last,  because 
^18  magic;  and  you  are  the  magician,  enmeshed  for  the 
moment  m  the  masts  of  your  own  enchantment.     When 
this  fades,  when  you  unclose  your  eyes  in  clear  day- 
hght,  dear,  I  dread  to  think  what  I  shall  appear  [o 
you     what  a  dreadful,  shrunken,  bloodless  shel^  hung 
with  lace  and  scented,  silken  cerements-a  jewelled  mum^ 
my-cas^a  thing  that  never  was!  ...  ^  "a^ 
stand  my  punishment  a  little,  now.?  " 

"  If  it  were  true,"  he  said  in  a  dull  voice,  "  you  will 
have  forgotten,  too."  ^ 

A  ^r^^  ^  '"*^'"  '^^  ^^'^  "^"^^^  ^^^  breath 

And,  after  a  long  silence:  "  Do  you  tliink,  before  the 

^^Ct^  ^°"  "'^^^^  ^  ^-*«»  -ugh  cour! 
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"  ^®-     '  «*>«U  not  even  pray  for  it      T  »v..#\.u  » 
y^  P»rt  of  ™e.     I  t.U  you  the  ,ii«,„  i.  ,„  ^^\,^. 

of"  Ju'"t„":top'n,r„ow"  ir  r  -^  -r.  "'-"«*'' 

fnghtoned  ..  I  „..     Ho  „.i«h.  .«vo  .t„pp;d  ,„c  t 
oia  not.  ...  And  now,  what  i,  there  on  earth  to  halt 
:;/     Love  cannot.     Con,n,o„  deeency  and  courage   1„ 
not.     fear  of  your  unhappine^,  and  nunc  cannot      N^ 

enable  of  1        °"  •        "'""  ""'  ''»■'' '  '  <""  "«4  in. 

■ 
of  M^Z  ^"""  '"""  '"*°  ""'  ■•'»■"  ""d  f«-""i  a  duel 

cur^^Xr^^ilrrn'fZ^^^^ 

"I  wish  we  could,"  said  Sylvia  simply. 
Grace  laughed.     "  What  a  little  fool  you  are  "•  she 
.a,d  tender  y,  seating  herself  in  Siwari's  chair  an"  droo 

"sfe„r  ''""'/"■■  ■"■'  ""'"  »  -'«'  on  the  aZ 
you» '^  Oh'  ^el     ""  "■"'•l'-"-'  big.  strong  fellow  Z 
nowcle^  for  h   «"  IT  ^'^  ^  " •'     ^y  "'»«^'™~  i' 
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*aw  you  had  a  good  time  at  Shotover^the  time  of  your 

Sylvia  railed  her  eyes  and  encountered  Siward'i 

^^  I  certainly  have,"  she  said  faintly. 

"  CV*<  Wm,  cherie.  Can  you  be  as  civil,  Stephen— 
conscientiously?  Oh,  that  is  very  nice  of  you!  But 
there  s  one  thing:  u^hy  on  earth  didn't  you  make  eyes  at 
Marion?  Life  might  be  one  long,  blissful  carnival  of 
horse  and  dog  for  you  both.  Oh,  dear !  there,  I'm  med- 
dling again !     Pinch  me,  Sylvia,  if  I  ever  begin  to  meddle 

Whl"/  K  r  t  ^T  ~"'"  °"*  ^^  «"^«^'  Stephen? 
What-bad  as  that?  Gracious!  this  is  disgraceful- 
this  gambling  the  way  people  do !  I'm  shocked  and  I'm 
going  up  to  dress.     Are  you  coming,  Sylvia?  " 

•  '^^"; '^'2?^''  "^"^  """y  «*^-  The  ceremonyof  christ- 
ening the  Shotover  Cup,  which  Quarrier  had  won,  pro- 
ceeded with  presentation  speech  and  a  speech  of  accept- 
ance faultlessly  commonplace,    during    which    Quarrier 

cTntrib;^":  """'"'  ^""^  *''  °"'^'  '""^°'°"^  *^"«  ^^ 

The  cup  was  full.  Siward  eyed  it,  perplexed,  deadly 
afraid,  yet  seeing  no  avenue  of  escape  from  what  must 
appear  a  public  exhibition  of  contempt  for  Quarrier  if 
he  refused  to  taste  its  contents.  That  meant  a  bad 
night  for  him;  yet  he  shrank  more  from  the  certain  mis- 
interpretation of  a  refusal  to  drink  from  the  huge  lov- 
me-cup  with  its  heavy  wreath  of  scented  orchids,  now 
already  on  its  way  tov  rd  him,  than  he  feared  the  wak- 
ing struggle  so  sure  to  loUow. 

Marion  received  the  cup,  lifted  it  in  both  hands,  and 
said  distinctly,  "  Good  Hunting ! "  as  she  drank  to  Quar- 
rier. Her  brother  Gordon  took  it,  and  drank  entirely 
too  much.     Then  Sylvia  lifted  it,  her  white  hands  half 
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buried  among  the  orchids:     "  To  umt '  "  -K  ;^ 

lo  the  best  shot  at  Shotover '  "     AnW  «•       j  "^''""sy, 

^y^g:  *■'  °"'^  ™"'''  "^  "-""Sh  he  had  misunderst^ni, 

after  ^?'  Thj™'  "'  f*"'  """'^  """  '"  "■«  ""ly  test. 
titL  Th  ,  "'L"  "■"'"='  8°°^  doesn't  whine  for 
justice.  There's  enough  of  it  i„  the  world  to  eo  rouJ 
and  he  who  m  sses  it  irets  all  tl,„*'.  a      i.-      •  * 

same."  *^  "'  *  '^"e  h™  just  the 

stale  rj'::'^  *-'  '-'-^-  -^^'iJ::^:^ 

Shake  and  loosen  every  nerve.     And  when  Ferrall  <iniah 

needed,  Siward  dropped  his  cards  with  a  shudrt„  T  a 
rose  so  utterly  unnerved  that  Captain  Wher„o«c^1 
his  drawn  face,  asked  him  if  he  Jere  not  ill  * 

He  was  leavmg  on  an  earlier  train  than  the  others 
having  deeded  to  pass  through  Boston  and  Deptforf  "l' 
which  latter  place  he  meant  to  leave  Sagamo^  VTth! 
jnnter  .„  care  of  the  manager  of  his  mothSfarm  t 
he  t<»k  a  quiet  leave  of  those  to  whom  the  civility  migt^ 
not  prove  an  interruption-a  word  to  Alderdene  and 

S06 


PERSUASION 


Voucher  a,  he  passed  out,  iTquick  clasp  for  Perrall  "^ 

from    he  Page  boys,  which  ;.:..,ed  them  ineffabfy.       * 
Eileen  and  Rena,  w  ,.  had  n.-v.,   had  half  a  chan™ 

rages,  and  he  subm,tl«!  h  hi,  ow;,  engaginKl,  a^ree- 

sorry  that  they  had  not  earlier  understood  how  civilly 
anxious  he  had  been  to  devote  himself  to  them  a  one 
And  they  looked  at  the  Pages,  exasperated. 

take  his  lel''.^  '"'"  ''  "'"''''  *'"™"'  ■""•  ''"PM  *» 
Carv^sJ^rd'o"™'!''!,"''  '"■""'"«  "'''  ^■"''O"  «tl>er  at 

tnieatened  to  detain  him  m  town  more  or  less  Of 

course  he'd  eonio  to  see  her  when  she  return^  to' town 

lo  sound      lights  out "  so  soon !     Good-hvp  n     j 

night.     And  that  was  all.  ^ ^"^ 

And  that  was  all,  unless  he  disturbed  Sylvia,  seated 

Mortimer— and  very  mtent  on  the  dummy  verv  still  .nW 
a  tnfle  pallid  with  the  pallor  of  concent'r'atLr      ' 

bo— that  was  all,  then. 

Ascending  the  stairs,  a  servant  handed  him  a  letter 
beanng  the  crest  of  the  Lenox  Club.  He  pocketed  it 
unopened  and  continued  his  way.  Pocketed  it 

In  the  darkness  of  his  own  room  he  sat  down    the 

sire  tearing  at  his  very  vitals,  and  every  vein  a  tiny  trail 
of  fire  run  not.  He  had  been  too  long  without"^  Too 
long  to  endure  the  craving  aroused  by  that  gay  draig^ 
from  Quarrier's  loving-cup.  ^  araugnt 
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The  awakened  fury  of  his  desire  appalled  him,  and 
for  a  while  that  occupied  him,  enabling  him  to  endure. 
«ut  fear  and  dismay  soon  passed  in  the  purely  physical 
distress;  he  walked  the  floor,  haggard,  the  sweat  starting 
on  his  face;  he  lay  with  clenched  hands,  stiffened  out 
across  uie  bed,  deafened  by  the  riotous  clamour  of  his 
pulses,  conscious  that  he  was  holding  out,  unconscious 
how  long  he  could  hold  out. 

Crisis  after  crisis  swept  him ;  sometimes  he  found  his 
feet  and  moved  blindly  about  tlie  room. 

Strange  periods  of  calm  intervened ;  sensation  seemed 
deadened;  and  he  stood  as  a  man  who  listens,  scarce- 
ly danng  to  breathe  lest  the  enemy  awake  and  seize 
him. 

He  turned  on  the  light,  later,  to  look  for  his  pipe, 
and  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  himself  in  the  mirror  It 
was  a  sick  man  who  stared  back  at  him  out  of  hollow  eyes, 
and  the  physical  revulsion  shocked  him  into  something 
resembling  self-command. 

;*  Damn  you ! »  he  said  fiercely,  setting  his  teeth  and 
stanng  back  at  his  reflected  face,  «  I'll  kill  you  vet  be- 
fore I've  finished  with  you !  " 

Then  he  filled  his  pipe,  and  opening  his  bedroom 
window,  sat  down,  resting  his  arm  on  the  sill  A 
splendid  moon  silvered  the  sea;  through  the  intense  still- 
ness he  heard  the  surf,  magnificently  dissonant  among  the 
reefs,  and  he  listened,  fascinated,  loathing  the  tides  as  he 
feared  and  loathed  the  inexorable  tides  that  surged  and 
ebbed  with  his  accursed  desire. 

Once  he  said  to  himself,  weakly— for  he  was  deadly 

a''^7t'^^^*  ^"^  ^  "^^^"^  *^"  ^g^^  f^*-'  anyway.?" 
And  Who  are  you  making  the  fight  for?  "  echoed  his 
heavy  pulses. 

He  had  asked  that  question  and  received  that  answer 
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before.  After  ah,  it  had  been  for  his^ni^iJi^^r^ 
alone.  And  now-and  now  P-his  heart  beat  out  another 
answer;  and  before  his  eyes  two  other  eyes  seemed  to 
open,  fear  essly,  sweetly,  divinely  tender.  But  they  were 
no  longer  his  mother's  grave,  gray  eyes. 

After  the  second  pipe  he  remembered  his  letter.  It 
gave  him  something  to  do,  so  he  opened  it  and  tried  to 
read  i  ,  but  for  a  long  while,  in  his  confused  physical  and 
mental  condition,  he  could  make  no  sense  of  it 

Little  by  little  he  began  to  comprehend  its  purport: 
that  his  resignation  was  regretfully  requested  by  the 
goveniors  of  the  Lenox  Club  for  reasons  unassigned. 

The  shock  of  the  thing  came  to  him  after  a  while, 
like  a  distant,  dull  report  long  after  the  flash  of  the  ex- 
plosion. Well,  the  affair,  bad  enough  at  first,  was  turn- 
mg  worse  that  was  all.  How  much  of  that  sort  of  dis- 
credit could  a  man  stand  and  keep  his  balance?  .  . 
And  what  would  his  mother  say? 

Confused  from  his  own  physical  suffering,  the  blow 
had   fallen   with  a   deadened   force  on   nerves   already 
numbed ;  but  his  half-stupefied  acquiescence  had  suddenly 
become  a  painful  recoil  when  he  remembered  where  the 
brunt  of  the  disgrace  would  fall-where  the  centre  of 
suffenng  must  always  be,  and  the  keenest  grief  concen- 
trated.    Roused,  appalled,  almost  totally  unnerved,  he 
stood  staring  at  the  letter,  beginning  to  realise  what  it 
would  mean  to  his  mother.     A  passion  of  remorse  and  re- 
sentment swept  him.     She  mtwf  be  spared  that!     There 
must  be  some  way— some  punishment  for  his  ofl'ence  that 
could  not  strike  her  through  him !     It  was  wicked,  it 
was  contemptible,  insane,  to  strike  her!     What  were  the 
governors  of  the  Lenox  about— a  lot  of  snivelling  hypo- 
crites, pandering  to  the  horrified  snobbery  at  the  Pa- 
troons!     Who  were  they,   anyway,    to   discipline    him! 
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Scarce  one  in  fifty  among  the  members  of  the  two  clubs 
was  qualified  to  sit  in  judgment  on  a  Siward  • 

But  that  tempest  of  passion  and  mortification  passed, 
too  leaving  hzm  standing  there,  dumb,  desperate,  staring 
at  the  letter  crushed  in  his  shaking  hand. 

He  must  see  somebody,  some  member  of  the  Lenox, 
and  do  something-something/  Ferrall!  Was  that 
lerrall's  step  on  the  landing? 

He  sprang  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  Quarrier, 
passing  the  corridor,  turned  an  expressionless  visage 
toward  him,  and  passed  on  with  a  nod  almost  imper- 
ceptible.  ^ 

"Quarrier!  "  he  called,  swept  by  a  sudden  impulse. 
Quarrier  ha1t?d  and  turned. 

"Could  you  give  me  a  moment— here  in  my  room? 
I  won't  aetam  you." 

The  faint  trace  of  surprise  faded  from  Quarrier's 
face;  he  quietly  retraced  his  steps,  and,  entering  Si- 

"""«  wT'  '*°°^  '^''"*^^  confronting  its  pallid  tenant. 
vViJl  you  sit  down  a  moment?  " 

Quarrier  seated  himself  in  the  arm-chair  by  the  win- 
dow, and  Siward  found  a  chair  opposite 

"Quarrier"  said  the  younger  man,  turning  a 
tensely  miserable  face  on  his  visitor,  "  I  want  to  ask  you 
something  I'll  not  mince  matters.  You  know  that  the 
l-atroons  have  dropped  me,  and  you  know  what  for." 

"  Yes,  I  know." 

"  When  I  was  called  before  the  Board  of  Governors 

Boird  '^'"        "*"""'  '^  ^  "'"^*^'  ^°"  ""^^  '^**^"«  °°  *^«t 
"  Yes." 

"I  denied  the  charge,  but  refused  to  explain.  . 
You  remember?  " 

Quarrier  nodded  coldly. 

210 


^m^w.^'  .x^^'fVL-^^^;: 


>» 


PERSUASION 

"  And  I  was  dropped  by  the  club! 

.n^Aj''^*"^  inclination  of  Quarrier's  symmetrical  head 
corroborated  him. 

"Now,"  said  Si  ward,  slowly  and  very  distinctly,  «  I 
shall  tell  t,ou  unofficially  what  I  refused  to  tell  the  other 
governors  offidally."  And,  as  he  began  speaking,  Quar- 
ner's  face  flushed,  then  the  features  became  immobile,  set, 
and  mert,  and  h,s  eyes  grew  duller  and  duller,  as  though 
under  a  smooth  surface  the  soul  inside  of  him  was  shrink- 
ing back  into  some  dark  comer,  silent,  watchful,  sus- 
picious, and  perhi.;>s  defiant. 

"Mr.  Quarrier,"  said  Siward  quietly,  "  I  did  not 
take  that  giri  to  the  Patroons  Clubhand  you  know  it  " 

Quarner  was  all  surface  now;  he  had  drawn  away 
internally  so  far  that  even  his  eyes  seemed  to  recede 
until  they  scarcely  glimmered  through  the  slits  in  his 
colouriess  mask.     And  Siward  went  on  • 

m  J  WTZ  rf''*^^'  ""'"  ^^**  ^°^  °^  ^"'"e"  I  ^as  to 
meet  at  that  fool  supper  Billy  Fleetwood  gave;  and  you 

must  have,  too  for  the  giri  you  took  in  wis  no  stran^^r 

^^u    \:  i  ^''"  "^""^  ^'  ^y^'""  Vyse,  I  believe." 
The  slightest  possible  glimmer  in  the  elder  man's  eyes 
was  all  the  answer  he  granted. 

Sh.I^^^^^PP^']'^'"  '^'^  ^^^^^^  ^«'"^:^'  "^««  this: 
bhe  bet  me  she  could  so  disguise  herself  that  I  could  safely 

take  her  into  any  club  in  New  York.  I  bet  her  she 
couldnt.  I  never  dreamed  of  trying.  Besides,  she  was 
your-dinner  partner,"  he  added  with  a  shrug 

His  concentrated  gaze  seemed  at  length  to  pierce  the 

!H^hT'°"^r  T^^''  °^  '^'  °*^^^  "^^^^'  -ho  moved 
sightly  in  his  chair  and  moistened  his  thin  lips  under  the 
glossy  beard. 

"Quarrier,"  said  Siward    earnestly,    « What    hap- 
pened in  the  club  lobby  I  don't  exactly  know,  because  I 
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was  not  in  a  condition  to  know.     I  admit  it;  that  was 
the  trouble  with  me.     When  I  left  Fleetwood's  rooms  I 
left  with  a  half  dozen  men.     I  remember  crossing  Fifth 
Avenue  with  them;  and  the  next  thing  I  remember  dis- 
tmctly  was  loud  talking  in  the  club  lobby,  and  a  number 
of  men  there,  and  a  slim  young  fellow  in  Inverness  and 
top  hat  in  the  centre  of  a  crowd,  whose  face  was  the  face 
of  that  girl,  Lydia  V.vse.     And  that  is  absolutely  all. 
But  I  couldn't  do  move  than  deny  that  I  took  her  there 
unless  I  told  what  I  knezc;  and  of  course  that  was  not 
possible,  even  in  self-defence.     But  it  was  for  you  to  ad- 
mit that  I  was  right.     And  you  did  not.     You  dared 
not !     Y  ou  let  another  man  blunder  into  your  private  af- 
fairs and  fall  a  victim  to  circumstantial  evidence  which 
you  could  have  refuted ;  and  it  was  up  to  you  to  sav 
something!     And  you   did  not!  .  .  .  And  now— what 
are  you  going  to  do.?     The  Lenox  Club  has  taken  this 
thing  up.     A  man  can't  stand  too  much  of  that  sort  of 
«iing.     What  am  I  to  do.?     I  can't  defend  myself  by 
betraying  my  accidental  knowledge  of  your  petty,  pri- 
vate a/Fairs.     So  I  leave  it  to  you.     I  ask  you  what  are 
you  going  to  do.?  " 

"  Do  you  mean  "--Quarrier's  voice  was  not  his  own, 
and  he  brought  it  harshly  under  command—"  do  you 
mean  that  you  think  it  i  ecessary  for  me  to  say  I  knew 
her.?  What  object  would  be  attained  by  that.?  I  did 
not  take  her  to  the  Patroons'." 

"  Nor  did  I.  Ask  her  how  she  got  there.  Learn 
the  truth  from  her,  man !  " 

"  What  proof  is  there  that  I  ever  met  her  before  I 
took  her  into  supper  at  Fleetwood's.?  " 

"  Proof !  Are  you  mad .?  All  I  ask  of  you  is  to  say 
to  the  governors  what  I  cannot  say  without  using  your 
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"  You  wish  me/'  asked  Quarrier  icily,  «  to  deny  that 
you  made  that  wager?     I  can  do  that  "  ^ 

"  Xk*?  "^^'^  ^°  '*  •'    ^  ^^  "^^^^  t>>at  bet." 
«  ^  li  J^^"'/^«t  "  't  you  wish  me  to  say?  » 
Tell  them  the  truth.     Tell  them  you  knatc  I  did 

.L  .  I  r  "'"^  "°*  *""  *^«"»  bow  much  you  know 
about  her,  whose  brougham  she  drove  home  in"^  I  c^n" 
defend  myself  at  your  expense-intrench  myself  hoZd 
your  d.rty  little  romance.     What  could  I  fay?         de 

c'nfrontl^  !k  '""^  ''"'•     '"^^^  ^^^^^  B^l-^her 

confronted  me  w,th  my  wager.     Then  I  shut  up.     And 
so  d,d  you,  Quarrier-so  did  you,  seated  there  among 
the  governors,  between  Leroy  Mortimer  and  Belwether 
It  was  up  to  you,  and  you  did  not  stir ! " 

mur  ^*'!.-r  ^^°^  *^^  °*^^'"  ™^"'  exasperated.     «  Of 
you  think  I  care  to  g,ve  a  man  like  xMortimer  a  hold  on 

vou  /hi^kT     "^'  k""  anything.^-or  Belwether  J^ 
you  th  nk  I  care  to  have  that  man  know  anything  about 

to  say  that  I  was  in  a  position  to  prove  any  hinir  one 

nS  °"  row 'dT'     n^'"  ^^  \^^^  -'^  increasing"h'arr 
ness,      how  do  you  know  what  I  micht  or  mi^hf  nnf 

"  You  told  that  to  the  governors,  too.     TcU  them 

sCmit^  7  countenance  your  unwarranted  intru- 
s»n  .nto  what  you  pretend  to  beUeve  are  my  private  af- 
f«.rs.     I  dechne  to  confer  with  Belwether  or  Mortimer 
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It's  enough  that  you  are  inclined  to  meddle — "  His 
cold  anger  was  stirring.  He  rose  to  his  full,  mmcular 
height,  slow,  menacing,  his  long,  pale  fingers  twisting 
his  silky  beard.  "  It*s  enough  that  you  meddle!"  he 
repeated.  "  As  for  the  matter  in  question,  a  dozen  men, 
includinof  myself,  he*  d  you  make  a  wager;  and  later  I 
myself  was  a  witness  that  the  terms  of  that  wager  had 
been  carried  out  to  the  letter.  I  know  absolutely  noth- 
ing except  that,  Mr.  Siward;  nor,  it  appears,  do  you, 
for  you  were  drunk  at  the  time,  and  you  have  admitted 
it  to  me." 

"  I  have  asked  you,"  said  Siward,  rising,  and  very 
grave,  "  I  have  asked  you  to  do  the  right  thing.  Are 
you  going  to  do  it?" 

"  Is  that  a  threat?  "  inquired  Quarrier,  showing  the 
edges  of  his  well-kept  teeth.  "  Is  this  intimidation,  Mr. 
Siward?  Do  I  understand  that  you  are  proposing  to 
bespatter  others  with  scandal  unless  I  am  frightened  into 
going  to  the  governors  with  the  flimsy  excuse  you  at- 
tempt to  offer  me?  In  other  words,  Mr.  Siward,  are  you 
bent  on  making  me  pay  for  what  you  believe  you  know 
of  my  private  life?    Is  it  really  intimidation?  " 

And  still  Siward  stared  into  his  half -veiled,  sneering 
eyes,  speechless. 

"  There  is  only  one  name  used  for  this  kind  of  thing," 
added  Quarrier,  taking  a  quick  involuntary  step  back- 
ward to  the  door  as  the  blaze  of  fury  broke  out  in  Si- 
ward's  eyes. 

"  Good  God !  Quarrier,"  whispered  Siward  with  dry 
lips,  "  what  a  cur  you  are !     What  a  cur !  " 

And  long  after  Quarrier  had  passed  the  door  and 
disappeared  in  the  corridor,  Siward  stood  there,  frozen 
motionless  under  the  icy  waves  of  rage  that  swept  him. 

He  had  never  before  had  an  enemy  worth  the  name ; 
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he  knew  he  hod  one  now.  He  had  never  before  hated; 
he  now  understood  something  of  .hat,  too.  The  pu«ly 
l%s.cal  craving  to  take  this  man  and  crush  him  into 
eternal  quiescence  had  given  place  to  a  more  terrible 
mental  desire  to  punish.  His  brain  surged  and  surxred 
under  the  first  flood  of  a  mo.-tal  hatred.  That  the  hatred 
was  stenle  made  it  the  nore  .ntense,  and,  blinded  by  it, 
he  stood  there  or  paced  vhe  room  minute  after  minute, 
hearing  nothing  but  the  wild  clamour  in  his  brain,  see- 
ing  nothing  but  the  smooth,  expressionless  face  of  the 
man  whom  he  could  not  reach. 

.  ^Z^'^  '"^^"'f^*'  «^**«1  in  Ws  chair  by  the  window, 
a  deathly  lassitude  weighing  his  heart,  he  heard  the 
steps  of  people  on  the  stairway,  the  click  of  the  ascending 
elevator,  gay  voices  calling  good  night,  a  ripple  of  laugh- 
ter, the  silken  swish  of  skirts  in  the  corridor,  dcSrs 
opening  and  closing;  then  silence  creeping  throughout 

th!t  rni^^rt'  '^^'"«,^^^»  o^  departur^a  stLes. 
that  settled  hke  a  mist  through  hall  and  corridor,  ac- 
cented for  a  few  moments  by  distant  sounds,  then  abso- 

listenln  ^""^  ^*"*  *  ^°°*  ^^'^^  ^"  '**  *^^« 

The  cool  wind  from  the  ocean  blew  his  curtains  far 
into  the  room,  where  they  bellied  out,  fluttering,  float- 
mg,  subsiding,  only  to  rise  again  in  the  freshening 
breeze.  He  sat  watching  their  silken  convolutions,  stu- 
pidly, for  a  while,  then  rose  and  closed  his  window,  and 
raised  the  window  on  the  south  for  purposes  of  air 

As  he  turned  to  adjust  his  transom,  something  white 
thnist  under  the  door  caught  his  eye,  and  he  walked  over 
and  drew  it  across  the  sill.  It  was  a  sealed  note.  He 
opened  it,  reading  it  as  he  walked  back  to  the  drop-light 
burning  beside  his  bed :  ** 

"  Did  you  not  mean  to  say  good-bye?     Because  it 
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18  to  b«  good-bye  for  a  long,  long  time— for  all  our  lives 
—•as  long  as  we  li-e— as  long  as  the  world  lasts,  and 
longer.  .  .  .  Good-bye — unless  you  care  to  *ay  it  to  me." 
He  stood  studying  the  note  for  a  while;  presently, 
hghting  a  match,  he  set  fire  to  it  and  carried  it  blazing  to 
the  grate  and  flung  it  in,  watching  the  blacken  d  ashes 
curl  up,  glow,  whiten,  and  fall  in  flakes  to  the  hearth. 
Then  he  went  out  into  the  corridor,  and  traversed  the 
hall  to  the  passage  which  led  to  the  bay-window.     There 
was  nobody  there.     The  stars  looked  in  on  him,  twinkling 
with  a  frosty  light;  beneath,  the  shadowy  fronds  of 
palms  traced  a  pale  pattern  on  the  glass  roof  of  the 
swimming  pool.     He  waited  a  moment,  turned,  retraced 
his  steps  to  his  own  door  and  stood  listening.     Then, 
moving  swiftly,  he  walked  the  length  of  the  corridor, 
and,  halting  at  her  door,  knocked  once. 

After  a  moment  the  door  dwung  open.  He  stepped 
forward  into  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  him,  and 
confronted  the  tall  girl  standing  there  silhouetted  against 
the  lamp  behind  her. 

"  You  are  insane  to  do  this ! "  she  whispered.  «  I 
let  you  in  for  fear  you'd  knock  again !  " 

"  I  went  to  the  bay-window,"  he  said. 
You  went  too  late.     I  was  there  an  hour  ago.     I 
waited.     Do  you  know  what  time  it  is?  " 

"  Come  to  the  bay-window,"  he  said,  "  if  you  fear 
me  here." 

"  Do  you  know  it  is  nearly  three  o'clock?  "  she  re- 
peated.    "  And  you  leave  at  six." 

"  Shall  we  say  good-bye  here?  "  he  asked  coolly. 

"  Certainly.  I  dare  not  go  out.  And  you — do  you 
know  the  chances  we  are  running?  You  must  be  per- 
fectly mad  to  come  to  my  room.     Do  you  think  anybody 

could  have  seen — heard  you '* 
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'  No.  Good  night."  He  offered  his  hand ;  she  laid 
both  of  hers  in  it.  He  could  scarcely  distinguish  her 
features  where  she  stood  dark  against  the  brilliant  liuht 
behind  her. 

*'  Good-bye,"  he  whispered,  kissing  hor  hands  where 
they  lay  in  his. 

"Good-bye."  Her  fingers  closed  convulsively,  re- 
taining his  hands.     "  I  hope— I  think  that— you^^ " 

Her  head  was  drooping;  she  could  not  control  her  voice. 
"  Good-bye,  Sylvia,"  he  said  again. 
It  was  quite  useless,  she  could  not  speak ;  and  when 
he  took  her  in  his  arms  she  clung  to  him,  quivering;  and 
he  kissed  the  wet  lashes,  and  the  hot,  trembling  lips,  and 
the  smooth  little  hands  crushed  to  his  breast. 

"  Wc  have  a  year  yet,"  she  gasped.  "  Dear,  take 
nie  by  force  before  it  ends.  I— I  simply  cannot  endure 
this.  I  told  you  to  take  me— to  tear  me  from  myself. 
Will  you  do  it  ?  I  will  love  you— truly ,  truly !  Oh,  my 
darling,  my  darling !     Don't— rfon  'f  give  me  up !     Can't 

you  do  something  for  us?     Can't  you " 

"  Will  you  come  with  me  row?  " 

"  How  can " 

"  Will  you?" 

A  sudden  sound  broke  out  in  the  night— the  distant 
pealing  of  the  lodge-gat.  bell.  Startled,  she  shrank 
back ;  somebody  in  the  adjoining  room  had  sprung  to  the 
floor  and  was  opening  the  window. 

"What  is  it?"  she  motioned  with  whitening  lips. 
"  Quick !  oh,  quick,  before  you  are  seen !  Grace  may 
come !     I — I  beg  of  you  to  go !  " 

As  he  stepped  into  the  corridor  he  heard,  below,  a 
sound  at  the  great  door,  and  the  stirring  of  e  night 
watchman  on  post.  At  his  own  door  he  turned,  listening 
to  the  movement  and  whispering.     Ferrall,  in  dressing- 
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gown  and  •lippere,  stepped  into  the  corridor ;  b#>low,  the 
chains  were  rattling  a«  the  wicket  swung  open.  There 
was  a  brief  parley  at  the  door,  sounds  of  retreating  steps 
on  the  gravel  outside,  sounds  of  approaching  steps  on 
the  stairway. 

"What's  that?  A  telegram.?"  said  Ferrall  sharp- 
ly. "  Here,  give  it  to  me.  .  .  .  Wait !  It  isn't  for  me. 
It's  for  Mr  Siward !  " 

Siward,  standing  at  his  open  door,  swayed  slightly. 
A  thrill  of  pure  fear  struck  him  through  and  through. 
He  laid  one  hand  on  the  door  to  steady  himself,  and 
stepped  forward  as  Ferrall  came  up. 

"Oh!  You're  awake,  Stephen.  Here's  a  tele- 
gram." He  extended  his  hand.  Siward  took  the  yellow 
envelope,  fumbled  it,  tore  it  open. 

"  Good  God !  "  whispered  Ferrall ;  "  is  it  bad.?  " 

And  Siward'a  glazed  eyes  stared  and  stared  at  the 
scrawled  and  inky  message: 

"  YOUR  MOTHER  IS  VERY  ILL.    COME  AT  ONCE." 

The  signature  was  the  name  of  their  family  phy- 
' '  lan,  Grisby. 
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Bv  January  the  complex  social  niechnnisni  of  the  me- 
tropolis was  whirling  smoothly  again;  the  lust  ultra- 
fashionable  December  lingerer  had  returned  from  the 
country ;  those  of  the  same  ca«tc  outward  bound  for  a 
Southern  or  exotic  winter  had  departed;  and  the  glit- 
tering machine,  every  part  assembled,  rofurbislied,  re- 
polished,  and  connected,  having  been  given  preliminary 
speed-tests  at  the  horse  show,  and  a  tuning  up  at  the 
epera,  was  now  running  under  full  velocity;  and  its 
steady,  subdued  whir  quickened  the  clattering  pulse 
of  the  city,  keying  it  to  a  sublimely  syncopated  rag- 
time. 

The  commercial  reaction  from  the  chaos  of  the  holi- 
days had  become  a  carnival  of  recovery ;  shop  windows 
grew  brighter  and  gayer  tlian  ever,  bursting  into  gaudy 
winter  florescence ;  the  main  arteries  of  the  town  roared 
prosperity;  cross  streets  were  packed;  Fifth  Avenue, 
almost  impassible  in  the  morning,  choked  up  after  three 
o'clock;  and  all  the  afternoon  through,  and  late  into 
the  night,  mounted  police  of  the  traffic  squad,  adrift 
in  the  tide  of  carriages,  stemmed  the  flashing  currents 
pouring  north  and  south  from  the  white  marble  arch  to 
the  gilded  bronze  battle-horse  and  its  rider  on  guard  at 
the  portals  of  the  richest  quarter  of  the  wealthiest  city 
in  the  world. 

So  far,  that  winter,  snow  had  fallen  only  twice,  last- 
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ing  but  a  day  or  two  each  time;  stmt  and  avenue  re- 
mained bone  dry  where  the  white-,,  niformed  cZ.^^ 
^uad,  worked  a^id  cloud,  of  dust;  and  .11  day  Zf 

Wn'     I.  7       *  *^'  •"«'  ^'■'"■"8  ""otor-cars  sped  up 
town  and  down  town,  droning  their  distant  warning 
It  was  an  open  winter  in  New  York,  and,  financiaUv   a 
prj»perous  one;  and  that  n.e.„t  a  brilliant  social  L! 
»on      Like  a  set  piece  of  fireworks,  with  its  interde- 
pendent par^s  taking  fire  in  turn,  function  after  fun" 
t.on,  spectacle  after  spectacle,  glittered,  fizzed,  and  wa, 
extinguished,  only  to  give  place  to  newer  Ind  n,"re 
splendid  spectacles;  separate  circles,  sets,  and  grou™ 
beonging  to  the  ««ial  solar  system  whJzUd,  refS 
rotated,  with  edifying  effects  on  everybody  con^™^' 
unconce^ed,  and  not  at  all  concerned  ;ld'at°nr"at; 
When  for  a  moment  or  two  something  hung  fire    thJ 

Zs  belri"  r '^^'^  'P-'t-ng^.way'^^Tutan 
cities  beyond  the  horizon  was  faintly  reflected  in  the 
«K»al  sky  above  the  incandescent  metropolis.     For  tt 
whole  nation  was  footing  it,  heel  and  to^,  to  the  echoed 

^f  TT  t"'  °".*!  "'"*  '"^  'ke'social  ^;Z 
of  the  republic;  and  the  social  arbiter  at  Bird  Centre 
was  more  of  a  facsimile  of  his  New  York  confrtre  than 
t^  T^C^.  -  '-  -  -»  ^n  t-e  most  ^ 

metr^ta^^p--tg:rSgl^ 
bhng  through  the  medium,  of  bridge  and  roalette^the 
.n^^oration  of  a  company  known  «  TTie  I,te,lco;„t 

disturb  nobody,  .„d,  so  far,  without  any  avowed  soecific 

tion  o.  Its  charter  which  otherwise  might  have  r,mJ!,ed 
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ornately  and  comparatively  blank;  the  third  phenome- 
non was  the  retirement  from  active  affairs  of  Stanley 
S.  Quarrier,  the  father  of  Howard  Quarrier,  and  the 
election  of  the  son  to  the  presidency  of  the  great  Al- 
gonquin Loan  and  Trust  Company,  with  its  network 
system  of  dependent,  subsidiary,  and  allied  corporations. 
The  day  that  the  newspapers  gave  this  interesting 
information  to  the  Western  world,  Leroy  Mortimer,  on 
being  bluntly  notified  that  he  had  overdrawn  his  account 
with  the  Algonquin  Loan  and  Trust,  began  telephoning 
m  every  direction  until  he  located  Beverly  Plank  at  the 
Saddle  Club— an  organisation  of  wealthy  men,  and  suf- 
ficiently exclusive  not  to  compromise  Plank's  possible 
chances  for  something  better;  in  fact,  the  Saddle  Club, 
into  which  Leroy  Mortimer  had  already  managed  to 
pilot  him,  was  one  riser  and  tread  upward  on  the  stair 
he  was  climbing,  though  it  was  more  of  a  lobby  for 
other  clubs  than  a  club  in  itself.    To  be  seen  there  was, 
perhaps,  rather  to  a  man's  advantage,  if  he  did  not  loaf 
there  in  the  evenings  or  use  it  too  frequently.    As  Plank 
carefully  avoided  doing  either,  Mortimer  was  fortu- 
nate in  finding  him  there;  and  he  crawled  out  of  his 
hansom,  saying  that  the  desk  clerk  would  pay,  and  en- 
tered the  reading-room,  where  Plank  sat  writing  a  letter. 
Beverly  Plank  had  grown  stouter  since  he  had  re- 
turned to  town  from  Black  Fells;  but  the  increase  of 
weight  was   evenly  distributed  over  his  six   feet  odd, 
which  made  him  only  a  trifle  more  ponderous  and  not 
abdominally  fat.    But  Mortimer  had  become  enormous; 
rolls  of  flesh  crowded  his  mottled  ear-lobes  outward  and 
bulged  above  his  coUar;  cushions  of  it  padded  the  backs 
of  his  hands  and  fingers;  shaving  left  his  heavy,  dis- 
tended face  congested  and  unpleasantly  shiny.    But  he 
was  as  minutely  groomed  as  ever,  and  he  wore  that  sati- 
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"^tt^f^^S.-"'"  ■««•  •'-^"  >-.  one  of  hi. 

senou,  «ver.e=.    Hi,  box  at  the  ho«e  ,how^  I^^  J 

produced  .merely  negative  results;  his  box  a    LZZ^ 

m.ght  ™ea„  someU,i„g  s„™e  day.     His  na^e  Z  ZTt 

he  Lenox  and  the  Patroons;  he  had  endowed  a  ward  ta 

fTtk  »/r  <5«nsborougb-The  Countess  of  Wvthe- 
to  the  Metropolitan  Museum;  and  it  was  rumou^  tt^ 
he  had  consulted  several  bishops  concerning  a  new  chl^ 

Z  ^u    ^^'  '""'"'"  °*^  *•>«  "it^d'l  of  Faith  loomirj 
above  the  metropolitan  wilderness  in  the  north.  * 

mitf!^  f"'  "*  T^-    "•  "  y^'  •>»  had  not  been  per- 

Spu^edtfnrtno^n^-l-^^^ 

n.ews  and  U,e  back  door  than  to  sit  on  th^  Znt Itet 
and  wa,t  pohtely  for  somebody  to  unchain  the  f^t  dtn 
Meanwhile  he  was  doggedly  docile;  hi,  huge  ho^ 
facing  the  wmtry  park  midway  between  the  s|uat3: 
aces  of  the  wealthy  pioneers  and  the  outer  hundr^ 
remamed  magnificently  empty  save  for  cert^n  S 
noon  conferences  of  very  solemn  men,  feUow  director, 
and  associates  in  business  and  financial  matterZtv: 
for  the  periodical  presence  of  the  Mortimers:  a  man! 
s.on  immense  and  shadowy,  haunted  by  relays  of  yX 
.n«,   hvened   servants,  half  stupefied  undfr  the   v2 
silence  of  the  twilit  splendour.      He  was  patient,™! 
on  y  because  he  was  told  to  be,  but  also  be<^use  he  h,^ 
nothing  better  to  do.    Society  stared  at  him  as  bllnkW 
as  the  Mountam  confronted  Mahomet.     But  the  ZZ 
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bom  patience  of  the  man  was  itself  a  st:-«n  on  the 
Mountain;  he  was  aware  of  that,  and  he  -.aited  for  it 
to  come  to  him.  As  yet,  however,  he  co  Id  detect  no 
symptoms  of  mobility  in  the  Mountain. 

"  ™"«'/^t  "°''^"«  *"  ^^  '*"^^'"  «*'d  Mortimer, 

as  he  entered  the  reading  room  of  the  Saddle  Club. 

Quarner  and  Belwether  have  listened  a  damned  sighf 

more  respectfuUy  to  me  since  they  read  that  column 

about  you  and  the  bishops  and  that  chapel  business." 

Plank  turned  his  heavy  head  with  a  disturbed  glance 
around  the  room;  for  he  always  dreaded  Mortimer's 
indiscretions  of  speech— was  afraid  of  his  cynical  frank- 
ness in  the  presence  of  others;  even  shrank  from  the 
brutal  bonhomie  of  the  man  when  alone  with  him 

«  Can't  you  be  careful.?  "  he  said ;  «  there  was  a  man 
here  a  moment  ago."  He  picked  up  his  unfinished  let- 
ter, folded  and  pocketed  t,  touched  an  electric  bell,  and 
when  a  servant  came,  «  Take  Mr.  Mortimer's  order,"  he 
said,  supporting  his  massive  head  on  his  huge  hands 
and  resting  his  elbow  on  the  writing-desk. 

"  I've  got  to  cut  out  this  morning  bracer,"  said  Mor- 
timer, eyemg  the  servant  with  indecision ;  but  he  gave  his 
order  nevertheless,  and  later  accepted  a  cigar;  and  when 
the  servant  had  returned  and  again  retired,  he  half 
emptied  his  tall  glass,  refilled  it  with  mineral  water,  and, 
settling  back  m  the  padded  arm-chair,  said:  "  If  I  man- 
age this  thing  as  it  ought  to  be  managed,  you'll  go 
through  by  April.     What  do  you  think  of  that.?  " 

Plank's  phlegmatic  features  flushed.  "I'm  more 
obliged  to  you  than  I  can  say,"  he  began,  but  Mortimer 
silenced  him  with  a  gesture:  "Don't  interrupt.  I'm 
gomg  to  put  you  through  The  Patroons  Club  by  April. 
That  8  thirty  yards  through  the  centre;  d'ye  see,  vou 
dunderheaded  Dutchman.?    It's  solid  gain,  and  it's  our 
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baU.  The  Lenox  will  take  longer;  they're  a  *  holier- 
than-thou  bunch  of  nincompoops,  and  it  always  horri- 
fies them  to  have  any  man  elected,  no  matter  who  he  is. 
Thtyd  rather  die  of  dry  rot  than  elect  anybody;  it 
shocks  them  to  think  that  any  man  could  have  the  pre- 
suniption  to  be  presented.  They  require  the  spectacle 
of  fasting  and  prayer~a  view  of  a  candidate  seated  in 
sackcloth  and  ashes  in  outer  darkness.  You've  cot  to 
wait  for  the  Lenox,  Plank." 

"  I  am  waiting,"  said  Plank,  squaring  his  massive 
jaws. 

"  You've  got  to,"  growled  Mortimer,  emptying  his 
glass  aggressively. 

Plank  looked  out  of  the  window,  his  shrewd  blue 
eyes  closing  in  retrospection. 

"  Another  thing,"  continued  Mortimer  thickly ;  «  the 
Kemp  Ferralls  are  disposed  to  be  decent    I  don't  mean 
m  askmg  you  to  meet  some  intellectual  second-raters,  but 
in  doing  it  handsomely.    I  don't  know  whether  it's  time 
yet,    he  added,  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  Plank's  stolid 
face ;     I  don't  want  to  push  the  mourners  too  hard  . 
WeU,  I'll  see  about  it  .  .  .  And  if  it's  the  thing  to 
do,  and  the  time  to  do  it  "—he  turned  on  Plank  with 
his  boisterous  and  misleading  laugh  and  clapped  him  on 
the  shoulder-"  it  will  be  done,  as  sure  as  snobs  are 
snobs;    and  that's  the  surest  thing  you  ever  bet  on. 
Here  s  to  them !  "  and  he  emptied  his  glass  and  fell  back 
into  his  chair,  wheezing  and  sucking  at  his  unlighted 
cigar.  ® 

"  I  want  to  say,"  began  Plank,  speaking  the  more 
slowly  because  he  was  deeply  in  earnest,  « that  aU  this 
you  are  doing  for  me  is  very  handsome  of  you,  Morti- 
mer. I'd  like  to  say— to  convey  to  you  something  of  how 
1  feel  about  the  way  you  and  Mrs.  Mortiroei 
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"  Oh,  Leila  has  done  it  all." 

"  Mrs.  Mortimer  is  very  kind,  and  you  have  been 
My  too.     I— I  wish  there  was  something--8ome  way  to 

"  To  what?  »  asked  Mortimer  so  bluntly  that  Plank 
flushed  up  and  stammered: 

"  To  be — to  do  a — to  show  my  gratitude." 

"How?  You're  scarcely  in  a  position  to  do  any- 
thing for  u*.»  said  Mortimer,  brutally  staring  him  out 
of  countenance. 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Plank,  the  painful  flush  deepening. 

Mortimer,  f.issing  and  growling  over  his  cigar,  was 
nevertheless  stealthily  intent  on  the  game  which  had  so 
long  absorbed  him.  His  wits,  clogged,  dulled  by  ex- 
cesses, were  now  aroused  to  a  sort  of  gross  activity 
through  the  menace  of  necessity.  At  last  Plank  had 
given  him  an  opening.    He  recognised  his  chance. 

"  There's  one  thing,"  he  said  deliberately,  "  that  I 
won't  stand  for,  and  that's  any  vulgar  misconception  on 
your  part  of  my  friendship  for  you.  Do  you  foUow 
me?  " 

"  I  don't  misunderstend  it,"  protested  Plank,  •.»>ffry 
and  astonished ;  "  I  don't " 

"■—As  though,"  continued  Mortimer  menacingly,  «  I 
were  one  of  those  needy  social  tipsters,  one  of  those 
shabby,  pandering  touts  who " 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  Mortimer,  don't  talk  like  that! 
I  had  no  intention " 

"—One  of  those  contemptible,  parasitic  leeches,"  per- 
sisted Mortimer,  getting  redder  and  hoarser,  "  who  live 
on  men  like  you.  Confound  you,  Plank,  what  the  devil 
do  you  mean  by  it?" 

**  Mortimer,  are  you  crazy,  to  talk  to  me  like  that?  " 
"No,  I'm  not,  but  you  must  be!     I've  a  mind  to 
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drop  the  whole  cursed  business!  Tve  every  inclination 
to  drop  It !  If  you  haven't  horse-sense  enough— if  you 
haven't  innate  delicacy  sufficient  to  keep  you  from  mak- 
ing such  a  break " 

"I  didn't!    It  wasn't  a  break,  Mortimer.    I  wouldn't 
have  hurt  you " 

"  You  did  hurt  me !  How  can  I  feel  the  same  again  ? 
1  never  imagined  you  thought  I  was  that  sort  of  a  social 
mercenary.  Why,  so  little  did  I  dream  that  you  looked 
on  our  friendship  in  that  light  that  I  was-on  my  word 
of  honour!-!  was  just  now  on  the  point  of  asking  you 
for  three  or  four  thousand,  to  carry  me  to  the  month's 
end  and  square  my  bridge  balance." 

"Mortimer,  you  must  take  it!     You  are  a  fool  to 
thmk  I  meant  anything  by  saying  I  wanted  to  show  my 
gratitude.     Look  here;   be  decent  and   fair  with  me. 
1  wouldn't  offer  you  an  affront— would  I?— €ven  if  I 
were  a  cad.     I  wouldn't  do  it  now,  just  when  you're 
getting  things  into  shape  for  me.    I'm  not  a  fool,  any- 
way.    This  is  in  deadly  earnest,  I  tell  you,  Mortimer, 
and  1  m  getting  angry  about  it.     You've  got  to  show 
your  confidence  in  me;  you've  got  to  take  what  you  want 
from  me,  as  you  would  from  any  friend.    I  resent  your 
lailure  to  do  it  now,  as  though  you  drew  a  line  between 
me  and  your  intimates.     If  you're  really  my  friend, 
show  it ! " 

There  was  a  pause.  A  curious  and  unaccustomed 
sensation  had  silenced  Mortimer,  something  almost  akin 
to  shame.  It  astonished  him  a  little.  He  did  not  quite 
understand  why,  in  the  very  moment  of  success  over  this 
stolid,  shrewd  young  man  and  his  thrifty  Dutch  in- 
stincts, he  should  feel  uncomfortable.  Were  not  his 
services  worth  something.?  Had  he  not  earned  at  least 
the  nght  to  borrow  from  this  rich  man  who  could  af- 
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ford  to  paj  for  what  was  done  for  him?  Why  should 
he  feel  ashamed?  He  had  not  been  treacherous;  he 
really  hked  the  fellow.  Why  shouldn't  he  take  his 
money? 

"See  here,  old  man,"  said  Plank,  extending  a  huge 
highly  coloured  hand,  «  is  all  square  between  us  now?  " 

"  I  think  so,"  muttered  Mortimer. 

But  Plank  would  not  relinquish  his  hand. 

"Then  tell  me  how  to  draw  that  cheque!  Great 
Heaven.  Mortimer,  what  is  friendship,  anyhow,  if  it 
doesn't  include  little  matters  like  this— little  misunder- 
standings like  this?  I'm  the  man  to  be  sensitive,  not 
you.  You  have  been  very  good  to  me,  Mortimer. 
1  could  almost  wish  you  in  a  position  where  the  only 
thing  I  possess  might  square  something  of  mv  debt 
to  you."  "^ 

A  few  minutes  later,  while  he  was  filling  in  the 
cheque,  a  dusty  youth  in  riding  clothes  and  spurs  came 
in  and  found  a  seat  by  one  of  the  windows,  into  which 
he  dropped,  and  then  looked  about  him  for  a  servant 

"Hello,  Fleetwood!"  said  Mortimer,  glancing  over 
his  shoulder  to  see  whose  spurs  were  ringing  on  the  pol- 
ished floor.  ^ 

Fleetwood  saluted  amiably  with  his  riding-crop;  in- 
cluding Plank,  whom  he  did  not  know,  in  a  more  formal 
salute. 

"Will  you  join  us?"  asked  Mortimer,  taking  the 
cheque  which  Plank  offered  and  carelessly  pocketing  it 
without  even  a  nod  of  thanks.  «  You  'know  Beverly 
Plank,  of  course?  What!  I  thought  everybody  knew 
Beverly  Plank." 

Mr.  Fleetwood  and  Mr.  Plank  shook  hands  and  re- 
sumed their  seats. 

"  Ripping  weather!  "  observed  Fleetwood,  replacing 
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his  hat  and  rebuttoning  the  glove  which  he  had  removed 
to  shake  hands  with  Plank.  «  Lot  of  jolly  people  out 
this  morning.  I  say,  Mortimer,  do  you  want  that  roan 
hunter  of  mine  you  looked  over?  I  mean  King  Dermid, 
because  Marion  Page  wants  him,  if  you  don't.  She  was 
out  this  morning,  and  she  spoke  of  it  again." 

Mortimer,  lifting  a  replenished  glass,  shook  his  head, 
and  drank  thirstily  in  silence. 

"  Saw  you  at  Westbury,  I  think,"  said  Fleetwood 
politely  to  Plank,  as  the  two  lifted  their  glasses  to  one 
another. 

"  I  hunted  there  for  a  day  or  two,"  replied  Plank, 
modestly.      « If  it's  that  big  Irish  thoroughbred  you 
were  riding  that  you  want  to  sell  I'd  like  a  look  in 
if  Miss  Page  doesn't  fancy  him."  * 

Fleetwood  laughed,  and  glanced  amusedly  at  Plank 
over  his  glass.  "  It  isn't  that  horse,  Mr.  Plank.  That's 
Drumceit,  Stephen  Siward's  famous  horse."  He  inter- 
rupted himself  to  exchange  greetings  with  several  men 
who  came  into  the  room  rather  noisily,  their  spurs  re- 
sounding across  the  oaken  floor.  One  of  them,  Tom 
OHara,  joined  them,  slamming  his  crop  on  the  desk 
beside  Plank  and  spreading  himself  over  an  arm-chair, 
from  the  seat  of  which  he  forcibly  removed  Mortimer's 
feet  without  excuse. 

"Drink?  Of  course  I  want  a  drink!"  he  replied 
irritably  to  Fleetwood—"  one,  three,  ten,  several !  BiUy 
whose  weasel-bellied  pinto  was  that  vou  were  kicking 
your  heels  into  in  the  park?  Some  of  the  squadron  men 
asked  me— the  major.  Oh,  beg  pardon!  Didn't  know 
you  were  trying  to  stick  Mortimer  with  him.  He  might 
do  for  the  troop  ambulance,  inside  I  .  .  .  What?  Oh, 
yes;  met  Mr.  Blank—I  mean  Mr.  Plank— at  Shotover,' 
I  think.     How  d'ye  do?    Had  the  pleasure  of  potting 
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your  tame  pheawnta.     Rotten  sport,  you  know.    What 
do  you  do  it  for,  Mr.  Blank?  " 

u^^!"**.  ^^'"^  ^**"  ''°™^  ^°'"'  *^  ^t'"  ^•""en  sport?" 
Mked  Plank  so  simply  that  it  took  O'Hara  a  moment 
to  reahse  he  had  been  snubbed. 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  be  offensive,"  he  drawled 
"  I  suppose  you  can't  help  it,"  said  Plank  very 
gently;  'some  people  can't,  you  know."  And  there  wm 
another  silence,  broken  by  Mortimer,  whose  entire  bulk 
was  tinghng  with  a  mixture  of  surprise  and  amusement 
oyer  his  prot^g^'s  developing  ability  to  take  care  of 
himself  «  Did  you  say  that  Stephen  Siward  is  in  West- 
bury,  Billy?  ♦» 

"No;  he's  in  town,"  replied  Fleetwood.  "I  took 
^^^orses  up  to  hunt  with.      He  isn't  hunting,  you 

"I  didn't  know.  Nobody  ever  sees  him  anywhere," 
«ud  Mortimer.  « I  guess  his  mother's  death  cut  him 
up." 

Fleetwood  lifted  his  empty  glass  and  genUy  shook 
the  loe  m  it.  "That,  and— the  other  business— i, 
enough  to  cut  any  man  up,  isn't  it?  " 

"  You  mean  the  action  of  the  Lenox  Club?  "  asked 
Plank  seriously. 

"  Yes.  He's  resigned  from  this  club,  too,  I  hear. 
Somebody  told  me  that  he  has  made  a  clean  sweep  of 
all  his  clubs.  That's  foolish.  A  man  may  be  an  ass  to 
jom  too  many  clubs  but  he's  always  a  fool  to  resign 
from  any  of  'em.  You  ask  the  weatherwise  what  re- 
signing from  a  club  forecasts.  It's  the  first  ominous 
sign  in  a  young  man's  career." 

"What's  the  second  sign?"  asked  O'Hara,  with  a 
yawn. 

"Squadron  talk;  and  you're  full  of  it,"  retorted 
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toid  the  chief  trumpeter  '-aU  that  sort  of  tliing>-and 
those  Porto  Rico  spurs  of  yours,  and  the  ewe-necked 
glyptosauru.  jou  block  the  bridle-path  with  every  mom- 
Isk  mJ»"  '^  *"  ^''^"^  nuisance,  Tom,  if  anybody  should 

h.,^''^%rr  °I  *  "T^'^'^''  ""*^*"»^  ^^  pleasantries 
between  Fleetwood  and  O'Hara,  Plank  turned  to  Morti- 
mer,  hesitating: 

"  I  rather  liked  Siward  when  I  met  him  at  Shotover '' 
he  ventured.     "  Fm  very  sorry  he's  down  and  out" 

He  dnnks,"  shrugged  Mortimer,  diluting  his  min- 
eral water  with  Irish  whisky.     "He  can't  let  it  alone; 
hes  hke  all  the  Siwards.     I  could  have  told  you  that 
the  first  time  I  ever  saw  him.     We  all  told  him  to  cut 
It  o"t»  because  he  was  sure  to  do  some  damfool  thing 
If  he  didn't.     He's  done  it,  and  his  clubs  have  cut  him 
out.     Its  his  own  funeral.  .  .  .  Well,  here's  to  you!" 
Cut     who     out?"     asked     Fleetwood,     ignoring 
O  Kara  s  parting  shot  concerning  the  decadence  of  the 
l-Ieetwood  stables  and  their  owner. 

"  Stephen  Siward.     I  always  said  that  he  was  sure, 
sooner  or  later,  to  land  in  the  family  ditch.     He  has  a 
right  to,  of  course;  the  gutter  is  public  property." 
It's  a  damned  sad  thing,"  said  Fleetwood  slowly. 
After  a  pause  Plank  said:   «  I  think  so,  too.  .  .      I 
don  t  know  him  very  well." 

"  You  may  know  him  better  now,"  said  O'Hara  in- 
solently. 

Plank  reddened,  and,  after  a  moment:  «  I  should  be 
glad  to,  if  he  cares  to  know  me." 

"  Mortimer  doesn't  care  for  him,  but  he's  an  awfully 

S'^^u       T;  f  *^'  '^'""'"  '""'^  Fleetwood,  turning  to 
Flank;      he's  been  an  ass,  but  wlm  hasn't?     I  like  him 
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tremendously,  and  I  foci  very  bad  over  the  mess  he  made 
of  It  after  that  crazy  dinner  I  gave  in  my  rooms.  .  .  . 
What?  You  hadn't  heard  of  it?  Why  man,  it's  the 
talk  of  the  clubs." 

"  I  suppose  that  is  why  I  haven't  hoard,"  said  Plank 
simply ;  "  my  club-life  is  still  in  the  future." 

"Oh!"  said  Fleetwood  with  an  involuntary  sture, 
•urpnscd,  a  trifle  uncomfortable,  yet  somehow  liking 
Plank,  and  not  understanding  why. 

"  I'm  not  in  anything,  you  sec;  Fm  only  up  for  the 
Patroons  and  the  Lenox,"  added  Plank  gravely. 

"I  see.  Certainly.  Er— hope  you'll  make  'em; 
hope  to  see  you  there  soon.  Er— I  see  by  the  papers 
you've  been  jollying  the  clergy,  Mr.  Plank.  Awfully 
handsome  of  you,  all  that  chapel  business.  I  say:  Fve 
a  cousin— H)r— young  architect;  Beaux  Arts,  and  all 
that— just  over.  Fd  awfully  like  to  have  him  given  a 
chance  at  that  competition ;  invited  to  try,  you  sec.     I 

don't  suppose  it  could  be  managed,  now-^^ " 

"  Would  you  like  to  have  me  ask  the  bishops?  "  in- 
quired Plank,  naively  shrewd.  And  the  conversation 
became  very  cordial  between  the  two,  which  Mortimer 
observed,  keeping  one  ironical  eye  on  Plank,  while  he 
continued  a  desultory  discussion  with  O'Hara  concerning 
a  very  private  dinner  which  somebody  told  somebody  that 
somebody  had  given  to  Quarrier  and  the  Inter-County 
Electric  people;  which,  if  true,  plainly  indicated  who 
was  financing  the  Inter-County  scheme,  and  why  Amal- 
gamated stock  had  tumbled  again  yesterday,  and  what 
might  be  looked  for  from  the  Algonquin  Trust  Com- 
pany's president. 

"Amalgamated  Electric  doesn't  seem  to  like  it  a 
little  bit,"  said  O'Hara.     "  Ferrall,  Belwether,  and  Se- 
ward are  in  it  up  to  their  necks;  and  if  Quarrier  is 
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f»r.U,l.„g  h..  own  ro«l;  .„d  why,  in  the  nan,,  of  c^^' 
mon  «™e.  „  h.  d.,ng  th.t?    Ho'U  kill  it;  th.f.  wh.t 

"He   can   afford   to   kiU   it,"   obwrved    Mortimer 
punching  the  electric  button  and  making  a  .i^Znt 

.Tv        u  ^'"r'"  ""  "''»«'  *°  '■ill  anything." 
not  „     ",    ir''^.':'"  An^algamated  Electric?     Why 
not  merge?    Why.  .f.  a  crazy  thing  to  do.  if.  a  devU 

Z^H.r''"^.Th.t'''H''r""  r' "™  """'•'  -«*«• 

th^l^fc      That  ,.  dirty  work.     People  don't  do  >uch 

ptrre'-oTtt^lig.^'^^  '""  ""  '"'""  "'"•  '"  "» 

"Nobody  knows  what  Quarrier  will  do."  muttered 

the  first  ommous  rumours  arose  concerning  Amalga- 
mated and  the  first  fractional  declines  left  the  str!^t 
•peechless  and  stupefied. 

O'Hara  sat  frowning,  and  fingering  his  irlass     «  A. 

iTro:'  '"^'•"  t-'"''^  "afttle'cold  t^:  show 
u.  that  Quarner  isn  t  ,n  it  at  all.     No  sane  man  would 
ruin  h«  own  en  erpnse,  when  there  is  no  need  to.    His 

rrfnir/^n^^/^PP"'*'"^  Amalgamated  and  ham- 
ZiS  '"^^'-^^^^^^^^  '^nd.  besides,  there's  FerraU  in  it 
and  Mrs.  FerraU  is  Quarrier's  cousin;  and  the^Vfl  1 
wether  mit,  and  Quarrier  is  engaged  to  marry  Sylvia 
Landis  who  is  Belwether's  niece.  It's  a  scrap  with  Har^ 
nngton  s  crowd,  and  the  wheels  inside  of  wh^ls  are  like 
Chinese  boxes.     Who  knows  what  it  means?     Only  it'I 

t^o  ll"  *\"*/"^r^«\™«*«l  i«  ««fe.  if  Quarrier  wants  it 
to  be.    And  unless  he  does  he's  crazy." 
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Mortimer  puffed  stolidJy  at  his  cigar  until  the  amok' 
got  into  hjs  eye*  and  inflamed  them.  He  «at  for  a  while, 
wiping  hii  puffy  eyelids  with  his  handkerchief;  then, 
•quinting  sideways  aJ  Plank,  and  seeing  him  still  oc- 
cupied  with  Fleetwood,  turned  bluntly  on  O'Hara: 

«t  ",^,  \^^^'  ^^'^^  ^°  ^°"  "'^*"  ^y  ^'"K  nasty  to 
Plank?  "he  growled.  "  I'm  backing  him.  Do  vou  un- 
derstand?** 

"It  it  curious,'*  mused  O'Hara  coolly,  "  how  much  of 
a  cad  a  fairly  decent  man  can  be  when  he's  out  of 
temper !  '* 

"  You  mean  Plank,  or  me?  "  demanded  Mortimer, 
darkening  angrily. 

"  No;  I  mean  myself.  I'm  not  that  ray  usually.  I 
took  him  for  a  bounder,  and  he's  caught  mo  with  the 
goods  on.  I've  been  thinking  that  the  men  who  bother 
with  such  questions  are  usually  open  to  suspicion  them- 
Mlves.  Watch  me  do  the  civil,  now.  I'm  ashamed  of 
myself." 

"  Wait  a  moment.  Will  you  be  civil  enough  to  do 
something  for  him  at  the  Patroons?  That  will  mean 
something." 

"Is  he  up?  Yes,  I  will ;  "  and,  turning  in  his  chair, 
he  said  to  Plank :  "  Awfully  sorry  I  acted  like  a  bounder 
just  now,  after  having  accepted  your  hospitality  at  the 
Fells.  I  did  mean  to  be  offensive,  and  I'm  sorry  for 
that,  too.     Hope  you'll  overlook  it,  and  }»c  friendly." 

Plank's  face  took  on  the  dark-red  hue  of  embarrass- 
ment;  he  looked  questioningly  at  Mortimer,  whose  visage 
remained  non-committal,  then  directly  at  O'Hara. 

"  I  should  be  very  glad  to  be  friends  with  you,"  he 
said  with  an  ingenuous  dignity  that  surprised  Mor.  ler. 
It  was  only  the  native  simplicity  of  the  man.  veneered 
and  polished  by  constant  contact  with  Mrs.  Mortimer, 
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and  now  showing  to  advantage  in  the  grain.  And  it 
gratified  Mortimer,  because  he  saw  that  it  was  going  to 
make  many  matters  much  easier  for  himself  and  his 
protege. 

The  tall  glasses  were  filled  and  drained  again  be- 
fore they  departed  to  the  cold  plunge  and  dressing-rooms 
above,  whence  presently  they  emerged  in  street  garb  to 
dnve  down  town  and  lunch  together  at  the  Lenox  Club. 
Flank  as  Fleetwood's  guest. 

Mortimer,    very    heavy   and    inert   after    luncheon, 
wedged  himself  into  a  great  stuffed  arm-chair  by  the 
window,  where  he  alternately  nodded  over  his  coffee  and 
wheezed  in  his  breathing,  and  leered  out  at  Fifth  Ave- 
nue from  half-closed,  puffy  eyes.    And  there  he  was  due 
to  sit,  sodden  and  replete,  until  the  fashionable  equip- 
ages began  to  flash  past.     He'd  probably  see  his  wife 
driving  with  Mrs.  Ferrall  or  with  Miss  Caithness,  or 
perhaps   with   some   doddering   caryatid   of  the   social 
structure;  and  he'd  sit  there,  leering  with  gummy  eyes 
out  of  the  club  windows,  while  servants  in  silent  proces- 
sional replenished  his  glass  from  time  to  time,  until  in 
the  early   night   the  trim   little  shopgirls   flocked  out 
into  the  highways  in  gossiping,  fluttering  coveys,  trot- 
ting away  across  the  illuminated  asphalt,   north  and 
south  to  their  thousand  dingy  destinations.     And  after 
they   had  gone  he  would   probably   arouse   himself   to 
read  the  evening  paper,  or  perhaps  gossip  with  Major 
Belwether  and  other  white-haired  familiars,  or  perhaps 
doze  until  it  was  time  to  summon  a  cab  and  go  home 
to  dress. 

That  afternoon,  however,  having  O'Hara  and  Fleet- 
wood to  give  him  countenance,  he  managed  to  arouse 
himself  long  enough  to  make  Plank  known  personally  to 
several  of  the  governors  of  the  club  and  to  a  dozen 
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members,  then  left  him  to  his  fate.  Whence,  presently, 
Fleetwood  and  O'Hara  extracted  him— fate  at  that  mo- 
ment being  personified  by  a  garrulous  old  gentleman, 
one  Peter  Caithness,  who  divided  with  Major  Belwether 
the  distinction  of  being  the  club  bore — and  together  they 
piloted  him  to  the  billiard  room,  where  he  beat  them 
handily  for  a  dollar  a  point  at  everything  they  sug- 
gested. 

"  You  play  almost  as  pretty  a  game  as  Stephen  Si- 
ward  used  to  play,"  said  O'Hara  cordially.  "  You've 
something  of  his  cue  movement — something  of  his  in- 
fernal facility  and  touch.     Hasn't  he,  Fleetwood."" 

"I  wish  Siward  were  back  here,"  said  Fleetwood 
thoughtfully,  returnir  his  cue  to  his  own  rack.  "I 
wonder  what  he  does  wun  himself— where  he  keeps  him- 
self all  the  while.?  What  the  dev  1  is  there  for  a  man  to 
do,  if  he  doesn't  do  anything.?  He's  not  going  out 
anywhere  since  his  mother's  death;  he  has  no  clubs  to 
go  to,  I  understand.  What  does  he  do — go  to  his  office 
and  come  back,  and  sit  in  that  shabby  old  brick  housv' 
all  day  and  blink  at  the  bum  portraits  of  his  bum  and 
distinguished  ancestors?  Do  you  know  what  he  does 
with  himself?  "  to  O'Hara. 

"  I  don't  even  know  where  he  lives,"  observed 
O'Hara,  resuming  his  coat.  "  He's  given  up  his  rooms, 
I  understand." 

"  What?    Don't  know  the  old  Siward  house?  " 

"  Oh!  does  he  live  there  now?  Of  course;  I  forgot 
about  his  mother.  He  had  apartments  last  year,  you 
remember.  He  gave  dinners — corkers  they  were.  I  went 
to  one — like  that  last  one  you  gave." 

"  I  wish  I'd  never  given  it,"  said  Fleetwood  gloomily. 
"  If  I  hadn't,  he'd  be  a  member  here  still.  .  .  .  What  do 
you  suppose  induced  him  to  take  that  little  gin-drinking 
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cat  to  the  Patroons?     Why,  man.  it  wasn't  even  an 
undergraduate's  trick !  it  was  the  act  of  a  lunatic." 

For  a  while  they  talked  of  Siward,  and  of  his  unfor- 
tunate  story  and  the  pity  of  it;  and  when  the  two  men 

O'Hara  looked  up  surprised,  then  shrugged.    «  Un- 
fortunately he  doesn't  deny  it.  you  see  " 

-Zly^'^A^fA    "^i  ^!^*-«xl»   lighting  a  cigarette. 

that  he  did  deny  ,t;  that  he  said,  no  matter  what  his 

condition  was,  he  couldn't  have  done  it.    If  he  had  been 

sober,  the  governors  would  have  been  bound  to  take  his 

And  after  they  pointed  out  to  him  that  he  had  been  in 

no  condition  to  know  exactly  what  he  did  do.  he  shut 

«*  T   'a     u  u  ^.^^  *^''°PP*^  ^'"^ '  *"<*  »»^'«  falling  yet." 

tt.t  sort  of  thing,"  repeated  Plank  obstinately,  his 
Delft-blue  eyes  partly  closing,  so  that  all  the  Dutch 
h^hT  T  "!?  stubbornness  in  his  face  disturbed  its 
highly  coloured  placidity.    And  he  walked  away  toward 

cIlLkTusr"  *°  ''''^""  '"  P""'^'*'"^  P'"'^  "^^^^  «^ 

O  Kara  to  Fleetwood  as  Plank  disappeared.     «  It  isn't 
that  he's  a  bounder;  but  he  doesn't  know  things     h 

member  of  a  club  before  he  criticises  the  judgment  of  its 

think  1 11  write  a  letter  for  him.  or  put  down  my  name 
What  do  you  think?  "  ^ 

"  It  would  be  all  right,"  said  Fleetwood.     «  He'll 
need  all  the  support  he  can  get.  with  Lerov  Mortimer 
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as  his  sponsor.  .  .  .  Wasn't  Mortimer 
about  Siward  though,  in  his  role  of 
prophet?     Whew!" 

"  Siward  never  had  any  use  for  Mortimer,*'  observed 
O'Hara. 

"I'll  bet  you  never  heard  him  say  so,"  returned 
Fleetwood.  "You  know  Stephen  Siward's  way;  he 
never  said  anything  unpleasant  about  any  man.  I  wish 
I  didn't  either,  but  I  do.  So  do  you.  So  do  most  men. 
.  .  .  Lord!  I  wish  Siward  were  back  here.  He  was  a 
good  deal  of  a  man,  after  all,  Tom." 

They  Were  unconsciously  using  the  past  tense  in  dis- 
cussing Siward,  as  though  he  were  dead,  either  physi- 
cally or  socially. 

"In  one  way  he  was  always  a  singularly  decent 
man,"  mused  O'Hara,  walking  toward  the  great  marble 
vestibule  and  buttoning  his  overcoat. 

"  How  exactly  do  you  mean.''  " 

"  Oh,  about  women." 

"  I  believe  it,  too.  If  he  did  take  that  Vyse  girl  into 
the  Patroons,  it  was  his  limit  with  her — and,  I  believe 
his  limit  with  any  woman.  He  was  absurdly  decent  that 
way;  he  was  indeed.  And  now  look  at  the  repuUtion 
he  has !    Isn't  it  funny.?  isn't  it,  now.?  " 

"  What  sort  of  an  effect  do  you  suppose  all  this 
business  is  going  to  have  on  Siward?  " 

"  It's  had  one  effect  already,"  replied  Fleetwood,  as 
Plank  came  up,  ready  for  the  street.  "  Ferrall  says 
he  looks  sick,  and  Belwether  says  he's  going  to  the  devil ; 
but  that's  the  sort  of  thing  the  major  is  likely  to  say. 
By  the  way,  wasn't  there  something  between  that  pretty 
Landis  girl  and  Siward?  Somebody — some  damned  gos- 
siping somebody— talked  about  it  somewhere,  recently." 

"I  don't  believe  that,  either,"  said  Plank,  in  his 
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heavy,  measured,  passionless  voice,  as  they  descended  the 
steps  of  the  white  portico  and  looked  around  for  a  cab. 
"  As  for  me,  I've  got  to  hustle,"  observed  O'Hara, 
glancing  at  his  watch.  "  I'm  due  to  shine  at  a  function 
about  five.  Are  you  coming  up-town  either  of  you 
fellows.?  I'll  give  you  a  lift  as  far  as  Seventy-second 
Street,  Plank."  ^ 

"  Tell  you  what  we'll  do,"  said  Fleetwood,  impul- 
sively, turning  to  Plank:  "  We'll  drive  down  town,  you 
and  I,  and  we'll  look  up  poor  old  Siward!  Shall  we? 
He's  probably  all  alone  in  that  God-forsaken  red  brick 
family  tomb!    Shall  we?    How  about  it.  Plank?  " 

O'Hara  turned  impatiently  on  his  heel  with  a  gesture 
of  adieu,  climbed  into  his  electric  hansom,  and  went 
buzzing  away  up  the  avenue. 

"  I'd  like  to,  but  I  don't  think  I  know  Mr.  Siward 
well  enough  to  do  that,"  said  Plank  diffidently.  He 
hesitated,  colouring  up.  •'  He  might  misunderstand  mv 
going  with  you— as  a  liberty— which  perhaps  I  might 
not  have  ventured  on  had  he  been  less— less  unfortu- 
nate." 

Again  Fleetwood  warmed  toward  the  ruddy,  ponder- 
ous young  man  beside  him.  "  See  here,"  he  said,  "  you 
are  going  as  a  friend  of  mine— if  you  care  to  look  at 
it  that  way." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Plank;  « I  should  be  very  clad 
to  go  in  that  way." 

The  Siward  house  was  old  only  in  the  comparative 
Manhattan  meaning  of  the  word;  for  in  New  York  noth- 
ing 18  really  very  old,  except  the  faces  of  the  youiig  men. 

Decades  ago  it  had  been  considered  a  big  house,  and 
It  was  still  so  spoken  of— a  solid,  dingy,  red  brick  struc- 
ture, cubical  in  proportions,  surmounted  by  heavy  chim- 
neys, the  depth  of  its  sunken  windows  hinting  of  the 
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thickness  of  waU  and  foundation.  Window-curtains  of 
obsolete  pattern,  all  alike,  and  all  drawn,  masked  the 
blank  panes.  Three  massive  wistaria-vines,  the  gnarled 
stems  as  thick  as  tree-trunks,  crawled  upward  to  the 
roof,  dividing  the  fa9ade  equally,  and  furnishing  some 
rchcf  to  its  flatness,  otherwis-?  unbroken  except  by  the 
deep  reveals  of  window  and  door.  Two  huge  and  un- 
symmetrical  catalpa  trees  stood  sentinels  before  it,  di- 
viding curb  from  asphalt ;  and  from  the  centres  of  the 
shrivelled,  brown  grass-plots  flanking  the  stoop  under 
the  basement  windows  two  aged  Rose-of -Sharon  trees 
bristled  naked  to  the  height  of  the  white  marble  capitals 
of  the  flaking  pillars  supporting  the  stained  portico. 

An  old  New  York  house,  in  the  New  York  sense. 
Old  in  another  sense,  too,  where  in  a  rapid  land  Time 
outstrips  itself,  painting,  with  the  antiquity  of  centu- 
ries, the  stone  and  mortar  which  were  new  scarce  ten 
years  since. 

"Nice  old  family  mausoleum,"  commented  Fleet- 
wood, descending  from  the  hansom,  followed  by  Plank. 
The  latter  instinctively  mounted  the  stoop  on  tiptoe, 
treading  gingerly  as  one  who  ventures  into  precincts 
unknown  but  long  respected;  and  as  Fleetwood  pulled 
the  old-fashioned  bell.  Plank  stole  a  glance  over  the 
fa9ade,  where  wisps  of  straw  trailed  from  sparrows' 
nests,  undisturbed,  wedged  between  plinth  and  pillar; 
where,  behind  the  lace  pane-screens,  shadowy  edges  of 
heavy  curtains  framed  the  obscunty;  where  the  paint 
had  blistered  and  peeled  from  the  iron  railings,  and  the 
marble  pillars  of  the  portico  glimmered,  scarred  by 
frosts  of  winters  long  forgotten. 

"  Cheerful  monument,"  repeated  Fleetwood  with  a 
sarcastic  nod.  Then  the  door  was  opened  by  a  very  old 
man    wearing    the    black    "  swaUow-tail »'    clothes    and 
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choker  of  an  old-time  butler,  spotless,  quite  immaculate, 
but  cut  after  a  fashion  no  young  man  remembers. 

fnll    ^       7.«n«fir.  Gumble,"  said  Fleetwood,  entering, 
followed  on  tiptoe  bj  Plank. 

n^A  ^"^  ''''!)'"*^'  "'•"  •  •  •  ^  P*"**^^  »"d  in  the  un- 

!^"  TL       **^'    "^'-  J'^^t^o^d^  «ir Mr. 

u     \     ,  ,      '  *"*^  **•*  **i"  *y^  peering  up  at  Plank 
who  stood  fumbling  for  his  card-case.  ' 

Fleetwood  dropped  both  cards  on  the  salver  un- 
-teadily  extended  The  butler  ushered  them  into  a  dim 
room  on  the  right. 

.    I^iT  'f  ??'•  Si™d?"  '«ked  Fleetwood,  pausing 
on  the  threshold  and  dropping  his  voice. 

The  old  man  hesitated,  looking  down,  then  still  look- 
Fl!et3^"  ^'"*""^=    "  ^'*^^^^'  "''  ^''^^^'^'  ^^' 

"  The  Siwards  were  always  that,"  said  the  young 
man  gently.  •'       * 

•« ^.Tk'  "''*  •  ■  \'^*'*"''  3^°"-    ^'-  Stephen— Mr.  Si- 
ward,     he  corrected,  quaintly,  "  is  indisposed,  sir      It 

f?^r~*  ^"^u  ,'1'.'^\*°  "'  *"'  ^''^  "     "^  bowed  and 
turned  away,  holding  his  salver  stiffly;  and  they  heard 

him  muttering  under  his  breath,  "  Bravely,  sir,  bravely 
A— a  great  shock,  sir!  .  .  .  Thank  you." 

Fleetwood  turned  to  Plank,  who  stood  silent,  staring 
through  the  fading  light  at  the  faded  household  gods  of 
the  house  of  Siward.  The  dim  light  touched  the  prisms 
of  a  crys  al  chandelier  dulled  by  age,  and  edged  the 

Z^^i  .  ";  f  ^'  ™"^^^  "^*"*^^'  *bove  which 
loomed  a  tarnished  mirror  reflecting  darkness.  Fleet- 
wood rose,  drew  a  window-shade  higher,  and  nodded 
toward  several  pictures;  and  Plank  moved  slowly  from 
one  to  another,  peering  up  at  the  dead  Siwards  in  their 
crackled  varnish. 
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This  18  the  real  thing,"  ob«erved  Fleetwood  cyni- 
cally all  this  Fourth  Avenue  antique  business;  dingy 
cumbersome,  depressing.  Good  God!  I  see  myS 
standing  ,t.  .  .  Look  at  that  old  grinny-bags  in  a 
p.g-tail  over  there!  To  the  cellar  for  his,  if  thTs  were 
my  house.  .  .  .  We've  got  some,  too,  in  several  rooms, 
and  I  never  go  into  'em.  They're  like  a  scene  in  a 
bum  play,  or  like  one  of  those  Washington  Square  rat- 
ho^^,  where  artists  eat  Welsh-rabbits  with  dirty  fingers. 

"I  like  it,"  said  Plank,  under  his  breath. 

Fleetwood  stared,  then  shrugged,  and  returned  to 
the  wmdow  to  watch  a  brand-new  French  motor-.ar 
drawn  up  before  a  modem  mansion  across  the  avenue. 

Ihe  butler  returned  presently,  saying  that  Mr.  Si- 
ward  was  at  home  and  would  receive  them  in  the  library 

sW    ^         ^"^  "°*  ^'*  ^"^'^  *°  P*^   "P  *"^  ^°^" 

PI  J  'J!"*"'*  u ""'"  ^^  ""*'  *"  "^  *«  **»**'"  -""ttered 
Fleetwood,  as  he  and  Plank  followed  the  old  man  up 

the  creaking  stairway.     But  Gumble,  the  butler,  said 
nothing  in  reply. 

Siward  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  by  the  window, 
one  leg  extended,  his  left  foot,  stiffly  cased  in  bandages, 
resting  on  a  footstool.  *^' 

fnJ^^'T;/]'?*;'"/"  ^^^^^'^'^J  Fleetwood,  hastening 
forward,     I  didn't  know  you  were  laid  up  like  this  •  " 

Siward  offered  his  hand  inquiringly;  then  his  eves 
turned  toward  Plank,  who  stood  behind  Fleetwood;  and, 
slowly  disengaging  his  hand  from  Fleetwood's  sym- 
pathetic grip,  he  offered  it  to  Plank. 

« It  is  very  kind  of  you,"  he  said.  "  Gumble,  Mr. 
Fleetwood  prefers  rye,  for  some  inscrutable  reason.  Mr 
Flank.?        His  smile  was  a  question. 
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If  you  don't  mind,"  said  Plank,  «  I  should  like  to 
have  some  tea — that  is,  if ♦» 

iLT  "oT''*;  ^T"''  ^"  *''**•  ^^'"  *^PP^*^  i"  company, 
Mr.  Plank,"  he  added.  "  And  the  cigars  arc  atVour 
elbow,  Billy,"  with  another  smile  at  Fleetwood. 

"  Now,"  said  the  latter,  after  he  had  lighted  his 
cigar,  "  what  is  the  matter,  Stephen?  " 

Siward  glanced  at  his  stiffly  extended  foot.  "  Noth- 
ing much."  He  reddened  faintly,  «  I  slipped.  It's  only 
a  twisted  ankle."  ^ 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  answer  satisfied  Fleetwood, 
then  a  sudden,  curious  flash  of  suspicion  came  into  his 
eyes;  he  glanced  sharply  at  Siward,  who  lowered  his 
eyes,  while  the  red  tint  in  his  hollow  cheeks  deepened. 

Neither  spoke  for  a  while.  Plank  sipped  the  tea 
which  Wands,  the  second  man,  brought.  Siward  brooded 
over  his  cup,  head  bent.  Fleetwood  made  more  noise 
than  necessary  with  his  ice. 

"I  miss  you  hke  hell!"  said  Fleetwood  musingly, 
meMuring  out  the  old   rye  from  the  quaint  decanter. 
Why  did  you  drop  the  Saddle  Club,  Stephen?" 
"I'm  not   riding;   I  have  no  use  for  it,"  replied 
Siward.  '^ 

"  You've  cut  out  the  Proscenium  Club,  too,  and  the 
Owl  s  Head,  and  the  Trophy.    It's  a  shame,  Stephen." 

"  I'm  tired  of  clubs." 

"  Don't  talk  that  way." 

"  Very  well,  I  won't,"  said  Siward,  smiling.  «  Tell 
me  what  is  happening— out  there,"  he  made  a  gesture 
toward  the  window;  «  all  the  gt:  -ip  the  newspapers  miss. 
I  ve  talked  Dr.  Grisby  to  death;  I've  talked  Gumble  to 
death;   I've   read   myself  stupid.     What's   going  on, 

So  Fleetwood  sketched  for  him  a  gay  cartoon  of 
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events,  caricaturing  varioua  episodes  in  the  social  ka- 
leidoscope which  might  interest  him.     He  gossiped  cyn- 
ically, but  without  malice,  about  people  thej  both  knew, 
about  engagements,  marriages,  and  divorces,  plans  and 
ambitions;  about  those  absent  from  the  metropolis  an.l 
the  newcomers  to  be  welcomed.     He  commented  briefly 
on  the  opera,  reviewed  the  newer  plays  at  the  thoatros, 
touched  on   the  now  dormant  gaiety  which  had   made 
the  season  at  nearby  country  clubs  conspicuous:  then 
dnfted  into  the  hunting  field,  gossiping  pleasantly  in 
the  vernacular  about  horses  and  packs  and  drag-hunts 
and  stables,  and  what  peojile  thought  of  the  new  Eng- 
lish hounds  of  the  trial  pack,  and  how  the  new  M.  F. 
H.,  Maitland  Gray,  had  managed   to  break   so  many 
bones  at  Southbury. 

Politics  were  touched  upon,  and  they  spoke  of  the 
possibility  of  Ferrall  going  to  the  Assembly,  the  sport 
of  boss-baiting  having  become  fashionable  among  ama- 
teurs, and  providing  a  new  amusement  for  the  idle  rich. 
So  city.  State,  and  national  issues  were  run  through 
lightly,  business  conditions  noticed,  the  stock  market 
speculated  upon;  and  presently  conversation  died  out, 
with  a  yawn  from  Fleetwood  as  he  looked  into  his  empty 
glass  at  the  last  bit  of  ice. 

"Don't  do  that,  Billy,"  smiled  Siward.  "You 
haven't  discoursed  upon  art,  literature,  and  science  yet, 
and  you  can't  go  until  you've  adjusted  the  affairs  of 
the  nation  for  the  next  twenty-four  hours." 

"Art.?  "yawned  Fleetwood.  "  Oh,  pictures.?  Don't 
like  'em.  Nobody  ever  looks  at  'em  except  debutantes, 
who  do  it  out  of  deviltry,  to  floor  a  man  at  a  dinner  or 
a  dance." 

"  How  about  literature.?  "  inquired  Siward  gravely. 
"  Anything  doing.'  " 
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"  Nothing  in  it,*»  replied  Fleetwood  more  gravely 
■tiU.  "  It».  another  feminine  bluff— like  aU  that  music 
talk  they  hand  you  after  the  opera." 

"  I  Bee.     And  science?  '* 

"  Spider  Flynn  is  matched  to  meet  Kid  Holloway ;  is 
that  what  you  mean,  Stephen?  Somebody  tumbled  out 
of  an  air-ship  the  other  day;  is  that  what  you  mean? 
And  they»re  selling  scientific  jewelry  on  Broadway  at  a 
dollar  a  quart;  is  that  what  you  want  to  know?" 

Siward  rested  his  head  on  his  hand  with  a  smile. 
"  Yes,  that*8  about  what  I  wanted  to  know,  Billy— all 
about  the  arts  and  sciences.  .  .  .  Much  obliged.  You 
needn't  stay  any  longer,  if  you  don't  want  to." 

"How  soon  will  you  be  out?"  inquired  Fleetwood. 
Out?     I  don't  know.     I  shall  try  to  drive  to  the 
office  to-morrow." 

"  Why  the  devil  did  you  resign  from  all  your  clubs? 
How  can  I  see  you  if  I  don't  come  here?  "  began  Fleet- 
wood impatiently.  «  I  know,  of  course,  that  you're  not 
going  anywhere,  but  a  man  always  goes  to  his  club 
You  don't  look  weU,  Stephen.  You  are  too  much 
alone." 

Siward  did  not  answer.  His  face  and  body  had  cer- 
tainly grown  thinner  since  Fleetwood  had  last  seen  him. 
Plank,  too,  had  been  shocked  at  the  change  in  him— 
the  dark,  hard  lines  under  the  eyes ;  the  pallor,  the  curi- 
ous immobility  of  the  man,  save  for  his  fingers,  which 
were  always  restless,  now  moving  in  search  of  some  small 
object  to  worry  and  turn  over  and  over,  now  nervously 
settling  into  a  grasp  on  the  arm  of  his  chair. 

"  How  is  Amalgamated  Electric?  "  asked  Fleetwood 
abruptly.  * 

"  I  think  it's  aU  right.    Want  to  buy  some?  "  re- 
plied Siward,  smiling. 
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i.  k.vl*"''  •l'"^^ .'"  »»»  chair  po„derou.ljr.    "  Somebodj 
IS  kicking  It  to  pieces,"  he  said.  ^ 

II  Somebody  is  trying  to,"  smiled  Siward. 

"Of  course,"  continued  Fleetwood,  tentatively,  "  you 
people  need  not  worry,  with  Howard  Quarrier  back  of 

Nobody  said  anything  for  a  while.  Presently  Si- 
ward  s  restless  hands,  moving  in  search  of  something 
encountered  a  pencil  lying  on  the  table  beside  him,  and 
he  picked  ,t  up  and  began  drawing  initials  and  scrolls 
on  the  margin  of  a  newspaper;  and  all  the  scrolls  framed 
initmls,  and  all  the  initials  were  the  same,  twining  and 
twisting  into  endless  variations  of  the  letters  S.  L. 

"  Yes,  I  must  go  to  the  office  to-morrow,"  he  re- 
peated absently.  "I  am  better-in  fact  I  am  quite 
well  except  for  this  sprain."  He  looked  down  at  his 
bandaged  foot,  then  his  pencil  moved  listlessly  again, 
contmumg  the  endless  variations  on  the  two  letters  It 
was  plain  that  he  was  tired. 

Fleetwood  rose  and  made  his  adieux  almost  affection- 
ately.   Plank  moved  forward  on  tiptoe,  bulky  and  noise- 

iTiii^;' orir '"'  °"' '''  ^^'  -'-'  --^^^^^ 

"Would  you  like  to  have  me  come  again?"  asked 
t-lank,  red  with  embarrassment,  yet  so  naively  that  at 
hrst  Srward  found  no  words  to  answer  him;  then- 
Would  you  care  to  come,  Mr.  Plank?  " 

"Yes." 

Siward  looked  at  him  curiously,  almost  cautiously. 
His  first  impressions  of  the  man  had  been  summed  up  in 
one  contemptuous  word.  Besides,  barring  that  what 
was  there  m  common  between  himself  and  such  a  tvDe 
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M  Plank?  He  had  not  trtn  troubled  himself  to  avoid 
him  at  Shotover;  he  had  merely  been  aware  of  him  when 
Plank  spoke  to  him;  never  otherwise,  except  that  after- 
noon beside  the  swimming  pool,  when  he  had  made  one 
of  his  rare  criticisms  on  PUnk. 

Perhaps  Plank  had  changed,  perhaps  Siward  had; 
for  he  found  nothing  offensive  in  the  bulky  young  man 
now—nothing  particularly  attractive,  either,  except  for 
a  certain  simplicity,  a  certain  direct  candour  in  the 
heavy  blue  eyes  which  met  his  squarely. 

•  J,  "  *^°™®  '"  ^o*"  »  c'g»'  ^hen  you  have  a  few  momenU 
idle,"  said  Siward  slowly. 

"  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure,"  said  PUnk,  bow- 
ing. 

And  that  was  all.  He  followed  Fleetwood  down  the 
stairs;  Wands  held  their  coats,  and  bowed  them  out  into 
the  falling  shadows  of  the  winter  twilight. 

Siward,  sitting  beside  his  window,    watched    them 
enter  their  hansom  and  drive  away  up  the  avenue.     A 
dull  flush  had  settled  over  his  cheeks;  the  aroma  of 
■pints  hung  in  the  air,  and  he  looked  across  the  room 
at  the  decanter.     Presently  he  drank  some  of  his  tea, 
but  It  was  lukewarm,  and  he  pushed  the  cup  from  him. 
The  clatter  of  the  cup  brought  the  old  butler,  who 
toddled    hither   and    thither,    removing   trays,    pulling 
chairs  into  place,  fussing  and  pattering  about,  until  a 
maid  came  in  noiselessly,  bearing  a  lamp.     She  pulled 
down  the  shades,  drew  the  sad-coloured  curtains,  went 
to  the  mantelpiece  and  peered  at  the  clock,  then  brought 
a  wine-glass  and  a  spoon  to  Siward,  and  measured  the 
dose  m  silence.     He  swallowed  it,  shrugged,  permitted 
her  to  change  the  position  of  his  chair  and  footstool, 
and  nodded  thanks  and  dismissal. 

"  Gumble,  are  you  there?  »  he  asked  carelessly. 
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The  butler  entered  from  the  hallway.    "  Ye«,  ■ir.'» 
**  You  m«jr  leave  that  decanter." 
But  the  old  wnrant  may  have  misunderstood,  for  he 
V,u      u^."'^  *"'*''*^  "^  downstairs  with  the  decanter. 

For  a  while  Siward  sat  there,  eye.  --..!,  .,„^ii„g 
^to  vacancy;  then  the  old,  listless,  can  «or^  .^pr  ,„! 
returned;  he  rested  one  elbow  on  th.  .nu\o^..V^  y^ 
worn  cheek  on  his  hand,  and  with  *l,c  oli  r  '.vu,"  foU 
to  weavnsr  .n.tial«  with  his  pencil  r..  tJ.  ^aqrin  „r  tl.. 
newspaper  lymg  on  the  table  besidr  :.,n,. 

Lamplight  brought  out  sharply  t  ..  .,1,   ,1.  ..I  c^.^ngt 

around   the  eyes.      The   mark   of   the  mascoi  v,co   wa. 

t      \       !^"?  '"  *^*  '''°"^"»  ^°^"-«"^  h«"ows;  iU 
mpnnt  ,n  the  fine  lines  at  the  corners  of  his  mo  uK;  if 

which  had  not  yet  become  a  looseness. 
fK    l^L^^  J^^^t  of  the  Siwards  had  at  last  stepped  into 
b^fo^tr^  ^"  "^""'^  ^°''^*"  had  tVvelled 

"  Gumble ! »  he  called  irritably. 

m«n^?'*L^""^''°'**'  *"  """^^'^^y  ''t^P'  «n<J  the  old 
man  entered  again.     "  Mr.  Stephen,  sir?  " 

"  Bnng  that  decanter  back.     Didn't  you  hear  me 
tell  you  just  now?  »  ^ 

"  Sir?  " 

"  Didn't  you  hear  me?  " 
"  Yes,  Mr.  Stephen,  sir." 
There  was  a  silence. 
"Gumble!" 
"  Sir?  " 

17  247 


THE  FIGHTING  CHANCE 


"Are  you  going  to  bring  that  decanter? »» 
The  old  butler  bowed,  and  ambled  from  the  room, 
and  for  a  long  while  Siward  sat  sullenly  listening  and 
scoring  the  edges  of  the  paper  with  his  trembling  pen- 
al.    Then  the  lead  broke  short,  and  he  flung  it  from 
h.m  and  pulled  the  bell.    Wands  came  this  time,  a  lank, 
-andy,  silent  man.  grown  gray  as  a  rat  in  the  wsrvioe 
of  the  Siwards.     He  received  his  master»s  orders,  and 
withdrew;  and  again  Siward  waited,  biting  his  under 
hp  and  tearing  bits  from  the  edges  of  the  newspaper 
with  fingers  never  still;  but  nobody  came  with  the  de- 
canter, and  after  a  while  his  tense  muscles  relaxed ;  some- 
thing in  Ins  very  soul  seemed  to  snap,  and  he  sank  back 
m  his  chair,  the  hot  tears  blinding  him. 

He  had  got  as  far  as  that;  moments  of  self-pity 
were  becoming  almost  as  frequent  as  scorching  interval, 
of  self-contempt. 

So  they  all  knew  what  was  the  matter  with  him— 
they  all  knew-the  doctor,  the  servants,  his  friends. 
Had  he  not  surprised  the  quick  suspicion  in  Fleetwood's 
glance,  when  he  told  him  he  had  slipped,  and  sprained 
his  ankle.P  What  if  he  had  been  drunk  when  he  fell 
—fell  on  his  own  doorsteps,  carried  into  the  old  Siward 
house  by  old  Siward  servants,  drunk  as  his  forefathers? 
It  was  none  of  Fleetwood's  business.  It  was  none  of  the 
servants   business.     It  was  nobody's  business  except  his 

hH"  ff  h^''"  r'*  '^'^  ^""^  P^P'^'  ^  P'-y  into 

h.8  affairs  and  doctor  him  and  dose  him  and  form  secret 

i^gues  to  disobey  him,  and  hide  decanters  from  him? 
^/i"     S"    /."^!^^^  have  the  impertinence  to  meddle 
«^th  him?     Of  what  concern  to  them  were  his  vices  or 
his  virtues? 

The  tears  dried  in  his  hot  eyes;  he  jerked  the  old- 
fashioned  beU  savagely ;  and  after  a  long  while  he  heard 
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servants  whispering  together  in  the  passage-way  out- 
side his  door. 

He  lay  very  still  in  his  chair;  his  hearing  had  be- 
come abnormaHy  acute,  but  he  could  not  make  out  what 
they  were  saying;  and  as  the  dull,  intestinal  aching  grew 
sharper,  parching,  searing  every  strained  muscle  in 
throat  and  chest,  he  struck  the  table  beside  him,  and 
clenched  his  teeth  in  the  fierce  rush  of  agony  that  swept 
him  from  head  to  foot,  crying  out  an  inarticulate  menace 
on  his  household.  And  Dr.  Grisby  came  into  the 
room  from  the  outer  shadows  of  the  hail. 

He  was  very  small,  very  meagre,  very  bald,  and  clean- 
shaven, with  a  face  like  a  nut-cracker ;  and  the  brown  wig 
he  wore  wa«  atrocious,  and  curied  forward  over  his  col- 
ourless ears.  He  wore  steel-rimmed  spectacles,  each  glass 
divided  into  two  lenses ;  and  he  stood  on  tiptoe  to  look 
out  through  the  upper  lenses  on  the  world,  and  always 
bent  almost  double  to  use  the  lower  or  reading  lenses. 

Besides  that,  he  affected  frilled  shirts,  and  string 
ties,  which  nobody  had  ever  seen  snuglv  tied.  His  loose 
string  tie  was  the  first  thing  Siward"  could  remember 
about  the  doctor;  and  that  the  doctor  had  permitted  him 
to  pull  it  when  he  had  the  measles,  at  the  age  of  six. 

"What's  all  this  racket?"  said  the  little  old  doc- 
tor harshly.  "  Got  colic?  Got  the  toothache?  I'm 
ashamed  of  you,  Stephen,  cutting  capers  and  pounding 
the  furniture!  Lookup!  Look  at  me!  Out  with  your 
tongue!     Well,  now,  what  the  devil's  the  trouble?" 

"You— know,"  muttered  Siward,  abandoning  his 
wrist  to  the  little  man,  who  seated  himself  beside  him. 
Dr.  Grisby  scarcely  noted  the  pulse;  the  delicate  pres- 
sure had  become  a  strong  caress. 

"Know  what?"  he  grunted.  "How  do  I  know 
what's  the  matter  with  you?     Hcv?     Now.  now,  don't 
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try  to  expUun.  Steve;  don't  fly  off  the  h,.ndle!  AU 
nght;  grant  that  I  do  know  what*,  bothering  you^ 
want  to  .ee  that  ankle  fi.t.     Here,  «,n,ebody !  "^Li^t 

w.red  for  electnc.ty,  Stepher?  It's  wholewme.  Ga. 
wnt.  Lamps  are  worse,  sir.  Do  as  I  teU  you !  "  And 
he  went  on  loquaciously,  grumbling  and  muttering,  and 
never  ceas.ng  h.s  talk,  while  Siward,  wincing  S  the 
dressing  was  removed,  lay  back  and  closed  his  eyes, 
dinner       ""  ^°"''  ''**""  ^'""^'^  «PPeared,  to  announce 

"  I  don't  want  any,"  said  Siward. 

"Eat!"  said  Dr.  Grisby  harshly. 

"  I — don't  care  to." 

"Eat,IteUyou!  Do  you  think  I  don*  t  mean  what 
1  say  ?  " 

So  he  ate  his  broth  and  toast,  the  doctor  curtly  de- 
clining to  join  him.  He  ate  hurriedly,  closing  his  eyes 
in  aversion.  Even  the  iced  tea  was  flat  and  distasteful 
to  him. 

And  at  last  he  lay  back,  white  and  unstrung,  the 
momentarily  deadened  desperation  glimmering  under  his 
half-closed  eyes.  And  for  a  long  while  Dr.  Grisby  «it, 
doubled  almost  in  two,  cuddling  his  bony  little  knee, 
and  studying  the  patterns  in  the  faded  carpet 

lenJth    *"^'  ^""'"^  ^^^"^  *^°*   Stephen,"  he  said  at 

"  Up  the  river—to  Mulqueen's?  " 

"  Yes.  Let's  try  it,  Steve.  You'h  be  on  your  feet 
m  two  w^ks.  Then  you'd  better  go^up  the  river-to 
Mulqueen's." 

I  \~f}\^°'  '^  ^°"  '*^'  ***•    ®"^  ^  ^*"'*  ««  now.' 
I  didn  t  say  go  now.    I  said  in  two  weeks." 
Perhaps." 
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"  WiU  jou  give  me  ywir  word  ?  »  demanded  the  doc- 
tor sharply. 

"  No,  doctor.' 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  I  may  have  to  be  hero  on  business.  There 
wems  to  be  some  sort  of  crisis  coining  which  I  don't 
understand." 

"There's  a  crisis  right  here,  Steve,  which  /  under- 
stand! snapped  Dr.  Grisby.  "Face  it  hke  a  man! 
Face  ,t  hke  a  man !  You're  sick-~to  your  bones,  boy- 
s.ck  !  s,ck !  Fight  the  fight,  Steve !  Fight  a  good  fight. 
1  here  8  a  fightmg  chance;  on  my  soul  of  honour,  there 
IS,  Steve,  a  fighting  chance  for  you!  Now!  now,  boy' 
Buck  e  up  tight !    Tuck  up  your  sword-sleeve !    At  'em, 

fr      M^'^u''";.*^"'-     '^*''  "^'  ^">'  "'>'  »-v,  I  know 
/know!"    The  httle  nmn's  voice  broke,  but  he  steadied 
It  instantly  with  a  snap  of  his  nut-cracker  jaws,  and 
scowled  on  his  patient  and  shook  his  little  withered  fist 
at  him. 

His  patient  Uy  very  still  in  the  shadow. 
"  I  want  you  to  go,"  said  the  doctor  harshly,  "  before 
your  self-control  goes.    Do  you  understand .?    I  want  you 
to  go  before  your  decision  is  undermined ;  before  you 
begin  to  do  devious  things,  sly  things,  cheating  things, 
shnking  things— anything  and  everything  to  get  at  the 
thing  you  crave.       I've  given  you  something  to  fight 
with,  and  you  won't  take  it  faithfullv.     I've  given  you 
free  rem  m  tobacco  and  tea  and  coffer.     I've  helped  'you 
as  much  as  I  dare  to  weather  the  nights.     Now,  you 
help  me — do  you  hear.?  " 
"  Yes  ...  I  will." 

"  You  say  so;  now  do  it.  Do  something  for  your- 
wlf.  Do  anything!  If  you're  sick  of  reading-;nd  I 
don  t  blame  you,  considering  the  stuff  you  read— iret 
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people  down  here  to  see  you ;  get  lots  of  people.    Tele- 
phone   em;    youVe   a    telephone    there,   hTven't   you? 

"  Yes,  I  wiU." 

"Good!     Now,  Steve,  we  know  what's  the  matter 
physically,  don't  we?     Of  course  we  do!     Now    the.  ' 
what's  the  matter  mentally^ "  *        "' 

1'    ;«''t*lly?"  repeated  Siward  under  his  breath, 
.es,    mentally.      What's    the    trouble?      Stocks? 
Bonds        Lawsuits?      Love?  "  the  slightest  pause   and 

"Love?"""/   ''    '^LT''''    ""'''    ^^'"^    ^    '--• 
Love?       he   repeated   harshly.     "Which  is   it,  boy? 

They're  all  good  to  lot  alone."  ^ 

S  lT^""S  T:^  ^'"'^"^-     «"*'  ^""S  *  Siward,  he 
was  obliged  to  add  "  partly." 

the  3?'"'"'::'^ '■"^'"  "^P^'^  ^^'  ^'^^''    "  What's 
tlie  matter  with  business — partly?  " 

i.  JIL^™''  ''"°*-  ™"'  ■"*  """»""•  Heth„i„gto„ 
..  poundmg  u,-app.re„tlj-.  That  Intor-County  cro.d 
»  .cfng  om.nou,!,-,  too.  There',  something  under- 
hand «,„,ewl«re."  He  bent  hi.  he«l  .nd  fell  fo  pluck- 
".8  a  the  faded  brocade  on  the  arm  of  hi.  chair 
n,utle„„g  to  hin,.clf.  ".o.ewh.re.  .omehow,  «„„.  h2' 
underhand.     I  don't  know  what;  I  really  doU."  * 

All  nght-all  right."  .aid  the  doctor  te.tilT ;  "  let 
If?  ■"  «••'!    The,...  treachery,  eh?    You  .u.^  it 

That.,t   „,t?    All  right,  sir-aU  right!    Very  well- 

*bout  it,  eh?     What  about  it?" 
But  Siward  fell  silent  again. 

S5S 


t|. 


^MX- 


CONFIDENCES 


wrfl"  f«  .  ^n  ^°"  "^  '""■•'"•inK?     No?     Oh,  very 
well,  ,„-,   well,  .,r.  .  .  .  Pcfeotlj-  mrrect,  Stenhon 

toj^m,t  them  „  a„,b^y,  „„,  ^.^.„„  ,_,  ^.^___^^j^     ^".t 

"  Doctor ! " 
"  Sir?  » 

"  I  have — admitted  them." 

"To    JOUrsclf,    Steve  J*         Vm    eni-..^  \'  1 

right  to-:,et.     Vm  sorr,-— "  '^      ^°"   ^"""  "^ 

;;  I  have  admitted  the,n-admitted  them-to  Arr." 

clinch^':      Tii7.'*'     '^"'  *'"  '°^*°^  «^-'>''  "^hat 
Tou      T^'     ^'?^/°^'^«>'«»  to  the  wheel!    That  pled«>s 

enga  JlTL'f'^  '^  °"'  "°-     '*'«  -Vour  honou'thal^s 

ITSTfi  k7'  ^''"'*  ""''""'*'  "«*  ^^°"'-  intestines.  It's 
a  good  f5ght-a  very  good  fight,  with  no  chance  of  losL 
anj^thing  but  Kfe.  You  go  up  the  river  to  MuC". 
That's  the  strategy  in  this  campaign;  that's  exceTlent 
manoeuvring;  that's  good  generalship!  Eh^  Ma.k 
your  purpose.  Steve;  n.ake  a  feint  of  camping  out  her^ 
uptheH'ud^""^  !,'r  '''''"''  ^'"«  .Vour'en1i:e  for^ 
tfiat  II  hx   em!     J  hat's  gomg  to  astoni.sh  the  enemy!  " 

the  ^Z     T'J'^'  ""'''^''"^  ^'^"8»'t^-  broke  out  like 
the  distant  rattle  of  musketry. 

The  ghost  of  a  smile  glinunered  in  Siward's  haunted 
eyes,  then  faded  as  he  leane<l  forward 

"She  has  refused  n.e,"  he  said  simply. 
ch.H  ''"'",?*^*°^'  «ftcr  an  incredulous  stare,  began 
chattenng  with  wrath.  «  Refused  ,,o«  !  Pah!  prh" 
That*,  nothjng!  That  signifies  absolutely  noth'gi 
lUmeamngle^!  It's  a  detail.  Vou  get  wdl-do  yfu 
»M*r?     You  go  and  get  well:  then  try  it  again!     Then 
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you'll  see!  And  if  she  is  an  idiot— in  the  event  of  her 
irrational  persistence  in  an  incredible  and  utterly  inde- 
fensible attitude  "—he  choked  up,  then  fairly  baAed  at 
Siward— "take  her  anyway,  sir!  Run  off  with  her! 
Dominate  circumstances,  sir!  take  charge  of  events! 
.  .  .  But  you  can't  do  it  till  you've  clapped  yourself 
into  prison  for  life.  ...  And  God  help  you  if  you  let 
yourself  escape!" 

And  after  a  long  while  Siward  said :  "  If  I  should 
ever  marry — and — and " 

"Had  children,  eh?  Is  that  it?  Oh,  it  m,  eh? 
Wt'll,  I  say,  marry  I  I  say,  have  children !  If  you're 
a  man,  you'll  breed  men.  The  chances  are  they  may  not 
inherit  what  you  have.  It  skips  some  generations- 
some,  now  and  then.  But  if  they  do,  good  God!  I  say 
It's  better  to  be  l^>m  and  have  a  chance  to  fight  than 
never  to  come  ir  o  the  arena  at  all !  By  winning  out. 
the  world  learn^  by  failure,  the  world  is  no  less  wise. 
The  important  .  ing  is  birth.  The  main  point  is  to 
breed— to  pn  <luce— to  reproduce!  but  not  until  you 
stand,  sword  in  ha',  and  your  armed  heel  on  the  breast 
of  your  prostrate        I  subconscious  self!" 

He  jumped  up     ?  ,1  began  running  about  the  room 
with  short  little  bantam  steps,  talking  all  the  while. 

"  People  say,  «  Shall  criminals  be  allowed  to  mate 
and  produce  young?  Shall  malefactors  be  allowed  to 
beget?  No!'  And  I  say  no,  too.  Never  so  long  as 
they  remain  criminals  and  malefactors ;  so  long  as  the 
evil  in  them  is  in  the  ascendant.  Never,  until  they  are 
cured.  That's  what  I  say :  that's  what  I  mainUin. 
Crime  is  a  disease;  criminals  are  sick  people.  No  mar- 
riage for  them  until  they're  cured ;  no  children  for  them 
until  they're  well.  If  they  cure  themselves,  let  'em 
marry;  let  'em  breed;  for  then,  if  their  children  inherit 
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He  produced  a  huge  handkerchief  from  the  tails  of 
h.s  coat    and  wiped  his  damp  features  and  polished  his 

angle  '"  "  '""^  ^^"^  ^'  ""'^  *°°^  *  "'^'  "^"^  >""^J^ 
"I'm  talking  too  much,"  he  said  fretfully;  "I'm 
talkmg  a  great  deal-all  the  time-continually.  I've 
other  patients-several-plenty!  Do  you  think  you're 
the  only  man  I  know  who's  trying  to  disfigure  his  liver 
and  make  spots  come  out  all  over  inside  him?  Do  you?  '» 
biward  smiled  again,  a  worn,  pallid  smile.      * 

I  m  aJone  .t  s-hard.  One  of  those  crises  is  close  now. 
you— ^      "'  ahead-a    bad   outlook.      Couldn't 

"No!" 

"  Just  enough  to ♦♦ 

"  No,  Stephen." 

"-Enough  to  dull  it-just  a  little?  I  don't  ask 
for  enough  to  make  me  slee^not  even  to  make  me 

«  Yes°'"  ^°"''  "'''^'''  *'*''""'*  ^'°"'  ^"^^""^^  " 

"  Then,  just  this  once— for  the  last  time." 
No." 

T  ^"'7^^^  .'^'^.^°"  "^'*'^'  ^°"  "*^«*"'^  ^^  doctor. 
I  don  t  care  for  .t  except  to  give  me  a  little  respite,  a 
htt  e  res  on  a  n.ght  like  this.  Fm  so  tired  of  thif  acL 
If  I  could  only  have  some  sleep,  and  wake  up  i„  ^ood 

doctor !    Just  one  moment.    I  don't  mean  to  be  a  coward, 

but  I  ve  had  a  hard  fight,  and-I'm  tired If  you 

could  see  your  way  to  helping  me " 

"  I  dare  not  jdp  you  any  more  that  way." 
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"  Not  this  once?  » 

"  Not  this  once." 

There  wm  a  dead  silence,  broken  at  laat  bv  the 

^!^Z  T  ..  •  '''**'""*   «'"*"'"   ^^'^   *>»«   telephone. 
Talk  to  the  girl!    Why  don't  you  talk  to  the  mrP 
It  she  s  worth  a  hill  o'  beans  she'll  help  you  to  han^  on. 
What  s  she  for.  ,f  she  isn't  for  such  moments?    Tell  her 
you  need  her  voice;  tell  her  you  need  her  faith  in  you. 
Damn  central!     Talk  out  in  church!     Don't  make  a 
goddess  of  a  woman.    The  men  who  want  to  marry  her. 
and  can  t,  will  do  that!     The  nincompoop  can  Jways 
be  counted  on  to  deify  the  commonplace.     And  she  « 
commonplace.     If  she  isn't,  she's  no  f^ood !     Commend 
me  to  san.ty  and  the  commonplace.     I  Uke  off  my  hat 
to  It!     I  honour  it.     God  bless  it!     Good-night"' 

Siward  lay  still  for  a  long  while  after  the  doctor  had 
gone.     More  than  an  hour  had  passed  before  he  slowly 
wit  up  and  groped  for  the  telephone  book,  opened  it 
and  searched  in  a  blind,  hesitaUng  way  until  he  found 
the  number  he  was  looking  for. 

He  had  never  telephoned  to  her;  he  had  never  wWl- 
ten   her  except  once,  in  reply  to  her  letter  in  rega  d 
to  h.8  mother's  death-that  strange,  timid,  formal  let- 
ter, in  which,  gnef-stunned  as  he  was.  he  saw  only  the 
tormahty.  and  had  answered  it  more  formally  still.    And 
that  was  all  that  had  come  of  the  days  and  nights  by 
that  northern  8ca-a  letter  and  its  answer,  and  silence 
And,   thmk.ng  of  these  things,   he   shut   the  book 
weanly,  and  lay  back  in  the  shadow  of  the  faded  cur- 
tain, ilosing  his  sunken  eyes. 
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CONrESBIOMI 

..    ^"a^T^  I"  transition,  where  j-e.lerd.y  i,  „  j^ 
"  «  de.rf  century,  where  th<«  who  prepare  "c  dd 

P^en.   "■;."'"•.,"•«/"*»-  fuW.  the  function,  of  the 
present.     Time  itwlf  i,  con»idered  merely   «,   .   b. 

u„     "1  K  *■;"-.•»"".  '"•"-nted  with  «7p^„;  L  t> 
unavoidable  friction  clogging  the  fly-whcefof  p™gre» 

of  8"«.^""  '"*'  ■"■"  "'"  '"«'  »'■"""  '"^  to  thinl< 

For  a  few  weeks  men  spoke  of  hJm   -n  ♦!,„  • 

.»i..u      /•     I  •  I    .  "I'wmr  oi   mm   in  the  several 

c  ub,  of  which  he  had  lately  been  a  member^poke  "f 

.Ze  o7J;'  '"  ""  ""*  '""'■•  "''  •"-  '  '"'^-•""e 
spoke  ot  him  no  more. 

inhabit^^'lrlir  "'  ""  ""'"'  ■^"™  •'■'ch  he  had 
being  taken  for  granted,  people  laid  him  away  in  their 
™nd.  aimoet  a,  cerc™„„i.u.ly  a.  they  l„d  iaid  away 

Tl^  ^     iT     •  "°"""«  """  ■'"Kved,  rearranged,  or 

rZnr  J  '""""""'  ""'■''  ""'  """•<•  P'""  to  mi  at 
?o™"'h^'"""'  ".Y"^^  J^^y'  only  another  man 
Z2r  "'  '"'"  '"^-  ""'  "'"  "-e  nH>re  to  be 

counted  on,  one  more  man  to  be  counted  out-tnuu- 
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Thejr  wIk)  rcmcmlxrcd  him,  amone  thoM  who  h.rf 
not  j-ct    o.t  that  old.fa.hion«l  art.  w!„  v^yt°«.i^ 

adored  h.„,  from  a  d,,t«n«  a.  a  friend  of  older  ,i.ler 

omcth,„g  of  the  wmnrng  charm  of  the  Siward.  .hen 

gru.,dfather-the«.  thought  of  him  at  interval,      the 
remainder  had  no  Iei.u«  to  remember  oven  if  the  ■  h«J 

Z  IX™„o'r  '°d  H  "•  ^"""  °"'™"  "-'-^  ''^ 
Quirt)  .»!  ;  K      r      •""  '  Pri'-'-^S"!  cafe  waiter  in- 

old  haunt  of  hi».  Mr.  Desmond,  of  «rt  trallorv  «„H 
rouletto  notoriety,  who«  bu.i„e«  'is  Jl  C  l^ 
pohtely  regretful  at  hi.  absence  f„m  eert«n  ocfu  It 
emon,o,  ,h.ch  he  had  at  irregular  interval.  gr^."th 

ItL  V       /X"'  '""•  P^P''  "l'"  had  not  forg,^tten 
other      ,?!!'"1  "*""'""  ""''  B""'y  "'nk!  on^one 

The  day  that  award  left  New  York  to  vi.it  every. 
^/J  f"™"*.  M'-  Mulqueen,  in  the  country,  pTaTk 
c^ed  on  h.m  for  the  «eo„d  time  in  hi.  lifo.^Ind  ™ 
pmently  received  in  the  .outh  d,  awing-roo;,  the T 

n.„*"^"l:  '""  '"■""'  ""''  """«  """kilfully  two  .hinv 
nej  orutche,,  came  down  the  .tair.  and  .tumped  into 
the  drawmg-room,  which,  in  .pite  of  the  .ombre,  cTu.ter! 
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ing  curtain,,  w«.  brightly  iliuminated  by  the  wintor 
.un^hine  reflected  from  th^  ,now  in  the  sYree  Tw 
was  shocked  at  the  change  in  him-at  the^Lt    ;  J 

inm  Ills  other  ffn-iit  niKlimn  i;i„  .         ^"^v 

:*  •  .    **      '  t^iwnion-likc  paw  over  it    tmMi'nr* 

pair  of  ho.v/hrIt:!'<:^„^^.-"  """'■'  "-  »" 
"  I  thought  I'd  come,"  beiran  PlanW    „«>o. 

der  and  redder  as  ho  bei^an  tfll       ^l.  *^        "^  ''^' 
r»^-r     'i  "«K«n  to  realise  the  enormifv  nf 

.p.«-n"iinrp;r;ir;rr /-;  ■; - '» 

4t  T     T  **  ' '  1  m  a  trifle  lunio  vet  " 

loni^L'!,"^  '"!!"  '■''"''■'■•  """''  *"»  «»k-«rd  and  si- 
lent, findmg  nothing  to  ™y.  and  nc-her,  to  di,pt    „f 

2.19 


ii 


!■     I         S,\i  "1 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION   TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


1^ 

IIP 


[2.8 


1 3.6 

140 


2.5 
2.2 


2.0 


1.8 


^    /APPLIED  IIVMGE 


Inc 


'653   Cost   Main   Street 
Rochester,    Ne«    York         14609 
(716)    *82  -0300  -Phone 
(716)    288  -  5989  -  Fax 


USA 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


i  -^ 


■ 

I 

■■■ 

li 

T 

i 

1 

Ml 

n 

1 

■ 

"► 

^^i4 

his  hands,  until  Siward  gave  him  a  cigar  to  occupy  his 
fingers.  Even  then  he  continued  to  sit  uncomfortably, 
his  bulk  balanced  on  a  rickety,  spindle-legged  chair, 
which  he  stubbornly  refused  to  exchange  for  another,  at 
Siward's  suggestion,  out  of  sheer  embarrassment,  and 
with  a  confused  idea  that  his  refusal  would  somehow  ul- 
timately put  him  at  his  ease  with  his  surroundings. 

Siward,  secretly  amused,  rang  for  tea,  although  the 
hour  was  early.  After  a  little  while,  either  the  toast 
or  the  tea  appeared  to  act  on  Plank  as  a  lingual  laxa- 
tive, for  he  began  suddenly  to  talk,  which  is  character- 
istic of  bashful  men ;  and  Siward  gravely  helped  him  on 
when  he  floundered  and  turned  shy.  After  a  little, 
matters  went  very  well  with  them,  and  Plank,  much 
more  at  ease  than  he  had  ever  dared  to  hope  he  could  be 
v..th  Siward,  talked  and  talked;  and  Siward,  his  crutches 
across  his  knees,  lay  back  in  his  arm-chair,  chatting  with 
that  winning  informality  so  becoming  to  men  whr  are 
unconscious  of  their  charm. 

Watching  Plank,  it  occurred  to  him  gradually  that 
this  great,  cumbersome  creature  was  not  a  shrewd, 
thrifty,  self-made  and  self-finished  adult  at  all;  only  a 
big,  wistful,  lonely  boy,  without  comrades  and  with  no- 
where to  play.  On  Plank's  round  face  there  remained 
no  trace  of  shrew^lness,  of  stubbornness,  nothing  even  of 
the  heavy,  saturnine  placidity  of  a  dogged  man  who 
waits  his  turn. 

Plank  spoke  of  himself  after  a  while,  sounding  the 
personal  note  with  tentative  timiditv.  Siward  gravely 
encouraged  him,  and  in  a  little  while  the  onthnes  of  his 
crude  autobiography  appeared,  embodying  his  eventless 
boyhood  in  a  Pennsylvania  town ;  his  career  at  the  high 
school;  the  dawning  desire  for  college  equipment,  satis- 
fied by  his  father,  who  owned  shares  in  the  promising 
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Deopvale  St«!  Plank  Company;  the  unhappy  years  at 
Harvard-hard  years,   for  he  learned   with "dffflcutv 
sohtary  years,  for  he  «a»  not  sought  by  those  whom  hJ 
des.red   to  know      Then   he   ventured  "to  speak   of  h 
fathers  ^owmg  mterest  in  steel;  the  mergL  and  nb- 
sorbmg  of  .ndependent  plants;  his  own  enfrv  up"„  tK 
scene  on  the  death  of  his  father;  and-the  ^est-l': 
ral    fortune  and   prosperity,   whieh,   perhaps,   mi„ht 
stand  subsftute  as  a  social  sponsor  for  Wn,;  stand,  ^r- 
h  J,  for  somethmg  of  what  he  lacked  in  himself,  which 
ft^^'^tT"''""' r'"^  "«^  '«'"•  '""K-formed  habits 
Z     0U%  ";.[""?  ■■"•'""""-  "f  t'-  best  could 
f  \,     t        "'^  """''  '"^     W"^  »»"=  ^^t  beyond  his 

The  innocent  snobbery,  the  abashed  but  absolute 
sunphcty  of  this  ponderous  pilgrim  from  the  smeWng 
p*  clambenng  upward  through  the  high  school  of  th! 
Tlls^fH"'  *.""'"«  laboriously  through  the  chilly 
ha  Is  of  Harvard  toward  the  outer  breastworks  of  Man- 

';  Worth  while?  "  repeated  Plank,  flushing  heavily, 
.t  IS  worth  while  to  me.    I  have  always  desired  to  be 
a  part  of  the  best  that  there  is  in  my  ol  countTy ;  and 
the  best  is  here,  isn't  it?  " 

"  Not  necessarily,"  said  Siward,  still  smiUng.    «  The 
noisiest  IS  here,  and  some  of  the  best  " 

«mich  is  the  best?"  inquired  Plank  naively. 

..A  f^f    '        P    '"  P^P^"'  ^^^'^  education,  breeding, 
and  fortune  permit  them  the  luxury  of  thinking    and 
whose  tastes,  intelh-gence,  and  sanity  enable  themt  ex 
press  their  thoughts.     There  are  such  people  hL   and 

261 


'f-!>-\- 


':ahi, 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


some  of  them  form  a  portion  of  the  gaudier  and  noisier 
galaxy  we  call  society." 

"  That  is  what  I  wish  to  be  part  of,"  said  Plank. 
"  Could  you  tell  me  what  are  the  requirements?  " 

"I  don't  believe  I  could,  exactly,"  said  Siward, 
amused.  "  With  us,  the  social  system,  as  an  established 
and  finished  system,  has  too  recently  been  evolved  from 
outer  chaos  to  be  characteristic  of  anything  except  the 
crudity  and  energy  of  the  chaos  from  which  it  emerged. 
The  balance  between  wealth,  intelligence,  and  breeding 
has  not  yet  been  established— not  from  lack  of  wealth 
or  intelligence.  The  formula  has  not  been  announced, 
that  is  all." 

"What  is  the  formula?"  insisted  Plank. 
"  The  formula  is  the  receipt  for  a  real  society,"  re- 
plied Siward,  laughing.  "  At  present  we  have  its  un- 
combined  ingredients  in  the  raw— noisy  wealth  and  flip- 
pant fashion,  arrogant  intelligence  and  dowdy  breeding 
—all  excellent  materials,  when  filtered  and  fused  in  the 
retort;  and  many  of  our  test  tubes  have  already  pre- 
cipitated pure  metal  besides,  and  our  national  laboratory 
is  turning  out  fine  alloys.  Some  day  we'll  understand 
the  formula,  and  we'll  weld  the  entire  mass ;  and  that 
will  be  society,  Mr.  Plank." 

"  In  the  meanwhile,"  repeated  Plank,  unsmiling,  «'  I 
want  to  be  part  of  the  best  we  have.    I  want  to  be  part 
of  the  brightness  of  things.     I  mean,  that  I  cannot  be 
contented  with  an  imitation." 
"An  imitation?" 

"  Of  the  best — of  what  you  say  is  not  yet  society. 
I  ask  no  more  than  your  footing  among  the  people  of 
this  city.  I  wish  to  be  able  to  go  where  such  men  as 
you  go;  be  permitted,  asked,  desired  to  be  part  of  what 
you  always  have  been  part  of.     Is  it  a  great  deal  I 
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«.k  of  life,  L  Plank"  ^"'"  "''  '^  ™'  ""^  "»■-••  f 

"But  is  there  any  reason  why  I  mav  nn»  !>„„    . 
80  where  I  wish  to  go? "  ^  ''"P''  '» 

believe  ,ou  to  b'e  exaVwhrtnhe;';e;uTc     !^f"'': 
nje  whetw  ,ou  .a,  be' able  to  /o  Z^.ou  d "irl 

except  the  spnntmg  ability  of  the  pilgrim."  ^ 

th.n      f.        f  "^  '^  ''**'"'  ""^  ^'^  ^^"-r-d  jaws  relaxed- 
then,  after  a  few  moments'  thought :  ' 

"It  is  curious  that  what  vou  cast  awnv  f. 
so  easily,  I  am  waiting  for  with  allT  Z?       T/°" 
in  me      AnA  v«f  •*  •      i  patience  I  have 

III  me.     And  yet  it  is  always  yours  to  ninh  .,^ 
whenever  you  wish;  and  I  Zy  IZ  LZ^Z^T' 

ppened  to  be  a  pohceman  or  a  master  of  fox-hounds 

luL  Tu  ""  '■*  "•''  '"'"•  •>"'  P'ank's  upward  cv^ 
hhons  upon  the  social  ladder  were  of  no  interest  to  ^r 
and  h.s  na.ve  snobbery  was  becoming  something  of  a' 

So  Siward  directed  the  conversation  into  other  chan- 
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nels,  and  Plank,  accepting  another  cup  of  tea,  became 
very  communicative  about  his  stables  and  his  dogs,  and 
the  preservation  of  game;  and  after  a  while,  looking 
up  confidently  at  Siward,  he  said: 

"Do  you  think  it  beastly  to  drive  pheasants  the 
way  I  did  at  Black  Fells?  I  have  heard  that  you  were 
disgusted." 

"  It  isn't  my  idea  of  a  square  deal,"  said  Siward 
frankly. 

"  That  settles  it,  then." 

"  But  you  should  not  let  me  interfere  with " 

"  I'll  take  your  opinion,  and  thank  you  for  it.  It 
didn't  seem  to  me  to  be  the  thing;  only  it's  done  over 
here,  you  know.    The  De  Coursay's  and  the " 

"  Yes,  I  know.  .  .  .  Glad  you  feel  that  way  about 
It,  Plank.  It's  pretty  rotten  sportsmanship.  Don't  you 
think  so? "  ^  j 

"  I  do.  I— would  you— I  should  like  to  ask  you  to 
try  some  square  shooting  at  the  Fells,"  stammered 
Plank,  "  next  season,  if  you  would  care  to." 

"  You're  very  good.  I  should  like  to,  if  I  were 
going  to  shoot  at  all;  but  I  fancy  my  shooting  days  are 
over,  for  a  while."  ^ 

"  Over !  " 

"  Business,"  nodded  Siward,  absently  grave  again. 
I  see  no  prospect  of  my  idling  for  the  next  year  or 
two."  "^ 

"  You  are  in— in  Amalgamated  Electric,  I  think  " 
ventured  Plank. 

^^     "Very     much     in,"     replied     the    other    frankly. 
'  You've  read  the  papers  and  heard  rumours,  I  sup- 
pose? "  ^ 

"  Some.    I  don't  suppose  anybody  quite  understands 
the  attacks  on  Amalgamated." 
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"  I  don't — not  yet.     Do  you  ? 

Plank  sat  silent,  then  his  shrewd  under  lip  began  to 
protrude.  ® 

"I'm  wondering,"  he  began  cautiously,  "  how  much 
the  Algonquin  crowd  understands  about  the  matter?  " 

Siward's   troubled   eyes   were  on   him   as   he  spoke, 
watching  closely,  narrowly. 

"  I've  heard  that  rumour  before,"  he  said 

"  So  have  I,"  said  Plank,  "  and  it  seems  incredible." 
He  looked  warily  at  Siward.  "  Suppose  it  is  true  that 
the  Algonquin  Trust  Company  is  godfather  to  Inter- 
County.  That  doesn't  explain  why  a  man  should  kick 
his  own  door  down  when  there's  a  bell  to  ring  and  ser- 
vants to  let  him  in— and  out  again,  too." 

"I  have  wondered,"  said  Siward,  "  whether  the  door 
he  might  be  inclined  to  kick  down  is  really  his  own  door 
any  longer." 

"  I,  too,"  said  Plank  simply.  "  It  may  belong  to 
a  personal  enemy-if  he  ha.  any.  He  could  afford  to 
nave  an  enemy,  I  suppose." 

Siward  nodded. 

"Then,  hadn't  you  better-I  beg  your  pardon! 
lou  have  not  asked  me  to  adyise  you." 

"  No.  I  may  ask  your  advice  some  day.  Will  you 
give  it  when  I  do.? "  '  "^ 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  Plank,  so  warmly  disinter- 
ested, so  plainly  proud  and  eager  to  do  a  service  that 
Siward,  surprised  and  touched,  found  no  word  to  utter. 

Plank  rose.  Siward  attempted  to  stand  up,  but  had 
trouble  with  his  crutches. 

"Please  don't  try,"  said  Plank,  commg  over  and 
offering  his  hand.  "  May  I  stop  in  again  soon.?  Oh, 
you  are  off  to  the  country  for  a  month  or  two.?  I  see. 
...  You  don't  look  very  well.     I  hone  it  wil?  benefit 
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you      Awfully  glad  to  have  s^ouTl-I  hope  you 
won  t  forget  me — entirely." 

"  I  Am  the  man  people  are  forgetting,"  returned 
Siward,  not  you.  It  was  very  nice  of  you  to  come, 
l^ou  are  one  of  very  few  who  remember  me  at  all." 

«      V-^T^  ''^''^  ^^"^  P^°P^^  *"*  remember,"  said  Plank ; 
and  il  I  had  as  many  as  I  could  desire  I  should  re- 
member you  first." 

Here  he  became  very  much  embarrassed.  Siward  of- 
fered his  hand  again.  Plank  shook  it  awkwardly,  and 
went  away  on  tiptoe  down  the  stairs  which  creaked  de- 
corously  under  his  weight. 

And  that  ended  the  first  interview  between  Plank  and 
Siward  ,n  the  first  days  of  the  latter's  decline. 

The  months  that  passed  during  Siward'.s  absence 
trom  the  city  began  to  prove  rather  eventful  for  Plank 
He  was  finally  elected  a  member  of  the  Patroons  Club! 
without  serious  opposition ;  he  had  dined  twice  with  the 
Kemp  Ferralls;  he  and  Major  Belwether  were  seen  to- 
gether at  the  Caithness  dance,  and  in  the  Caithness  box 
at  the  opera.     Once  a  respectable  newspaper  reported 

1  1     T"^""  ^°''  ^^'  ^'^'^'^  ^"^'  ^i«  name,  linked 
with  the  clergy,  frequently  occupied  such  space  under 

the  column  headed  "  Ecclesiastical  News  "  as  was  de- 
voted to  the  progress  of  the  new  chapel,  and  many  old 
ladies  began  to  become  familiar  with  his  name. 

At  the  right  moment  the  Mortimers  featured  him 
between  two  fashionable  bishops  at  a  dinner.  Mrs.  Ven- 
denn.ng,  who  adored  bishops,  immediately  remembered 
him  among  those  asked  to  her  famous  annual  bal  poudre- 
a  celebrated  yacht  club  admitted  him  to  membership;  a 
whole  shoal  of  excellent  minor  clubs  which  really  needed 
new  members  followed  suit,  and  even  the  rock-ribbed 
Lenox,  weari-d  of  its  own  time-honoured  immomlity,  dis- 
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prophet's  cue  to  sit  tight  and  ya»„  «.c„si„„„nv. 

Moa„wh.lc  ho  didn't  want  to i  ho  wa.,  b.o„„,i;,„  „„,. 
.ous  to  ,.„  ,h,ngs  for  hin,,olf.  .hich  Leila  M„r,i  t  of 
course  would  not  pennil.  I,  „as  diffieult  for  Z^  to 
understand  that  any  effort  of  his  own  would  probably 
b  d,sastrous;  that  progress  could  e„„e  onh  through 
h.8  own  recep  ,ve  pass.vity;  that  nothing  was  den.anded 
nothing  requ,rrf,  nothing  permitted  ffon,  bin,  rTet 

SonsTh"''  'm  ■''^r"'""«  '"''■  "PP'-tunities'^a. 
sectwns  of  the  social  system  condesnndcd  to  offer 

th.  *^°' .'"'V'"'^^'  >"=  ""-W  to  open  his  art  galkry  to 

Inner  sat  upon  the  suggestion  with  a  shrug  of  her  pretty 
shoulder      Well,  then,  couldn't  he  pos^bly  do'^.oml'; 

fn^lhT  •  ^'"i'  «"'''^  '"'«-"<'"-•'  No.  he  couldn™; 
.nd  the  le«,  ,„  ev,denee  his  galleries  and  his  ball-room, 
were  at  present  the  better  his  chances  with  people  whT 
perfectly  aware  that  he  possessed  them,  were  very    lowly 

permitted  h,m  to  possess  what  they  had  never  known 
the  want  of.  First  of  all  people  must  tire  of  r  peating 
to  each  other  that  ho  was  nobody,  and  that  wouU  W 
pen  when  they  wearied  of  explaining  to  one  another  wh^ 

for  hlT  "f^  '"^''''"''-     '^"'  ™'  «"■«  enough 

Z^Vl  H  ''™""'™*  *°  P^-P'^  »""  they  h!d 
ceased  to  find  amusement  in  snubbing  him;  plenty  of 
toe  ,n  the  future  for  them  to  lash  him  to  a^l  op  f"r 
ther  pleasure  In  the  meanwhile  he  was  dfing'^veVy 
well,  because  he  began  to  appear  regularly  in  the  Caith^ 
»e«-B„n„esdel  bo,  and  old  Peter  (Sithne'ss  wis  aSl 
bonng  h>m  at  the  P.troons;   which  meant  that  TZ 
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thrifty  old  gentleman  considered  Plank's  millions  as  a 
possible  underpinning  for  the  sagging  house  of  Caith- 
ness, of  which  his  pallid  daughter  Agatha  was  the  sole 
sustaining  caryatid  in  perspective. 

Yes,  he  was  doing  well;  for  that  despot*-  Seauty, 
Sylvia  Landis,  whose  capricious  perversity  had  '  cently 
astonished  those  who  remembered  her  in  her  first  season 
as  a  sweet,  reasonable,  and  unspoiled  girl,  was  always 
friendly  with  him.  That  must  be  looked  upon  as  im- 
portant, considering  Sylvia's  unassailable  position,  and 
her  kinship  to  the  autocratic  old  lady  whose  kindly 
ukase  had  for  generations  remained  the  undisputed  law 
in  the  social  system  of  Manhattan. 

"  There  is  another  matter,"  said  Leila  Mortimer  in- 
nocently, as  Plank,  lingering  after  a  disastrous  rubber 
of  bridge  with  her,  her  husband,  and  Agatha  Caithness, 
had  followed  her  into  her  own  apartments  to  write  his 
cheque  for  what  he  owed.  «  You've  driven  with  me  so 
much  and  you  come  here  so  often  and  we  are  seen  to- 
gether so  frequently  that  the  clans  are  sharpening  up 
their  dirks  for  us.    And  that  helps  some." 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  Plank,  reddening,  and  twist- 
ing around  in  his  chair. 

"  Certainly.  You  didn't  suppose  I  could  escape,  did 
you.? " 

"  Escape!  What.?  "  demanded  Plank,  getting  red- 
der. 

"  Escape  being  talked  about,  savagely,  mercilessly. 
Can't  you  see  how  it  helps.?  Oh  dear,  are  you  stupid, 
Beverly .?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Plank,  staring,  «  just  how 
stupid  I   am.     If  you  mean  that   I'm  compromisinir 

you "  ^  ** 

Oh,  please!    Why  do  you  use  back-stairs  words? 
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out^^jth  New  Year's  calls  and  brown-slonc  stoop,." 
ously  '^  "*"  '*'  *^'"^"  ^^'^"^  P'«"^  scri- 

•*  Call  what?  you  great  boy !  " 

"  What  you  say  I'm  doing?  " 

"  /  don't  say  it." 

"Who  does?" 

Leila  laughed,  leaned  back  in  her  big,  padded  chair, 
dropping  one  knee  over  the  other.     Her  dark  ey.s  with 

who  had  now  turned  completely  around  in   his  chair 
leajmg  his  half-written  cheque  on  her  escritoire  behind 

"  You're  simply  credited  with  an  affair  with  a  pretty 
woman,  she  said,  watching  the  dull  colour  mounting  to 
h.s  temples,  "and  that  is  certain  to  be  useful  to  you! 

in.  1  Tp"  T^  ""  '^^'^^  °"  '^''^  -^  vou  blush- 
ing about"  And  as  he  said  nothing,  .she  added,  with 
a  daring  httle  laugh:  "You  are  credited  with  being 
very  agreeable,  you  see."  '^ 

" — jf  that's  the  way  you  *ake  i* 

"Of  course!     What  do  you  exf- 
for  help  before  I'm  hurt?  " 

"  You  mean  that  this  talk— gossiy 

"  How  silly !  "     She  looked  at  hir 
know  how  likely  I     m  to  require  pr 

gan  plaiting  with  her  fingers  the  silken    ..own  over  her 
knee.     «  Or  how  likely  I  would  be  to  shr        for  it  even 

i  ne^del;  i!"         "^  "^^  ^'"'"'^  ^'^^^      ^  -  -  ^' 

PlJl^^*^""^  ^"^^  '*"  ^^'  ^^^  ^^  your.^      '  ,.id 
I'lank,  wincing. 
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"  I  could,  if  I  wanted  to." 

♦  Everybody  knows  that.  I  know  it,  Uroy  know« 
It;  only  I  don't  care  to  figure  as  that  kind  of  man." 

Already  he  had  lost  sight  of  her  position  in  the 
matter;  and  she  drew  a  long,  quiet  breath,  almost  like 
a  sigh. 

"  Time  enough  after  you  marry,"  she  said  delib- 
erately, and  lighted  a  cigarette  from  a  candle,  recrossing 
her  knees  the  other  way. 

He  considered  her,  started  to  speak,  checked  him- 
self, and  swung  around  to  the  desk  again.  His  pen 
hovered  over  the  space  to  be  filled  in.  He  tried  to  recol- 
lect the  amount,  hesitated,  dated  the  cheque  and  af- 
fixed his  signature,  still  trying  to  remember;  then  he 
looked  at  her  over  his  shoulder. 

"  I  forget  the  exact  amount." 

She  surveyed  him  through  the  haze  of  her  cigarette, 
but  made  no  answer. 

"  I  forget  the  amount,"  he  repeated. 

"  So  do  I,"  she  nodded  indolently. 

"  But  I-       " 


>» 


>* 


"  Let  it  go.     Besides,  I  shall  not  accept  it.' 
He  flushed  up,  astonished.     «  You  can't  refuse  to 
take  a  gambling  debt." 

"  I  do,"  she  retorted  coolly.  "  I'm  tired  of  Uking 
your  money." 

"  But  you  won  it." 

"  I'm  tired  of  winning  it.  It  is  all  I  ever  do  win 
.  .  .  from  you." 

Her  pretty  head  was  wreathed  in  smoke.  She  tipped 
the  ashes  from  the  cigarette's  end,  watching  them  faU 
to  powder  on  the  rug. 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  he  persisted  doir- 
gedly.  "  * 
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';Dov'lyou?  I  don't  iK-lieve  I  do,  either.  Tlu,." 
uro  mtervuls  in  tuy  career  which  n.i^rht  prove  ehxM.ent  if 
I  opened  m^rhps.  But  I  .lon't,  except  to  n.ake  fl.,atin.. 
nn«.s  and  cabuh\stic  si^ms  ..ut  of  cigarette  .sn.oke.  Can 
you  read  the.r  meaning?  Look!  There  goes  one,  an<l 
there«  another  and  anofher-all  twisting  an.l  t.ncrhnK 
into  h.erosbph.cs.  TJ,ey  are  very  significant;  they 
-Ai.t  tell  you  a  lot  of  things,  if  you  would  only  tran.^ 
late  them.     But  you  haven't  the  key-have  you'^  " 

There  «^.  a  heavy,  jarring  step  in  the  main  living- 
room,  and  Mortin,er's  In.lk  darkenc.l  the  doorwav. 

£n/r^.^o„   amir    nodded    Leila,   glancing    up. 
Where  is  Agatha.? "  «  ^      i 

"I'm  going  to  Desmond V  he  grunted,   ignoring 
his   wife's   question;   "do   you   want   to  frv    ;*  • 

Beverly?"  '       "     jou   want   to  try   it   again, 

"I  can't  make  Leila  take  her  own  winnings,"  said 
Plank,  holding  out  the  signed  but  unfilled  ch<.r,.  to 
Mortimer  wljo  took  it  and  scrutinised  it  for  a  moment, 
rubbmg  his  heavy,  inflamed  eyes;  then,  gesticulating, 
the  c.ieque  fluttering  in  his  puffy  fingers- 

"Come  on,"  he  insisted.  "  IVe  a  notion  that  I  can 
give  Desmond  a  whirl  that  he  won't  forget  in  a  hurry. 
Agatha  s  asleep;  she's  going  to  that  ball— .vhere  is  it?  " 
he  demanded,  turning  on  his  wife.  «  Yes,  yes ;  the  Page 
blow-out.     You're  going,  I  suppose.?  " 

Leila  nodded,  and  lighted  another  cigarette. 

"AH  right,"  continued  Mortimer  impatiently;  «  you 

Plank  had  h  rr'*  ^'^'i  ^''°"  °""  ^"^ ''  y'-  tlk 

Plank  had  better  go,  why,  we'll  be  back  here  in  lime  " 

1  hat  means  you  won't  be  back  at  all,"  observed  his 
wife  coolly;  "and  it's  good  policy  for  Beverly  to  go 
where  he's  asked.  Can't  you  turn  in  and  sleep,  not, 
and  amuse  your  friend  Desmond  to-morrow  night?  » 
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«l,n"J!°'  I  Ti' r,  "^^^^  "  ^^^  ^'^  ^'  ^  ^«t  »  chance 
slip  when  I  feel  bke  a  winner! " 

Leila  ^""^  "^''^'^  ^^^  otherwise  when  you  gamble,"  said 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  he  retorted  peevishly.  « I  can  tell  al- 
most every  time  what  the  cards  are  going  to  do  to  me. 

or"l!:i/;«I:,^^-    "^^'^  '^  ''^^^  '^'^  '^'  ^°"  ^^  -^' 

"  ^°ok  hei-e,  Leroy,"  began  Plank,  « there's  one 
thmg  I  can't  stand  for,  and  that's  this  continual  loss 
of  sleep.     If  I  go  with  you  I'll  not  be  fit  to  go  to  the 

"  What  a  fanner  you  are !  "  sneered  Mortimer.  «  I 
believe  you  roost  on  the  foot-board  of  your  bed  like  a 
confounded  turkey.  Come  on!  You'd  better  bexrin 
training,  you  know.  People  in  this  town  are  not  going 
to  stend  for  the  merry  ploughboy  game,  you  see! " 

«on  fn  J  ,  •  ""^l^'r^^y  ^°v«"ng  his  principal  rea- 
son for  declmmg;  he  had  too  often  "  temporarily  "  as- 
sisted  Mortimer  at  Desmond's  and  Burbank's,  when 
Mortimer,  cleaned  out  and  unable  to  draw  against  a 
balance  non-existent,  had  plucked  him  by  the  sleeve  from 
the  faro  table  with  the  breathless  request  for  a  loan. 

1  tell  you  I  can  wring  Desmond  dry  to-night,"  re- 
peated Mortimer  sullenly.    «  It  isn't  a  case  of '  want  to,' 

^lh>  nV  T  °^  *  ^°*  *°-'  ^^^^  °^^  Pink-and-white 
rabbit  Belwether,  got  me  into  a  game  this  afternoon, 
and  between  him  and  Voucher  and  Alderdine  I'm 
stripped  clean  as  a  kennel  bone." 

But  Plank  shook  his  head,  pretending  to  yawn ;  and 
Mortimer,  glowering  and  lingering,  presently  went  off, 
his  swollen  hands  thrust  into  his  trousers'  pockets,  his 
gross  features  dark  with  disgust;  and  presently  they 
heard  the  front  door  slam,  and  a  mtUing  tattoo  of 
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hW  f«t  on  the  wpLit;  and  Leila  sprang  „p  ™. 
patenUy,  and  pacing  Plank,  traversed  the  pfssageTo 
the  windows  of  the  front  room.  * 

"He's    taken    the    horses— the    beast!"    she    said 

looked  out  ,„to  the  night,  where  the  round,  drooping 

t.i„i*j  ""^  "'!""■  'T**"  ™  ^"»-    T^<^  Mortimers  main- 
tarn  d  one  pair  oi  horses  only;  and  the  use  given  them 
at  all  hours  resulted  in  endless  scenes,  and  an  utter  im 
p^.bd.t,  for  Leila  to  retain  the  same  coaehman  ^d 
footman  for  more  than  a  few  weeks  at  a  time. 

He  won't  come  back;  he'll  keep  Martin  and  the 

Yo^  l^tr*"^,  '"   'r'  "'  °''™--'»   -J'  night 
Youd  better  caU  up  the  stables,  Beverly." 

So  Plank  called  up  a  livery  and  arranged  for  trans- 
portafon  at  one;  and  Leila  seated  herself  at  a  cari- 

«  That  f  ,"  '"  tA'  *•'"'"  ™"  ''''''''  "-oughtf  uUy. 
brinJth  u\.T  ^"™"'"'  »•>«  »aid.  "it  always 
bnng^  the  shudder;  ,t  never  palls  on  me,  never  grows 

l^i \  u  !l   "^'^^.f  *'■'  '""'"''"'  'P'«'=  f«>n>  the  pack 
and  held  .t  out     "  La  Mortt  "  she  exclaimed  in  mock 

through   It,   sounding,   too,   in   her   following   laugh 

punrd^wtdrmrr- ""'""  ™'  «>=  -^^  -^ 

"  Naturally,"  she  nodded,  shuffling  the  pack  with 
L'eir*.  7""' ,«"«'"  ""d  laying  them  out  as  she 

prend  chuuet    Qu,  parkf     Oh,  the  deuce!  it's  alwav. 
the  same!     T^!  j,  ^-.n^,  .-    There  was  a  flash  i 
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Plank  flipped  a  card  from  his  knee,  laughing  un- 
certainly, aware  of  symptoms  in  his  pretty  vis-^-vig 
which  always  made  him  uncomfortable.  For  months, 
now,  at  certain  intervals,  these  recurrent  symptoms  had 
made  him  wary;  but  what  they  might  portend  he  did 
not  know,  only  that,  alone  with  her,  moments  occurred 
when  he  was  heavily  aware  of  a  tension  which,  after  a 
while,  affected  even  his  few  thick  nerves.  One  of  those 
intervals  was  threatening  now:  her  flushed  cheeks,  her 
feverish  activity  with  her  hands,  the  unconscious  reflex 
movement  of  her  silken  knees  and  restless  slippers,  all 
foreboded  it.  Next  would  come  the  nervous  laugh- 
ter, the  swift  epigram  which  bored  and  puzzled  him, 
the  veiled  badinage  he  was  unequal  to:  and  then  the 
hint  of  weariness,  the  curious  pathos  of  long  silences, 
the  burnt-out  beauty  of  her  eyes  from  which  the 
fire  had  gone  as  though  quenched  by  invisible  tears 
within. 

He  ascribed  it — desired  to  ascribe  it — to  her  rela- 
tions with  her  husband.  He  had  naturally  learned  and 
divined  how  matters  stood  with  them;  he  had  learned 
considerable  in  the  last  month  or  two — something  of 
Mortimer's  record  as  a  burly  brother  to  the  rich ;  some- 
thing of  his  position  among  those  who  made  no  ques- 
tion of  his  presence  anywhere.  Something  of  Leila,  too, 
he  had  heard,  or  rather  deduced  from  hinted  word  or 
shrug  or  smiling  silence,  not  meant  for  him,  but  indif- 
ferent to  what  he  might  hear  and  what  he  might  think 
of  what  he  heard. 

He  did  listen ;  he  did  patiently  add  two  and  two  in 
the  long  solitudes  of  his  Louis  XV  chamber;  and  if  the 
results  were  not  always  four,  at  least  they  came  within  a 
fraction  of  the  proper  answer.  And  this  did  not  alter 
his  policy  or  weaken  his  faith  in  his  mentors ;  nor  did 
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It  impair  his  real  gratitude  to  them,  and  his  real  and 
simple  friendship  for  them  both.  He  was  faithful  in 
friendship  once  formed,  obstinately  so,  for  better  or  for 
worse;  but  he  was  shrewd  enough  to  ignore  opportuni- 
ties for  friendships  which  he  foresaw  could  do  him  no 
good  on  his  plodding  pilgrimage  toward  the  temple  of 
his  inexorable  desire. 

Lifting,  now,  his  Delft-coloured  eyes  furtively,  he 
studied  the  silk-and-lace  swathed  figure  of  the  young 
matron  opposite,  flung  back  into  the  depths  of  her 
great  chair,  profile  turned  from  him,  her  chin  impris- 
oned in  her  ringed  fingers.  The  brooding  abandon  of 
the  attitude  contrasted  sharply  with  the  grooming  of 
the  woman,  making  both  the  more  effective. 

"  Turn  in,  if  you  want  to,"  she  said,  her  voice  in- 
distinct, smothered  by  her  pink  palm.  "  You're  to  dress 
in  Leroy's  quarters." 

"  I  don't  want  to  turn  in  just  yet." 
"  You  said  you  needed  sleep." 
"  I  do.     But  it's  not  eleven  yet." 
She  slipped  into  another  posture,  reaching  for  a 
cigarette,    and,    setting   it    afire    from    the   match    he 
offered,  exhaled  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  looked  dreamily 
through  it  at  him. 

"  Wlio  is  she.?  "  she  asked  in  a  colourless  voice. 
"  Tell  me,  for  I  don't  know.    Agatha.?    Marion  Page? 
Mrs.  Vendenning.?  or  the  Tassel  girl.?" 
"  Nobody— yet,"  he  admitted  cheerfully. 
"  Nobody— y^f,"   she    repeated,    musing   over    her 
cigarette.     «  That's  good  politics,  if  it's  true." 
"Am  I  untruthful.?  "  he  asked  simply. 
"  /  don't  know.    Are  you.?    You're  a  man." 
"  Don't  talk  that  way,  Leila." 

"  No,  I  won't.     What  is  it  that  you  and  Sylvia 
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Landis  have  to  talk  about  so  continuously  every  time 
you  meet?  " 

"  She's  merely  civil  to  me,"  he  explained. 

"  That's  more  than  she  is  to  a  lot  of  people.  What 
do  you  talk  about.?  " 

"  I  don't  know — nothing  in  particular ;  mostly  about 
Shotover,  and  the  people  there  last  summer." 

"  Doesn't  she  ever  mention  Stephen  Siward.?  " 

"  Usually.     She  knows  I  like  him." 

"She  likes  hin,  too,"  said  Leila,  looking  at  him 
steadily. 

"  I  know  it.  Everybody  likes  him— or  did.  I  do, 
yet." 

"  I  do,  too,"  observed  Mrs.  Mortimer  coolly.  "  I 
was  in  love  with  him.    He  was  only  a  boy  then." 

Plank  nodded  in  silence. 

"Where  is  he  now — do  you  know.?"  she  asked. 
"  Everybody  says  he's  gone  to  the  devil." 

"He's  in  the  country  somewhere,"  rephed  Plank 
cautiously.  «*  I  stopped  in  to  see  him  the  other  day, 
but  nobody  seemed  to  know  when  he  would  return." 

Mrs.  Mortimer  tossed  her  cigarette  onto  the  hearth. 
For  a  long  interval  of  silence  she  lay  there  in  her  chair, 
changing  her  position  restlessly  from  moment  to  mo- 
ment; and  at  length  she  lay  quite  still,  so  long  that 
Plank  began  to  think  she  had  fallen  asleep  in  her  chair. 

He  rose.  She  did  not  stir,  and,  passing  her,  he 
instinctively  glanced  down.  Her  cheeks,  half  buried 
against  the  back  of  the  chair,  were  overflushed;  under 
the  closed  lids  the  lashes  glistened  wet  in  the  lamp- 
light. 

Surprised,  embarrassed,  he  halted,  as  though  afraid 
to  move;  and  she  sat  up  with  a  nervous  shake  of  her 
shoulders. 
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"  What  a  life !  "  she  said,  under  her  breath ;  "  what 
a  life  for  a  woman  to  lead ! " 

"  Wh-whose?  "  he  blurted  out. 

"Mine!" 

He  stared  at  her  uneasily,  finding  nothing  to  say. 
He  had  never  before  heard  anything  like  this  from  her. 

"  Can't  anybody  help  me  out  of  it  P "  she  said 
quietly. 

"  Who?     How?  ...  Do  you  mean- 

"  Yes,  I  mean  it !    I  mean  it !    I ' 
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And  suddenly  she  broke  down,  in  a  strange,  stam- 
mering, tearless  way,  opening  the  dry  flood-gates  over 
which  rattled  an  avalanche  of  words — bitter,  breathless 
phrases  rushing  brokenly  from  lips  that  shrank  as  they 
formed  them. 

Plank  sat  inert,  the  corroding  echo  of  the  words 
clattering  in  his  ears.  And  after  a  while  he  heard 
his  own  altered  voice  sounding  persistently  in  repe- 
tition : 

"  Don't  say  those  things,  Leila ;  don't  tell  me  such 
things." 

"Why?    Don't  you  car<r?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  care;  but  I  can't  do  anything!  I  have 
no  business  to  hear — to  see  you  this  way." 

"  To  whom  can  I  speak,  then,  if  I  can  not  speak  to 
you?  To  whom  can  I  turn?  Where  am  I  to  turn,  in 
all  the  world?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said  fearfully ;  "  the  only  way 
is  to  go  on." 

"  What  else  have  I  done?  What  else  am  I  doing?  " 
she  cried.  "  Go  on  ?  Am  I  not  trudging  on  and  on 
through  life,  dragging  the  horror  of  it  behind  mc 
through  the  mud,  except  when  the  horror  drags  me? 
To  whom  am  I  to  turn — to  other  beasts  like  him? — 
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sitting  patiently  around,  grinning  and  slavering,  await- 
ing their  turn  when  the  horror  of  it  crushes  me  to 
the  mud  ?  " 

She  stretched  out  a  rounded,  quivering  arm,  and  laid 
the  small  fingers  of  the  left  hand  on  its  flawless  contour. 
"  Look ! "  she  said,  exasperated,  "  I  am  young  yet ; 
the  horror  has  not  yet  corrupted  the  youth  in  me.  I 
am  fashioned  for  some  reason,  am  I  not? — for  some 
purpose,  some  happiness.  I  am  not  bad ;  I  am  human. 
What  poison  has  soaked  into  me  can  be  eliminated.  I 
tell  you,  no  woman  is  capable  of  being  so  thoroughly 
poisoned  that  the  antidote  proves  useless. 

"  But  I  tell  you  men,  also,  that  unless  she  find  thct 
antidote  she  will  surely  reinfect  herself.  A  man  can 
not  do  what  that  man  has  done  to  me  and  expect  me 
to  recover  unaided.  People  talk  of  me,  and  I  have  given 
them  subjects  enough!  But — look  at  me!  Straight 
between  the  eyes !  Every  law  have  I  broken  except  that ! 
Do  you  understand.?  That  one,  which  you  men  consider 
yourselves  exempt  from,  I  have  not  broken — yet !  Shall 
I  speak  plainer.?  It  is  the  fashion  to  be  crude.  But — 
I  can't  be;  I  am  unfashionable,  you  see." 

She  laughed,  her  haunted  eyes  fixed  on  his. 

"  Is  there  no  chance  for  me.?  Because  I  drag  his 
bedraggled  name  about  with  me  is  there  no  decent 
chance,  no  decent  hope?  Is  there  only  indecency  in 
prospect,  if  a  man  comes  to  care  for  a  married  woman? 
Can't  a  decent  man  love  her  at  all  ?    I — I  think- 
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Her  hands,  outstretched,  trembled,  then  flew  to  her 
face ;  and  she  stood  there  swaying,  until  Plank  perforce 
stepped  to  her  side  and  steadied  her  against  him. 

So  they  remained  for  a  while,  until  she  looked  up 
dazed,  weary,  ashamed,  expecting  nothing  of  him ;  and 
when  it  came,  leaving  her  still  incredulous,  his  arms 
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around  her,  his  tense,  flushed  face  recoiling  from  their 
first  kiss,  she  did  not  seem  to  comprehend. 

"  I  can*t  turn  on  him,"  he  stammered,  "  I— we  are 
friends,  you  sec.    How  can  I  love  jou,  if  that  is  so?  " 

"  Could  you  love  me?  "  she  asked  calmly. 

"I— I  don't  know.  I  did  love— I  do  care  for— 
another  woman.  I  can't  marry  her,  though  I  am  given 
to  understand  there  is  a  chance.  Perhaps  it  is  partly 
ambition,"  he  said  honestly,  "  for  I  am  quite  sure  she 
has  never  cared  for  me,  never  thought  of  me  in  that 
way.    I  think  a  man  can't  stand  that  long." 

"  No;  only  women  can.     Who  is  she?  " 

"  You  won't  ask  mo,  will  you?  " 

"  No.    Are  you  sorry  that  I  am  in  love  with  you?  " 

His  arms  unclasped  her  body,  and  he  stepped  back, 
facing  her. 

"  Are  you?  "  she  asked  violently. 
"No." 

"You  speak  like  a  man,**  she  said  tremulously. 
"  Am  I  to  be  permitted  to  adore  you  in  peace,  then— 
decently,  and  in  peace?  " 

"Don't  speak  that  way,  Leila.  I— there  is  no 
woman,  no  friend,  I  care  for  as  much  as  I  do  you.  It 
is  easy,  I  think,  for  a  woman,  like  you,  to  make  a  man 
care  for  her.     You  will  not  do  it,  will  you?  " 

"  I  will,"  she  said  softly. 

"  It's  no  use;  I  can't  turn  on  him.  I  can't!  He  is 
my  friend,  you  see." 

"  Let  him  remain  so.  I  shall  do  what  I  can.  Let 
him  remain  a  monument  to  his  fellow-beasts.  What  do 
I  care?  Do  you  think  I  desire  to  turn  you  into  his 
image?  Do  you  think  I  hope  for  your  degradation  and 
mme?  Are  you  afraid  I  should  not  recognise  love  un- 
accompanied by  the  attendant  beast?  I— I  don't  know • 
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you  had  better  teach  me,  if  I  prove  blind.  If  you  can 
love  me,  do  so  in  charity  before  I  go  blind  forever." 

She  laid  one  hand  on  his  arm,  looked  at  him,  then 
turned  and  passed  slowly  through  the  doorway. 

"  If  you  are  going  to  sleep  before  we  start  you  had 
better  be  about  it !  "  she  said,  looking  back  at  him  from 
the  stairs. 

But  he  had  no  further  need  of  sleep;  and  for  a  long 
while  he  stood  at  the  windows  watching  the  lamps  of 
cabs  and  carriages  sparkling  through  the  leafless  thick- 
ets of  the  park  like  winter  fire-flies. 

At  one  o'clock,  hearing  Agatha  Caithness  speak  to 
Leila's  maid,  he  left  the  window,  and  sitting  dow  at  the 
desk,  telephoned  to  Desmond's;  and  he  was  '  formed 
that  Mortimer,  hard  hit,  had  signified  his  intention  of 
recouping  at  Burbank's.  Then  he  managed  to  get  Bur- 
bank's  on  the  wire,  and  finally  Mortimer  himself,  but 
was  only  cursed  for  his  pains  and  cut  off  in  the  middle 
of  his  pleading. 

So  he  wandered  up-stairs  into  Mortimer's  apart- 
ments, where  he  tubbed  and  dressed,  and  finally  de- 
scended, to  find  Agatha  Caithness  alone  in  the  library, 
spmning  a  roulette  wheel  and  whistling  an  air  from 
"  La  Bacchante." 

"That's  pretty,"  he  said;  "sing  it." 
*'  No;  it's  better  off^  without  the  words;  and  so  are 
you,"  added  Agatha  candidly,  relinquishing  the  wheel 
and  strolling  with  languid  grace  about  the  room,  hands 
on  her  hips,  timing  her  vagrant  steps  to  the  indolent, 
wicked  air.    And, 

" '  Je  rougtrais  de  mon  ivresse 
Si  tu  conservcas  ta  raison !'" 

she  hummed  deliberately,  pivoting  on  her  heels  and  ad- 
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vancing  «Kain  toward  Plank,  her  pretty,  pale  face  deli- 
cate as  an  enamelled  camcK,  under  the  flood  of  light  from 
the  crystal  chandeliers. 

"  I  understand  that  Mr.  Mortimer  is  not  coming 
wi  h  us,"  she  saul  carelessly.  "  Are  you  going  to  dance 
With  me,  if  I  find  nobody  better?  " 

He  expressed  himself  flattered,  cautiously  H 
one  of  many  who  never  understood  this  tttlfwhi' 
voiced  girl,  with  eyes  too  pale  for  beauty,  yet  str 
alluring,  too.  Few  men  denied  the  indefinable  e, 
ment  of  her;  few  men  could  meet  her  dee^  -liddei  . 
parent  gaze  unmoved.  In  the  sensitive  curve  .^ 
mouth  there  was  a  kind  of  sen  uousness;  in  her  lo-.  .  ,„ 
in  her  pallor,  in  the  slim  grace  of  her  a  vague  pr»,,oa,- 
tion  that  made  men  restless  and  women  silently  .  urious 
for  something  more  definite  on  which  to  ba»-^  their 
curiosity.  ^ 

She  was  wearing,  over  u      ,mooth,  dead-wh  te  Am 
of  her  neck,   a  collar  of  superb  diamonds   a.      aqua 
marines— almost  an  eff-rontery,  as  the  latter      ere  *  -et 
darker  than  her  eyes;  yet  the  strange  and  eft*,  tive  har 
mony  was  evident,  and  Plank  spoke  of  the  splendour   . 
the  gems. 

fK  ^u  "°^f^. '"differently,  .aying  they  were  new,  and 
that  she  had  picked  them  uj,  at  Tiff'any's;  and  he  men 
tally  sketched  out  the  valu.  of  the  diamonds,  a  trifle 
surprised,  because  Leila  Mortimer  had  carefuUy  in- 
formed him  about  the  condition  of  the  Caithness  ex- 
chequer. 

That  youthful  matron  herself  appeared  in  a  few  mo- 
ments very  lustrous,  very  lovely  in  her  fragrant,  exotic 
brightness,  and  Plank  for  the  first  time  thought  that 
she  was  handsome-the  vigorous,  youthful  incarnation 
of  Life  Itself,  m  contrast  to  Agatha's  almost  deathly 
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beauty.  She  ^cetcd  him  not  only  without  a  truce  of 
embarrussnient,  but  with  such  i\  frimdly,  fresh,  gay 
confidence  that  he  scarcely  recognise<l  in  her  the  dry- 
eyed,  feverish  woman  of  up  hour  ago,  whose  very  lips 
shrank  bick,  scorched  by  the  torrent  of  her  own  in- 
vective. 

And  so  they  drove  the  three  short  blocks  to  tiie 
Page's  in  their  hired  livery;  the  street  was  inadequate 
for  the  crush  of  vehicles;  and  the  glittering  pressure 
within  the  house  was  outrageous ;  all  of  which  confused 
Plank,  w!'o  Ixcame  easily  confused  by  such  things. 

How  they  got  in — how  they  managed  to  present 
themselves— who  took  Leila  and  Agatha  from  him— 
where  they  went— where  he  himself  might  —he  did 
not  understand  very  clearly.  The  house  ,»as  large, 
strange,  full  of  strangers.  He  attempted  to  obtain  his 
bearings  by  wandering  about  looking  for  a  small  rococo 
reception-room  where  he  remembered  he  had  once  talked 
kennel  talk  with  Marion  Page,  and  had  on  another  oc- 
casion perspired  freely  under  the  arrogant  and  strabis- 
mic glare  of  her  mother.  That  good  lady  had  really 
rather  liked  him ;  he  never  suspected  it. 

But  he  couldn't  find  the  rococo  room — or  perhaps 
he  didn't  recognise  it.  So  many  people — so  many, 
many  people  whom  he  did  not  know,  wliom  he  had  never 
before  laid  eyes  on— high-bred  faces  hard  as  diamonds ; 
young,  gay,  laughing  faces;  brilliant  eyes  encountering 
his  without  a  softening  of  recognition ;  clean-cut,  attrac- 
tive men  in  swarms,  all  animated,  all  amused,  all  at  home 
among  themselves  and  among  the  silken  visions  of  love- 
liness passing  and  repassing,  with  here  an  extended 
gloved  arm  and  the  cordial  greeting  of  camaraderie, 
there  a  quick  smile,  a  swift  turn  in  passing,  a  capricious 
bending  forward  for  a  whisper,  a  compliment,  a  jest — 
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all  this  swept  by  him,  around  liini,  enveloping  liim  with 
its  brightncM,  its  gaiety,  iU  fragmncc,  and  left  him 
more  absolutely  alone  than  he  had  ever  been  in  all  his 
life. 

He  tried  to  find  Leila,  and  gave  it  up.  He  saw 
Quarrier  talking  to  Agatha,  but  the  former  saluted  him 
so  coldly  that  he  tumetl  away. 

After  a  while  he  found  Marion,  but  she  hadn't  a 
dance  left  for  him;  neither  had  Kcna  Bonnesdel,  whom 
he  encountered  vhile  she  was  adroitly  avoiding  one  of 
the  ever-faithful  twins.  The  twin  caught  up  with  her 
in  consequence,  and  she  snubbed  Plank  for  his  share  in 
the  disaster,  which  depressed  him,  and  he  started  for 
the  smoking-room,  wherever  that  haven  might  be  found. 
He  got  into  the  ball-room,  however,  by  mistake,  and 
adorned  the  wall,  during  the  cotillon,  as  closely  as  his 
girth  permitted,  until  an  old  lady  sent  for  him;  and 
he  went  and  talked  about  bishops  for  nearly  an  hour  to 
her,  until  his  condition  bordered  on  frenzy,' the  old  lady 
being  deaf  and  peevish. 

Later,  Alderdene  used  him  to  get  rid  of  an  angular, 
old  harridan  who  seemed  to  be  one  solid  diamond-mine, 
and  who  drove  him  into  a  comer  and  talked  indelicacies 
until  Plank's  broad  face  flamed  like  the  setting  sun. 
Then  Captein  Voucher  unloaded  a  frightened  debutante 
on  him  who  tried  to  talk  about  horses  and  couldn't ;  and 
they  hated  each  other  for  a  while,  until,  looking  around 
her  in  desperation,  she  found  he  had  vanished — which 
was  quick  wor'    for  a  man  of  his  size. 

Kathryn  '.  assel  employed  him  for  supper,  and  kept 
him  busy  while  she  herself  was  immersed  in  a  dawning 
affair  with  Fleetwood.     She  did  everything  to  him  ex- 
cept to  tip  him ;  and  her  insolence  was  the  last  straw. 
Then,  unexpectedly  in  the  throng,  two  wonderful 
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sea-blue  eyes  encountered  his,  deepening  te  violet  with 
pleasure,  and  the  trailing  sweetness  of  a  voice  he  knew 
was  repeating  his  name,  and  a  slim,  white-gloved  hand 
lay  in  his  own. 

Ker  escort,  Ferrall,  nodded  to  him  pleasantly.  She 
leaned  forward  from  Ferrall's  arm,  saying,  under  her 
breath,  «  I  have  saved  a  dance  for  you.  Please  ask  me 
at  once.     Quick !  do  you  want  me?  " 

"  I — I  do,"  stammered  Plank. 

Ferrall,  suspicious,  stepped  forward  to  exchange 
civilities,  then  turning  Jo  the  girl  beside  him:  "  See  here, 
Sylvia,  you've  dragged  me  all  over  this  house  on  one' 
pretext  or  another.  Do  you  want  any  supper,  or  don't 
you?     If  you  don't,  it's  our  dance." 

"  No,  I  don't.    No,  it  isn't.    Kemp,  you  annoy  me !  " 

*'  That's  a  nice  thing  to  say!  Is  it  your  delicately 
inimitable  way  of  giving  me  my  conge?  " 

"Yes,  thank  you,"  nodded  Miss  Landis  coolly; 
**  you  may  go  now." 

"  You're  spoiled,  that's  what's  the  matter,"  retorted 
Ferrall  wrathfully.  "  I  thought  I  was  to  have  this 
dance.     You  said " 

"  I  said  *  perhaps,'  because  I  didn't  se«  Mr.  Plank 
coming  to  claim  it.  Thank  you,  Kemp,  for  finding 
him." 

Her  nod  and  smile  took  the  edge  from  her  malice. 
Ferrall,  who  really  adored  dancing,  glared  about  for 
anybody,  and  presently  cornered  the  frightened  and 
neglected  debutante  who  had  hated  Plank. 

Sylvia,  standing  beside  Plank,  looked  up  at  him 
•with  her  confident  and  friendly  smile. 

"\ou  don't  care  to  dance,  do  you.>  Would  you 
mind  if  we  sat  out  this  dance?  " 

"  If  you'd  rather,"  he  said,  so  wistfully  that  she 
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hesitated ;  then  with  a  little  shrug  la.d  one  hand  on  his 
arm,  and  they  swung  out  across  the  floor  together,  into 
the  scented  whirl. 

Plank,  like  many  heavy  men,  danced  beautifully; 
and  Sylvia,  who  still  loved  dancing  with  all  the  ardour 
of  a  schoolgirl,  permitted  a  moment  or  two  of  keen  de- 
light to  sweep  her  dreamily  from  her  purpose.  But  that 
purpose  must  have  been  a  strong  one,  for  she  returned 
to  it  in  a  few  minutes,  and,  looking  up  at  Plank,  said 
very  gently  that  she  cared  to  dance  no  more. 

Her  hand  resting  lightly  on  his  arm,  it  did  not  seem 
possible  that  any  pressure  of  hers  was  directing  them 
to  the  conscnatory ;  yet  he  did  not  know  where  he  was 
going,  and  she  was  familiar  with  the  house,  and  they 
soon  entered  the  conservatory,  where,  in  the  shadow  of 
various  palms  various  youths  looked  up  impatiently  as 
they  passed^  and  various  maidens  sat  up  very  straight  in 
their  chairs. 

Threading  their  dim  way  into  the  farther  recesses 
they  found  seats  among  thickets  of  forced  lilacs  over- 
hung by  early  wistaria.  A  spring-like  odour  hung  in 
the  air;  somewhere  a  tiny  fountain  grew  musical  in  the 
semi-darkness. 

"  Marion  told  me  you  had  been  asked,"  she  said. 
"  We  have  been  so  friendly ;  you've  always  asked  me  to 
dance  whenever  we  have  met ;  so  I  thought  I'd  save  you 
one.    Are  you  flattered,  Mr.  Plank  ?  " 

He  said  he  was,  very  pleasantly,  perfectly  unde- 
ceived, and  convinced  of  her  purpose — a  purpose  never 
even  tacitly  admitted  between  them;  and  the  old  loneli- 
ness came  over  him  again — not  resentment,  for  he  wa« 
willing  that  she  should  use  him.  Why  not?  Others  used 
him ;  everybody  used  him ;  and  if  they  found  no  use  for 
him  they  let  him  alone.     Mortimer,  Fleetwood,  Bel- 
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wether— all,  all  had  something  to  exact  from  him.  It 
was  for  that  he  was  tolerated— he  knew  it;  he  had  slowly 
and  unwillingly  learned  it.  His  intrusion  among  these 
people,  of  whom  he  was  not  one,  would  be  endured  only 
while  he  might  be  turned  to  some  account.  The  hos- 
pital used  him,  the  clergy  found  plenty  for  him  to  do 
for  them,  the  museum  had  room  for  other  pictures  of 
his.  Who  among  them  all  had  ever  sought  him  without 
a  motive?  Who  among  them  all  had  ever  found  unsel- 
fish pleasure  in  him.?    Not  one. 

Something  in  the  dull  sadness  of  his  face,  as  he  sat 
there,  checked  the  first  eh  '-orately  careless  question  her 
hps  were  already  framing.  Leaning  a  little  nearer  in 
the  dim  light  she  looked  at  him  inquiringly  and  he  re- 
turned her  gaze  in  silence. 

"What  is  it,  Mr.  Plank,"  she  said;  "is  anythinc 
wrong.? "  J        B 

He  knew  that  she  did  not  mean  to  ask  if  anything 
was  amiss  with  him.  She  did  not  care.  Nobody  cared. 
So,  recognising  his  cue,  he  answered:  "  No,  nothing  is 
wrong  that  I  have  heard  of." 

"  You  wear  a  very  solemn  countenance." 
"  Gaiety  affects  me  solemnly,  sometimes.    It  is  a  re- 
action from  frivolity.     I  suppose  that  I  am  over-enioy- 
ing  life;  that  is  all." 

She  laughed,  using  her  fan,  although  the  place  was 
cool  enough  and  they  had  not  danced  long.  To  and  fro 
flitted  the  silken  vanes  of  her  fan,  now  closing  impa- 
tiently, now  opening  again  like  the  wings  of  a  nervous 
moth  in  the  moonlight. 

He  wished  she  would  come  to  her  point,  but  he  dared 
not  lead  her  to  it  too  brusquely,  because  her  purpose 
and  her  point  were  supposed  to  be  absolutely  hidden 
from  his  thick  and  credulous  understanding.     It  had 
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taken  him  some  time  to  make  this  clear  to  himself;  pass- 
ing from  suspicion,  through  chagrin  and  overwounded 
fedmg,  to  duU  certainty  that  she,  too,  was  using  him, 
harmlessly  enough  from  her  standpoint,  but  how  bit- 
terly from  his,  he  alone  could  know. 

The  quickened  flutter  of  her  fan  meant  impatience 
to  learn  from  him  what  she  had  come  to  him  to  learn, 
and  then,  satisfied,  to  leave  him  alone  again  amid  the 
peopled  solitude  of  clustered  lights. 

He  wished  she  would  speak ;  he  was  tired  of  the  sad- 
ness of  it  all.  Whenever  in  his  isolation,  in  his  utter 
destitution  of  friendship,  he  turned  guilelessly  to  meet 
a  new  advance,  always,  sooner  or  later,  the  friendly  mask 
was  lifted  enough  for  him  to  divine  the  cool,  fixed  gaze 
of  self-interest  inspecting  him  through  the  damask  slits. 
Sylvia  was  speaking  now,  and  the  plumy  fan  was 
under  savant  control,  waving  graceful  accompaniment 
to  her  soft  voice,  punctuating  her  sentences  at  times, 
at  times  making  an  emphasis  or  outlining  a  gesture. 

It  was  the  familiar  sequence;  topics  that  led  to 
themes  which  adroitly  skirted  the  salient  point;  returned 
capriciously,  ju  ,t  avoiding  it— a  subtly  charming  pat- 
tern of  words  which  required  so  little  in  reply  that  his 
smile  and  nod  were  almost  enough  to  keep  her  aria  and 
his  accompanimen'  afloat. 

It  began  to  iscinate  him  to  watch  the  delicacy  of 
her  strategy,  the  coquetting  with  her  purpose;  her  naive 
advance  to  the  very  edges  of  it,  the  airy  retreat,  the 
innocent  detour,  the  elaborate  and  circuitous  return. 
And  at  last  she  drifted  into  it  so  naturally  that  it 
seemed  impossible  that  fatuous  man  could  have  the  most 
primitive  suspicion  of  her  premeditation. 

And  Plank,  now  recognising  his  cue,  answered  her: 
"  No,  I  Imve  not  heai       hat  he  is  in  town.     I  stopped 
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to  see  him  the  other  day,  but  nobody  there  knew  how 
soon  he  intended  to  return  from  the  country." 

"  I  didn't  know  he  had  gone  to  the  country,"  she 
said  without  apparent  interest. 

And  Plank  was  either  too  kind  to  terminate  the 
subject,  or  too  anxious  to  serve  his  turn  and  release  her; 
for  he  went  on :  «  I  thought  I  told  you  at  Mrs.  FerraU's 
that  Mr.  Siward  had  gone  to  the  country." 

'*  Perhaps  you  did.     No  doubt  I've  forgotten." 

"  I'm  quite  sure  I  did,  because  I  remember  saying 
that  he  looked  very  ill,  and  you  said,  rather  sharply, 
that  he  had  no  business  to  be  ill.     Do  you  remember?  " 

"  Yes,"  sb'^  said  slowly.     "  Is  he  better?  " 

"  I  hope  3o." 

"  You  hope  so?  "—with  the  controlled  emphasis  of 
impatience. 

"  Yes.  Don't  you.  Miss  Landis?  When  I  saw  him 
at  his  home,  he  was  lame— on  crutches— and  he  looked 
rather  ghastly;  and  all  he  said  was  that  he  expected 
to  leave  for  the  country.  I  asked  him  to  shoot  next 
year  at  Black  Fells,  and  he  seemed  bothered  about  busi- 
ness, and  said  it  might  keep  him  from  taking  any  va- 
cation." 

"  He  spoke  about  his  business?  " 
"  Yes,  he « 

"  What  is  the  trouble  with  his  business?    Is  it  any- 
thing about  Amalgamated  and  Inter-Countv  ?  " 

"  I  think  so." 

"Is  he  worried?" 

Plank  said  deliberately:  «/  should  be,  if  my  inter- 
ests were  locked  up  in  Amalgamated  Electric." 

"  Could  you  tell  me  why  that  would  worry  you?" 
she  asked,  smiling  persuasively  across  at  him. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  can't  tell  you." 
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"  Because  I  wouldn't  understand?  " 

"  Because  I  myself  dcn't  understand." 

She  thought  awhile,  brushing  the  rose  velvet  of  her 
mouth  with  the  fan's  edge,  then,  looking  up  confidently: 
Mr.  Siward  is  such  a  boy.  I'm  so  glad  he  has  vou 
to  advise  him  in  such  matters." 

**What  matters?"  asked  Plank  bluntly. 

"  Why,  in — in  financial  matters." 

"  But  I  don't  advise  him." 

"  Why  not?  " 

"  Because  he  hasn't  asked  me  to,  Miss  Landis." 

"  He  ought  to  ask  you.  .  .  .  He  must  ask  you.  .  .  . 
Don  t  wait  for  him,  Mr.  Plank.  He  is  only  a  boy  in 
such  things."  "^ 

And,  as  Plank  was  silent: 

"  You  will,  won't  you?  " 

«  Do  what-  make  his  business  my  business,  without 
an  mvitation?  "  asked  Plank,  so  quietly  that  she  flushed 
with  annoyance. 

"  If  you  pretend  to  be  his  friend  is  it  not  your  duty 
to  advise  him?  "  she  asked  impatiently. 

"No;  that  is  for  his  business  associates  to  do 
Friendship  comes  to  grief  when  it  crosses  the  frontiers 
of  business." 

"  That  is  a  narrow  view  to  take,  Mr.  Plank." 
-  .  "/^f'   «*^*^ght  and   narrow.      The   boundaries   of 
friendship  are  straight  and  narrow.     It  is  best  to  keep 
to  the  trodden  path;  best  not  to  walk  on  the  grass  or 
trample  the  flowers." 

"  I  think  you  are  sacrificing  friendship  for  an  epi- 
gram," she  said,  careless  of  the  undertone  of  contempt 
in  her  voice. 

"  I  have  never  sacrificed  friendship."  He  turned, 
and  looked  at  her  pleasantly.     « I  never  made  an  epi- 
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gram    consciously,    and   I    have   never   required   of   a 
friend  more  than  I  had  to  offer  in  return.    Have  you?  " 

The  flush  of  hot  displeasure  stained  her  cheeks. 

"Are  you  really  questioning  me,  Mr.  Plank?" 

"  Yes.  You  have  been  questioning  me  rather  seri- 
ously— have  you  not  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  comprehend  your  definition  of  friendship. 
I  did  not  agree  with  it.  I  questioned  it,  not  you !  That 
is  all." 

Plank  rested  his  head  on  one  big  hand  and  stared 
at  the  clusters  of  dim  blossoms  behind  her;  and  after  a 
while  he  said,  as  though  thinking  aloud: 

"  Many  have  taken  my  friendship  for  granted,  and 
have  never  offered  their  own  in  return.  I  do  not  know 
about  Mr.  Siward.  There  is  nothing  I  can  do  for  him, 
nothing  he  can  do  for  me.  If  there  is  to  be  friendship 
between  us  it  will  be  disinterested;  and  I  would  rather 
have  that  than  anything  in  the  world,  I  think." 

There  was  a  pause;  but  when  Sylvia  would  have 
broken  it  his  gesture  committed  her  to  silence  with  the 
dignity  one  might  use  in  checking  a  persistent  child. 

"  You  question  my  definition  of  friendship.  Miss 
Landis.  I  should  have  let  your  question  pass,  however 
keenly  it  touched  me,  had  it  not  also  touched  him.  Now 
I  am  going  to  say   some  things  which  lie  within  the 


straight  and  narrow  bounds  I  spoke  of.  I  never  knew 
a  man  I  cared  ^or  as  much  as  I  care  for  Mr.  Siward. 
I  know  why,  too.  He  is  disinterested.  I  do  not  believe 
he  wastes  very  many  thoughts  on  me.  Perhaps  he  will. 
I  want  him  to  like  me,  if  it's  possible.  But  one  thing 
you  and  I  may  be  sure  of :  if  he  does  not  care  to  return 
the  friendship  I  offer  him  he  will  never  accept  anytiiing 
else  from  me,  though  he  might  give  at  my  request;  and 
that  is  the  sort  of  a  man  he  is;  and  that  is  why  he  is 
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every  inch  a  man ;  and  so  I  like  him,  Miss  Landis.    Do 
you  wonder?  " 

She  did  not  reply. 

"Do  you  wonder?"  he  repeated  sharply. 

"  No,"  she  said. 

"  Then — "  He  straightened  up,  and  the  silent  sig- 
nificance of  his  waiting  attitude  was  plain  enough  to 
her. 

But  she  shook  her  head  impatiently,  saying :  "  I 
don't  know  whose  dance  it  is,  and  I  don't  care.  Please 
go  on.  It  is — is  pleasant.  I  like  Mr.  Siward;  I  like 
to  hear  men  speak  of  him  as  you  do.  1  like  you  for 
doing  it.  If  you  should  ever  come  to  care  for  my 
friendship  that  is  the  best  passport  to  it — ^your  loyalty 
to  Mr.  Siward." 

"  No  man  can  truthfully  speak  otherwise  than  I 
have  spoken,"  he  said  gravely. 

"  No,  not  of  these  things.  But — you  know  w-whiit 
is — is  usually  said  when  his  name  comes  up  among  men 

"  Do  you  mean  about  his  habits?  "  he  asked  simpi ,. 

"  Yes.  Is  it  not  an  outrage  to  drag  in  that  sort 
of  thing?  It  angers  me  intensely,  Mr.  Plank.  Wliy 
do  they  do  it  ?  Is  there  a  single  one  among  them  quali- 
fied to  criticise  Mr.  Siward?  And  besides,  it  is  not  true 
any  more!  ...  is  it.? — what  was  once  said  of  him  with 
— with  some  truth  ?    /*  it  ?  " 

The  dull  red  blood  mantled  Plank's  heavv  visajre. 
The  silence  grew  grim  as  he  did  his  slow,  laborious 
thinking,  the  while  his  eyes,  expressionless  and  ahnost 
opaque  in  the  dim  light,  never  left  her's,  until,  under 
the  unchanging,  merciless  inspection,  the  mask  dropped 
for  an  instant  fro'  \  her  anxious  face,  and  he  saw  what 
he  saw. 

He  was  no  fool.     What  he  had  come  to  believe  she 
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at  last  had  only  confirmed;  and  now  the  question  be- 
came simple:  was  she  worth  enlightening?  And  by 
what  title  did  she  demand  his  confidence? 

"  You  ask  me  if  it  is  true  any  more.  You  mean 
about  his  habits.  If  I  answer  you  it  is  because  I  cannot 
be  indifferent  to  what  concerns  him.  But  before  I  an- 
swer 1  ask  you  this:  Would  your  interest  in  his  for- 
tunes matter  to  him  ?  " 

She  waited,  head  bent ;  then : 

"  I  don't  know,  Mr.  Plank,"  very  low. 

"  Did  your  interest  in  his  fortunes  ever  concern 
him?" 

"  Yes,  once." 

He  looked  at  her  sternly,  his  jaw  squaring  until  his 
heavy  under  lip  projected.  "  Within  my  definition  of 
friendship,  is  he  your  friend  ?  " 

**  You  mean  he " 

"  No,  I  mean  you !  I  can  answer  for  him.  How  is 
it  with  you?  Do  you  return  what  he  gives — if  there  is 
really  friendship  between  you  ?  Or  do  you  take  what  he 
ofTers,  offering  nothing  in  return?  " 

She  had  turned  rather  white  under  the  direct  im- 
pact of  the  questions.  The  jarring  repetition  of  his 
Yoice  itself  was  like  the  dull  echo  of  distant  blows.  Yet 
it  never  occurred  to  her  to  resent  it,  nor  his  attitude, 
nor  his  self-assumed  privilege.  She  did  not  care;  she 
no  longer  cared  what  he  said  to  her  or  thought  about 
her;  nor  did  she  care  that  her  mask  had  fallen  at  last. 
It  was  not  what  he  was  saying,  but  what  her  own  heart 
repeated  sc  heavily  that  drove  the  colour  from  her  face. 
Not  he,  but  she  herself  had  become  the  pitiless  attorney 
for  the  prosecution;  not  his  voice,  but  the  clamouring 
conscience  within  her  demanded  by  what  right  she  used 
the  name  of  friendship  to  characterise  the  late  rela- 
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tions  between  her  and  the  man  to  whom  she  ha<l  denied 
herself. 

Then  a  bitter  impatience  swept  her,  and  a  dawning 
fear,  too;  for  she  had  set  her  foot  on  tlic  fallen  mask, 
and  the  impulse  rendered  her  reckless. 

"  Why  don't  you.  speak  =>"  she  said.  "  Yes,  I  have 
a  right  to  know.  I  care  for  him  as  much  as  you  do. 
Why  don't  you  answer  me?  I  tell  you  I  care  for 
him!" 

"Do  you?"  he  said  in  a  dull  voice.     "Then  help 
me  out,  if  you  can,  for  I  don't  know  what  to  do ;  and 
if  I  did,  I  haven't  the  authority  of  friendship  as  my 
warrant.    He  is  in  New  York.     He  did  go  to  the  coun- 
try; and,  at  his  home,  the  servants  suppose  he  is  still 
away.    But  he  isn't ;  he  is  here,  alone,  and  sick — sick  of 
his  old  sickness.     I  saw  him,  and" — Plank  rested  his 
head  on  his  hand,  dropping  his  eyes — "  and  he  didn't 
know  me.     I — I  do  not  think  he  will  remember  that  he 
met  me,  or  that  I  spoke.     And — I  could  do  nothing, 
absolutely  nothing.    And  I  don't  know  where  he  is.    He 
will  go  home  after  a  while.    I  call — every  day — to  see — 
yee  what  can  be  done.    But  if  he  were  there  I  would  not 
know  what  to  do.    When  he  does  go  home  I  won't  know 
what  to  say— what  to  try  to  do.  .  .  .  And  that  is  an 
answer  to  your  question.  Miss  Landis.     I  give  it,  be- 
cause you  say  you  care  for  him  as  I  do.     Will  you 
advise  me  what  to  do.? — ^you,   who   are   more   entitled 
than  I  am  to  know  the  truth,  because  he  has   given 
you  the  friendship  which  he  has  as  yet  not  accorded 
to  me." 

But  Sylvia,  dry-eyed,  dry-lipped,  could  find  no 
voice  to  answer;  and  after  a  little  while  they  rose  and 
moved  through  the  fragrant  gloom  toward  the  spark- 
ling lights  beyond. 
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Her  voice  came  back  as  they  entered  the  brilliant 
rooms:  "I  should  like  to  find  Grace  Ferrall,"  she  said 
very  distinctly.  "Please  keep  the  others  off,  Mr. 
Plank." 

Her  small  hand  on  his  arm  lay  with  a  weight  out 
of  all  proportion  to  its  size.  Fair  head  averted,  she  no 
longer  guided  him  with  that  impalpable  control ;  it  was 
he  who  had  become  the  pilot  now,  and  ho  steered  his 
own  way  through  the  billowy  oceun  of  silk  and  lace, 
master  of  the  course  he  had  set,  heavily  bland  to  the 
interrupter  and  the  importunate  from  whom  she  turned 
a  deaf  ear  and  dumb  bps,  and  lowered  eyes  that  saw 
nothing. 

Fleetwood  had  missed  his  dance  with  her,  but  she 
scarcely  heard  his  eager  complaints.  Quarrier,  coldly 
inquiring,  confronted  them;  was  passed  almost  without 
recognition,  and  left  behind,  motionless,  looking  after 
them  out  of  his  narrowing,  black-fringed  eyes  of  a 
woman. 

Then  Ferrall  came,  and  hearing  his  voice,  she 
raised  her  colourless  face. 

"  Will  you  take  me  home  with  you,  Kemp,  when  you 
take  Grace?  '*  she  asked. 

"Of  course.  I  don*t  know  where  Grace  is.  Are 
you  in  a  hurry  to  go?    It's  only  four  o'clock." 

They  were  at  the  entrance  to  the  supper-room. 
Plank  drew  up  a  chair  for  her,  and  she  sank  down, 
dropping  her  elbows  on  the  small  table,  and  resting  her 
face  between  her  fingers. 

"Pegged  out,  Sylvia?"  exclaimed  Ferrall  incredu- 
lously. "  You?  What's  the  younger  set  coming  to?  " 
and  he  motioned  a  servant  to  fill  her  glass.  But  she 
pushed  it  aside  with  a  shiver,  and  gave  Plank  a  strange 
look  which  he  scarcely  understood  at  the  moment. 
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"  More  caprices ;  all  sorta  of  'em  on  the  programme," 
muttered  Ferrall,  looking  down  at  her  from  where  he 
stood  beside  Plank.  "O  tempore  f  O  Sylvia!  .  .  . 
Plank,  would  you  mind  hunting  up  my  wife?  I'll  sUy 
and  see  tljat  this  infant  doesn't  fall  asleep." 

But  Sylvia  shook  her  head,  saying:  "Please  go, 
Kemp.  I'm  a  little  tired,  that's  all.  When  Grace  is 
ready,  I'll  leave  with  her."  And  at  her  gesture  Plank 
seated  himself,  rhile  Ferrall,  shrugging  his  square 
shoulders,  sauntered  off  in  quest  of  his  wife,  stopping 
a  moment  at  a  neighbouring  table  to  speak  to  Agatha 
Caithness,  who  sat  there  with  Captain  Voucher,  the 
gemmed  collar  on  her  slender  throat  a  pale  blaze  of 
splendour. 

Plank  was  hungry,  and  he  said  so  in  his  direct 
fashion.  Sylvia  nodded,  and  exchanged  a  smile  with 
Agatha,  who  turned  at  the  sound  of  Plank's  voice.  For 
a  while,  as  he  ate  and  drank  largely,  she  made  the  ef- 
fort to  keep  »ip  a  desultory  conversation,  particularly 
when  anybody  to  whom  she  owed  an  explanation  hove 
darkly  in  sight  on  the  horizon.  But  Plank's  appetite 
was  in  proportion  to  the  generous  lines  on  which  nature 
had  fashioned  him,  and  she  paid  less  and  less  attention 
to  convention  and  a  trifle  more  to  the  ixaxity  of 
Agatha's  jewels,  until  the  silence  at  the  small  table  in 
the  comer  remained  unbroken  except  by  the  faint  tinkle 
of  silver  and  crystal  and  the  bubbling  hiss  of  a  glass 
refilled. 

Major  Belwether,  his  white,  fluffy,  chop-whiskers 
brushed  rabbit  fashion,  peeped  in  at  the  door,  started 
to  tiptoe  out  again,  caught  sight  of  them,  and  came 
trotting  back,  beaming  rosy  effusion.  He  leaned  ro- 
guishly over  the  table,  his  moist  eyes  a-twinkle  with  sup- 
pressed mirth;  then,  bestowing  a  sprightly  glance  on 
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PUnk,  which  said  very  plainly,  "  I»m  up  to  one  of  my 
irreprewible  jokes  again! »  he  held  up  a  smooth,  white, 
and  over-manicured  forefinger: 

**!  was  in  Tiffany's  yesterday,"  he  said,  "and  I 
saw  a  young  man  in  there  who  didn't  see  me,  and  I 
peeped  over  his  shoulder,  and  what  do  you  think  he  was 
'ling?" 

She  lifted  her  eyes  a  little  wearily: 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said. 

"  I  do,"  he  chuckled.  "  He  was  choosing  a  collar  of 
blue  diamonds  and  aqua  marines  !—Te-he !— probably  to 
wear  himself  !—Te-he !  Or  perhaps  he  was  going  to  be 
married!— He-he-he  .'—next  wintei--ahem !— next  No- 
vember-Ha-ha !  /  don't  know,  I'm  sure,  what  he  meant 
to  do  with  that  collar.     I  only " 

Something  in  Sylvia's  eyes  stopped  him,  and,  fol- 
lowing their  direction,  he  turned  around  to  find  Quar- 
ner  sUnding  at  his  elbow,  icy  and  expressionless. 

«  Oh,"  said  the  aged  jester,  a  little  disconcerted, 
•  Im  cauglit  talking  out  in  church,  I  see!  It  wns  only 
a  harmless  little  fun,  Howard." 

«  Do  you  mean  you  saw  me}  »  asked  Quarrier,  pale 
as  a  sheet.  "  You  are  in  error.  I  have  not  been  in  Tif- 
fany's in  months." 

Belwether,  crestfaUen  under  the  white  menace  of 
Quarner's  face,  nodded,  and  essayed  a  chuckle  without 
success. 

Sylvia,  at  first  listless  and  uninterested,  looked  in- 
quiringly from  the  major  to  Quarrier,  surprised  at  the 
suppressed  feeling  exhibited  over  so  rivial  a  gaucherie. 
n  Quarrier  had  chosen  a  collar  like  Agatha's  for  her, 
what  of  it?  But  as  he  had  not,  on  his  own  statement, 
what  did  It  matter?  Why  should  he  look  that  way  at 
the  foolish  major,  to  whose  garrulous  gossip  he  was 
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accuBtomcd,  and  whose  inability  to  refrain  from  prying 
was  notorious  enough. 

Turning  disdainfully,  she  caught  a  glimpse  of 
Plank's  shocked  and  altered  fare.  It  relapsed  instantly 
into  the  usual  inert  expression;  and  a  queer,  uncom- 
fortable perplexity  began  to  invade  her.  What  hud 
happened  to  stir  up  th-se  three  men?  Of  what  ii.iport- 
iince  was  an  indiscretion  of  an  old  gentleman  whose 
fatuous  vanity  and  conscquer>t  blunders  everybody  was 
familiar  with?  And,  after  ull,  Howard  had  not  bought 
anything  at  Tiffany'^;  he  said  so  liimself.  ...  But 
it  was  evident  that  Agatha  had  chanced  on  the  collar 
that  Belwcther  thought  he  saw  somebody  else  exam- 
ining. 

She  turned,  and  looked  at  the  dead-white  neck  of 
the  girl.  The  collar  was  wonderful — a  miracle  of  pale 
tire.  And  Sylvia,  musing,  let  her  thoughts  run  on, 
dreamy  eyes  brooding.  She  was  glad  that  Agatha's 
means  permitted  her  now  to  have  such  things.  It  had 
l)een  understood,  for  some  years,  that  the  Caithness 
fortune  was  in  rather  an  alarming  condition.  Howard 
had  been  able  recently  to  do  a  favour  or  two  for  old 
Peter  Caithness.  She  had  heard  the  major  bragging 
about  it.  Evidently  Mr.  Caithness  must  have  improved 
the  chance,  if  he  was  able  to  present  such  gems  to 
his  daughter.  And  now  somebody  would  marrv  her; 
perhaps  Captain  Voucher ;  perhaps  even  Alderdene ;  per- 
haps, as  rumour  had  it  now  and  then,  Plank  might 
venture  into  the  arena.  .  .  .  Poor  Plank !  More  of  a 
man  than  people  understood.    She  understood.    She 

And  her  thoughts  swung  back  like  the  returning  tide 
to  S'    1  rd,  and  her  heart  began  heavily  again,  and  the 
slightly  faint  sensation  returned.     She  passed  her  ui 
gloved,  unsteady  fingers  across  her  eyelids  and  fore- 
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head,  looking  up  and  around.  The  major  and  Howard 
had  disappeared;  Plank,  beside  her,  sat  staring  stupidly 
into  his  empty  wine-glass. 

"  Isn't  Mrs.  Ferrall  coming?  "  she  sa^r   »  Mrily. 
Plank  gathered  his  cumbersome  bu  k  and  stood    ip, 
trying  to  see  through  the  entrance  in   .  'he  ball-r  *jm. 
After  a  moment  he  said:  "They're  in    l>eve,  hulking  to 
Marion.    It's  a  good  chance  to  make  our  adieux." 

As  they  passed  out  of  the  supper-room  Sylvia  paused 
behind  Agatha's  chair  and  bent  over  her.  "  The  collar 
is  beautiful,"  she  said,  «  and  so  are  you,  Agatha  ";  and 
with  a  little  impulsive  caress  for  the  jewels  she  passed 
on,  unconscious  of  the  delicate  flush  that  spread  from 
Agatha's  shoulders  to  her  hair.  And  Agatha,  turning, 
encountered  only  the  stupid  gaze  of  Plank,  moving  pon- 
derously past  on  Sylvia's  heels. 

"  If  you'll  find  Leila,  I'm  ready  at  any  time,"  she 
said  carelessly,  and  resumed  her  tete-a-tete  with  Vou- 
cher, who  had  plainly  been  annoyed  at  the  interruption. 
Plank  went  on,  a  new  trouble  dawning  on  his  thick- 
ening mental  horizon.  He  had  completely  forgotten 
Leila.  Even  with  all  the  demands  made  upon  him; 
even  w  ith  all  the  time  he  had  given  to  those  whose  use 
of  him  he  understood,  how  could  he  have  forgotten  Leila 
and  the  recent  scene  between  them,  and  the  new  attitude 
and  new  relations  with  her  that  he  must  so  carefully 
consider  and  ponder  over  before  he  presented  himself 
at  the  house  of  Mortimer  again ! 

Ferrall  and  his  wife  and  Sylvia  were  making  their 
adieux  to  Marion  and  her  mother  when  he  came  up; 
and  he,  too,  took  that  opportunity. 

Later,  on  his  quest  for  Leila,  Sylvia,  passing 
through  the  great  hall,  shrouded  in  silk  and  ermine, 
curned  to  offer  him  her  hand,  saying  in  a  low  voice: 
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"  I  am  at  home  to  you;  do  you  understand?    Always," 
she  added  nervously. 

He  looked  after  her  with  an  unconscious  sigh,  un- 
aware that  anything  in  himself  had  claimed  her  respect. 
And  after  a  moment  he  swung  on  his  broad  heels  to 
continue  his  search  for  Mrs.  Mortimer. 
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About  four  o'clock  on  the  following  afternoon  Mrs. 
Mortimer's  maid,  who  had  almost  finished  drying  and 
dressing  her  mistress'  hair,  was  called  to  the  door  by 
a  persistent  knocking,  which  at  first  she  had  been  bidden 
ro  disregard. 

Mrs    Mortimer  could  receive  Mr.  Mortimer  at  once  on 
matters  of  importance. 

,u  *"t^°'"  ^^'^  ^^'^  petulantly.    «  Tell  Mullins  to  say 

fh.  ,K  7""  "°Vn.^"^^°^^'"  '"^  '^''^^S  a  glimpse  of 
the  shadowy  Mulhns  dodging  about  the  dusky  corridor: 
What  IS  the  matter?     Is  Mr.  Mortimer  ill?  " 
But  Mullins  could  not  say  what  the  matter  might 
be,  and  he  went  away,  only  to  return  in  a  few  moments 
bearing  a  scratchy  note  from  his  master,  badly  blotted 

tol  t  mV.'"/  ^'^^"'  "^*^  "  ^^^g  °f  resignation, 
took  the  blotched  scrawl  daintily  between  thumb  and 
forefinger  and  unfolded  it.  Behind  her,  the  maid, 
tmstmg  up  the  masses  of  dark,  fragrant  hair,  read  the 
note  very  easily  over  her  mistress'  shoulder.  It  ran 
without  preliminaries: 

"  I'm  going  to  talk  to  you,  whether  you  like  it  or  not      Do 

^L  I  Zi^^  "'^^  '"*  *^'^°"«^-     ^'-  t^-*  F--l»  girl  out 

She    closed    the    note    thoughtfully,    folding    and 
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double-folding  it  into  a  thick  wad.  The  ink  had  come 
off,  discolouring  her  finger-tips ;  she  dropped  the  soiled 
paper  on  the  floor,  and  held  out  her  hands,  plump  fin- 
gers spread.  And  when  the  maid  had  finished  removing 
the  stains  and  had  repolished  the  pretty  hands,  her 
mistress  sipped  her  chocolate  thoughtfully,  nibbled  a 
bit  of  dry  toast,  then  motioned  the  maid  to  take  the 
tray  and  her  departure,  leaving  her  the  cup. 

A  few  minutes  later  Mortimer  came  in,  stood  a  mo- 
ment blinking  around  the  room,  then  dropped  into  a 
seat,  sullen,  inert,  the  folds  of  his  chin  crowded  out  on 
his  collar,  his  heavy  abdomen  cradled  on  his  short,  thick 
legs.  He  had  been  freshly  shaved;  hnen  and  clothing 
were  spotless,  yet  the  man  looked  unclean. 

Save  for  the  network  of  purple  veins  in  his  face, 
there  was  no  colour  there,  none  in  his  lips;  even  his 
flabby  hands  were  the  hue  of  clay. 

"  Are  you  ill?  "  asked  his  wife  coolly. 
"  No,  not  very.     I've  got  the  jumps.     What's  that? 
Tea?     Ugh!  it's  chocolate.     Push  it  out  of  sight,  will 
you?    I  can  smell  it." 

Leila  set  the  delicate  cup  on  a  table  behind  her. 
"What  time  did  you  return  this  morning?"  she 
asked,  stifling  a  yawn. 

"I  don't  know;  about  five  or  six.  How  the  devil 
should  I  know  what  time  I  came  in?  " 

Sitting  there  before  the  mirror  of  her^dresser  she 
stole  a  second  glance  at  his  marred  features  In  the  glass. 
The  loose  mouth,  the  smeared  eyes,  the  palsy-like  trem- 
ors that  twitched  the  hands  where  they  tightened  on 
the  arms  of  his  chair,  became  repulsive  to  the  verge  of 
fascination.    She  tried  to  look  away,  but  could  not. 

"  You  had  better  see  Dr.  Grisby,"  she  managed  to 
say. 
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''  I'd  better  see  you;  that's  what  I'd  better  do,"  he 
retorted  thickly.  «  You'll  do  all  the  doctoring  I  want. 
And  I  want  it,  all  right." 

"Very  well.     What  is  it?" 

He  passed  his  swollen  hand  across  his  forehead. 

"  What  is  it.?  "  1  e  repeated.  «  It's  the  limit,'  this 
time,  if  you  want  to  know.    I'm  all  in." 

"  Roulette?  "  raising  her  eyebrows  without  interest 

"  Yes,  roulette,  too.  Everything!  They  got  me  up- 
stairs at  Burbank's.  The  game's  crooked!  Every  box, 
every  case,  every  wheel,  every  pack  is  crooked!  crooked' 
crooked,  by  God!"  he  burst  out  in  a  fever,  struggling 
to  sit  upright,  his  hands  always  tightening  on  the  arms 
of  the  chair.     «  It's  nothing  but  a  creeping  joint,  run 

by  a  bunch  of  hand-shakers !    I I'll " 

Stuttering,  choking,  stammering  imprecations,  his 
hoarse  clamour  died  away  after  a  while.  She  sat  there, 
head  bent,  silent,  impassive,  acquiescent  under  the  physi- 
cal and  mental  strain  to  which  she  had  never  become 
thoroughly  hardened.  How  many  such  scenes  had  she 
witnessed!  She  could  not  count  them.  They  differed 
very  little  in  detail,  and  not  at  all  in  their  ultimate 
object,  which  was  to  get  what  money  she  had.  This 
was  his  method  of  reimbursing  himself  for  his  losses. 

He  made  an  end  to  his  outburst  after  a  while.  Only 
his  dreadful  fat  breathing  now  filled  the  silence;  and 
supposmg  he  had  finished,  she  found  her  voice  with  an 
effort: 

"I  am  sorry.  It  comes  at  a  bad  time,  as  vou 
know "  "^ 

"  A  bad  time!  "  he  broke  out  violently.  «  How  can 
It  come  at  any  other  sort  of  time?  With  us,  all  times 
are  bad.  If  this  is  worse  than  the  average  it  can't  be 
helped.     We  are  in  it  for  keeps  this  time !  " 
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"Yes,  avr/*'  he  repeated;  but  his  face  had  grown 
ghastly,  and  his  uncertain  eyes  Mere  fastened  on  her's 
in  the  mirror. 

"  What  do  you  mean— exactly  ?  "  she  asked,  turning 
from  the  dresser  to  confront  him. 

He  made  no  effort  to  answer ;  an  expression  of  dull 
fright  was  growing  on  his  visage,  as  though  for  the 
first  time  he  had  begun  to  realise  what  had  happened. 

She  saw  it,  and  her  heart  quickened,  but  she  spoke 
disdainfully:  "Well,  I  am  ready  to  listen— as  usual. 
How  much  do  you  want  ?  " 

He  made  no  sign;  his  lower  lip  hung  loose;  his  eyes 
blinked  at  her. 

"  What  is  it?  "  she  repeated.  «  What  have  you  been 
doing?  How  much  have  you  lost?  Y^u  can't  have  lost 
very  much;  we  hadn't  much  to  lose.  If  you  have  given 
your  note  to  any  of  those  gamblers,  it  is  a  shame— a 
shame!  Leroy,  look  at  me!  You  promised  me,  on  your 
honour,  never  to  do  that  again.  Have  you  lied,  after 
all  the  times  I  have  helped  you  out,  stripped  myself, 
denied  myself,  put  off  tradesmen,  faced  down  creditors? 
After  all  I  have  done,  do  you  dare  come  here  and  ask 
for  more— ask  for  what  I  have  not  got— with  not  one 
bill  settled,  not  one  servant  paid  since  December " 

"  Leila,  I — I've  got— to  tell  you " 

"  What?  "  she  demanded,  appalled  by  the  change  in 
his  face.  If  he  was  overdoing  it,  he  was  overdoing  it 
realistically  enough. 

"I— I've  used  Plank's  cheque!"  he  mumbled,  and 
moistened  his  lips  with  his  tongue. 

She  stared  back  at  him,  striving  to  comprehend. 
"Plank's!"  she  repeated  slowly,  "Plank's  cheque? 
What  cheque?    What  do  you  mean?  " 
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"  The  one  he  gave  you  last  night.  I've  used  that. 
Now  you  know !  " 

"The  one  he—  But  you  couldn't !  How  could  you? 
It  was  not  filled  in."  ^ 

"  I  filled  it." 

Her  dawning  horror  was  reacting  on  him,  as  it  al- 
ways did,  hke  a  fierce  tonic;  and  his  own  courage  came 
back  in  a  sort  of  sullen  desperation. 

'*You  .  .  .  You  are  trying  to  frighten  me,  Leroy," 
she  stammered.  "  You  are  trying  to  make  me  do  some- 
tlung--give  you  what  you  want— force  me  to  give  you 
what  you  want!  You  can't  frighten  me.  The  cheque 
was  made  out  to  me— to  my  order.  How  could  you  have 
used  it,  if  I  had  not  indorsed  it?  " 

"  I  indorsed  it.    Do  you  understand  that!  "  he  said 
savagely. 

*|  No,  I  don't;  because,  if  you  did,  it's  forgery." 
"I  don't  give  a  damn  what  you  think  it  is!"  he 
broke  in  fiercely.  "  All  I'm  worried  over  is  what  Plank 
will  think.  I  didn't  mean  to  do  it;  I  didn't  dream  of 
doing  It;  but  when  Burbank  cleaned  me  up  I  fished 
about,  and  that  cursed  cheque  came  tumbling  out  • " 

In  the  rising  excitement  of  self-defence  the  colour 
was  coming  back  into  his  battered  face;  he  sat  up 
straighter  in  his  chair,  and,  grasping  the  upholstered 
arms,  leaned  forward,  speaking  more  distinctly  and  with 
increasing  vigour  and  anger: 

"  When  I  saw  that  cheque  in  my  hands  I  thought 
Id  use  It  temporarily— merely  as  moral  coUateral  to 

«    ,  «t^^®."'!*^^-««™«thin«  to  back  my  I.  O.  U.'s. 
oo  1  filled  it  in." 

"For  how  much?  "  she  asked,  not  daring  to  believe 
him;  but  he  ignored  the  question  and  went  on:  «  I  filled 
it  and  indorsed  it,  and- 
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"  How  could  you  indorse  it?  "  she  interrupted  coolly, 
now  unconvinced  again  and  suspicious. 

"  ril  tell  you  if  you'll  stop  that  fool  tongue  a  mo- 
ment. The  cheque  was  made  to  « L.  Mortimer,'  wasn't 
It''  So  I  wrote  *  L.  Mortimer '  on  the  back.  Now  do 
yea  know?  If  you  are  L.  Mortimer,  so  am  I.  Leila 
begins  with  L;  so  does  Leroy,  doesn't  it?  I  didn't 
imitate  your  two-words-to-a-page  autograph.  I  put  my 
own  fist  to  a  cheque  made  out  to  one  L.  Mortimer;  and 
1  don  t  care  what  you  think  about  it  as  long  as  Plank 
can  stand  it.     Now  put  up  your  nose  and  howl,  if  you 

But  under  her  sudden  pallor  he  was  taking  fright 
again,  and  he  began  to  bolster  up  his  courage  with 
bluster  and  noise,  as  usual : 

"  Howl  all  you  like !  "  he  jeered.  "  It  won't  alter 
matters  or  square  accounts  with  Plank.  What  are  you 
stanng  at?  Do  you  suppose  I'm  not  sorry?  Do  you 
fancy  I  don't  know  what  a  fool  I've  been?  What  are 
you  turning  white  for?     What  in  hell " 

I  *  r  ^°T,""^^  ^^^^  y°"-"     She  choked,  then,  reso- 
lutely:    How  much  have  you — taken  ?  " 

"  Taken !  "  he  broke  out,  with  an  oath.  «  What  do 
you  mean?  I've  borrowed  about  twenty  thousand  dol- 
lars. Now  yelp!  Eh?  What i>- r> ,  yelps ?  Probably 
some  weeps,  then.  Turn  'em  on  a-  .  ru,-  dry;  I'll  wait." 
And  he  managed  to  cross  one  bulk>  leg  over  the  other 
and  lean  back,  affecting  resignation,  while  Leila,  bolt 
upright  in  her  low  chair,  every  curved  outline  rigid 
under  the  flowing,  silken  wrap,  stared  at  him  as  though 
stunned.  * 

"Well,  we're  good  for  it,  aren't  we?"  he  said 
threateningly.  «  If  he's  going  to  turn  ugly  about  it, 
here's  the  house." 
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"My— house?" 

"Yes,  your  house!  I  suppose  you'd  rather  raise 
something  on  the  house  than  have  the  thing  come  out 
in  the  papers." 

"Do  you  think  so?"  she  asked,  staring  into  his 
bloodshot  eyes. 

"  Yes,  I  do.     I'm  damn  sure  of  it ! " 
"  You  are  wrong." 

"  You  mean  that  you  are  not  incli  >ed  to  stand  by 
mc?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Yes,  I  mean  that." 

"  You  don't  intend  to  help  me  out?  '» 

"  I  do  not  intend  to — not  this  time." 

He  began  to  show  his  big  teeth,  and  that  nervous 
snickering  "  tick  "  twitched  his  upper  lip. 

"How  about  the  courts?"  he  sneered.  "Do  you 
want  to  figure  in  them  with  Plank?  " 

"  I  don't  want  to,"  she  said  steadily,  "  but  you  can 
not  frighten  me  any  more  by  that  threat." 

"Oh!  Can't  frighten  you!  Perhaps  you  think 
you'll  marry  Plank  when  I  get  a  decree?  Do  you? 
Well,  you  won't  for  several  reasons;  first,  because  I'll 
name  other  corespondents  and  that  wi"  make  Plank 
sick;  second,  because  Plank  wants  to  marry  somebody 
else  and  I'm  able  to  assist  him.  So  where  do  you  come 
out  in  the  shuffle?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said,  under  her  breath,  and 
rested  her  head  against  the  back  of  the  chair,  as  though 
suddenly  tired. 

"  Well,  I  know.  You'll  come  out  smirched,  and  you 
know  it,"  said  Mortimer,  gazing  intently  at  her.  "  Look 
here,  Leila:  I  didn't  come  here  to  threaten  you.  I'm 
no  black-mailer ;  I'm  no  criminal.  I'm  simply  a  decent 
sort  of  a  man,  who  is  pretty  badly  scared  over  what  he's 
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done  in  a  moment  of  temptation.  You  know  I  had  no 
thought  of  anything  except  to  borrow  enough  on  my 
I.  O.  U.'s  to  make  a  killing  at  Burbank's.  I  had  to 
show  them  something  big,  so  I  filled  in  that  cheque,  not 
meanmg  to  use  it;  aad  before  I  knew  it  I'd  indorsed  it, 
and  was  plunging  against  it.  Then  they  stacked  everv- 
thmg  on  me— by  God,  they  did !  and  if  I  had  not  been  in 
the  condition  I  was  in  I'd  have  stopped  pavincnt.  But 
It  was  too  late  when  I  realised  what  I  was  against. 
Leila,  you  know  I'm  not  a  bad  man  at  heart.  Can't  you 
help  a  fellow.?" 

His  manner,  completely  changed,  had  become  the  re- 
sentful and  fretful  appeal  of  the  victim  of  plot  and 
circumstance.     All  the  savage  brutality  had  been  elimi- 
nated; the  sneer,  the  truculent  attempts  to  browbeat,  the 
pitiful  swagger,  the  cynical  justification,  all  were  gone. 
It  was  really  the  man  himself  now,  normally  scared  and 
repentant;    the    frightened,    overfed    pensioner    on    his 
wife's    bounty;    not    the    human    beast    maddened    by 
fear  and  dissipation,  half  stunned,  half  panic-stricken, 
driven  by  sheer  terror  into  a  role  which  even  he  shrank 
from— had  shrunk  from  aH  these  years.     For,  leech  and 
parasite  that  he  was,  Mortimer,  however  much  the  dirty 
acquisition  of  money  might  tempt  him  in  theory,  had 
not  yet  brought  himself  to  the  point  of  attempting  the 
practice,  even  when  in  sorest  straits  and  bitterest  need. 
He  didn't  want  to  do  it;  he  wished  to  get  along  without 
it,  partly  because  of  native  inertia  and  an  aversion  to 
the  mental  nimbleness  that  he  would  be  required  to  show 
as  a  law-breaker,  partly  because  the  word  "  black-mail  " 
stood  for  what  he  did  not  dare  suggest  that  he  had  come 
to,  even  to  himself.     His  distaste  was  genuine;  there 
were  certain  things  which  he  didn't  want  to  commit,  and 
extortion  was  one  of  them.     He  could,  at  a  pinch,  lie 
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o  h«  Wife  or  try  to  scare  her  into  giving  him  money; 
he  could,  when  necessary,  "  borrow  "  from  such  men  as 
Hank;  but  he  had  never  cheated  at  cards,  and  he  had 
never  attempted  to  black-mail  anybody  except  his  wife 
—which,  of  course,  was  purely  a  family  matter,  and 
concerned  nobody  else. 

Now  he  was  attempting  it  again,  with  more  sin- 
cerity, energy,  and  determination  than  he  ever  before 
had  been  forced  to  display.     Even  in  his  most  profane 
violence  the  rage  and  panic  were  only  partly  real.     He 
was.  It  is  true,  genuinely  scared,  and  horribly  shaken 
physically,    but    he   had   counted    on    violence,   and   he 
stimulated  his  own  emotions  and  made  them  serve  him 
knowing  all    the   while   that   in    the   reaction    his    ends 
would  be  accomplished,  as  usual.     This  policy  of  alter- 
nately frightening,  dragooning,  and  supplicating  Leila 
had  carried  him  so  far;  and  though  it  was  true  that 
this  was  a  more  serious  situation  than  he  had  ever  yet 
faced,  he  was  convinced  that  his  wife  would  pull  him 
out  somehow;  ai.d  how  that  was  to  be  accomplished  he 
did  not  very  much  care,  as  long  as  he  was  pulled  out 
safely. 

"  What  this  household  requires,"  he  said.  «  is  econ- 
T^-''    ^^  'P^^^d  ^'s  Jeg8»  denting  the  Aubusson  carpet 
with  his  boot-heels,  and   glanced  askance  at  his  wife 
"Economy,"    he   repeated,    furtively   wetting   his    lips 
with  a  heavily  coated  tongue;  "that's  the  true  solution- 
economical    administration    in   domestic   matters.      Re- 
trenchment,   Leila!    retrenchment!      Fewer    folderols 
I've  a  notion  to  give  up  that  farm,  and  stop  trying  to 
br^d  those  damfool  sheep.    They  cost  a  thousand  apiece, 
and  do  you  know  what  I  got  for  those  six  I  sent  to 
Westbury?     Just  twelve  hundred   dollars   from   Fleet- 
wood—the  bargaining  shopkeeper!     Twelve  hundred! 
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.TSrl'f""  •  ''.?•'  "'""«  ™™'  «™"l.r.nd  ,011,; 
•ingle  ram  for  ,ix  thousand  plunk, '  " 

Leila',  head  wa,  lowered.     He  could  not  ,eo  her  es- 

pretence  of  ca«ar«rf„«,  ,„„  ;      ,„,„„ 

mgr.t,at,„g   h.n„elf   with   the  coarse   bluntne,,  Xat 

We  II  fix  ,t  somehow,"  he  said  reassuringlv ;  ••  don't 
you  worry  Leila.  I've  confidence  in  vou  litUe  girl' 
You  ve  got  me  out  of  sticky  messes  bel\,rv,  eh?  Well' 
we've  weathered  a  few,  haven't  we.»  " 

Even  the  horrible  parody  on  wedded  loyalty  left  her 
.dent,  unmoved,  dark  eyes  brooding:  and  h  begau  t" 
grow  a  httle  restless  and  anxious  as  his  joculaX  b! 

"  S"  n  ""^"''  "*  ^"^'  "■  1'"  not."  I'e  said  re- 
pn,achfully.      "  The  house  is  worth  two  hundr^  and 

?.!^n  tTI!^'  r''  "■"'  '  ™'J-  ""^  »"  i'  "»>'•    If  that 
fat.  Duteh  skinflint.  Plank,  shows  hi,  tusks,  we  can  clap 

on  another  fifty. '    And  as  she  made  no  s„™d  or  mov^ 

Zl^^^fl-  /'  '"  "•  """''  ^'^'  •"•-'■•'  I  d"- 
out  of  h.m,  except  a  thousand  or  two  now  and  t^n 
when  the  cards  went  against  me.»     If  I  took  .t   it  w« 

much-look  here,  Leda!  I've  a  trick  up  my  sleeve  ' 
can  make  good  any  time  I  wish  to.     I'm  in  a  position 

LTg"i^"'  ""'"  '"  "■=  ^''  "^'^  -"  -"^-t-'-k. 

herpba^d"'*™"  ^'""'^  "'""  '''^  '^'"^  "'<'  '«<"■«'  -' 
"  Leroy,  are  you  mad?  " 
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"I!  Not  much! "  he  exclaimed  gleefully.  "  I  can 
make  him  the  husband  of  the  most-run-after  girl  in 
New  York— if  I  want  to.  And  at  the  same  time  I  can 
puncture  the  most  arrogant,  the  most  cold-blooded,  sel- 
fish, purse-proud,  inflated  nincompoop  that  ever  sat  at 
the  head  of  a  director's  table.  0-ho !  Now  you're  star- 
ing, Leila.  I  can  do  it;  I  can  make  good.  What  are 
you  worrying  about?  Why,  Fve  got  a  hundred  ways 
to  square  that  cheque,  and  each  separate  way  is  a  win- 
ner." 

He  rose,  shook  out  the  creases  in  his  trousers,  and 
adjusted  the  squat,  gold  fob  which  ornamented  his  pro- 
truding waistcoat. 

"  So  you'll  fix  it,  won't  you,  Leila?  "  he  said,  ap- 
parently oblivious  that  he  had  expressed  himself  as  able 
to  adjust  the  matter  in  one  hundred  equally  edifying 
and  satisfactory  manners. 

She  did  not  answer.  He  lingered  a  moment  at  the 
door,  looking  back  with  an  ingratiating  leer;  but  she 
paid  him  no  attention,  and  he  took  himself  off,  confident 
that  her  sulkiness  could  not  result  in  anything  unpleas- 
ant to  anybody  except  herself. 

Nor  did  it,  as  far  as  he  could  see.  The  days  brought 
no  noticeable  change  in  his  wife's  demeanour  toward 
him.  Plank,  when  he  met  him,  was  civil  enough,  though 
it  did  occur  to  Mortimer  that  he  saw  very  little  of  Plank 
in  these  days. 

"Ungrateful  beggar!"  he  thought  bitterly;  "he's 
toadying  to  Belwether  now.  I  can't  do  anything  more 
for  him,  so  I  don't  interest  him." 

And  for  a  while  he  wore  either  a  truculent,  aggrieved 
air  in  Plank's  presence,  or  the  meeker  demeanour  of  a 
martyr,  sentimentally  misunderstood,  but  patient  under 
the  affliction. 
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ri,™  there  came  .  Ume  when  he  needed  money 
During  the  few  day.  he  .pent  circling  tentalivervand 
.pprehen.,vel,  around  hi,  wife  he  lefmed  enough  "„ 
know  that  there  wa.  nothing  to  be  had  fron,  her  at  pU^ 
ent.  No  doubl  the  monc,.  she  raised  t„  placate  Plu^kl 
f  .he  had  placated  hi„,  i„  U,at  f,.|,i„r_„„,  „  ,"^„ 
on  her  re«,urces,  whatever  thee  resource,  were. 

One  th„,g  was  crlnin:  Pl„„k  |,„,1  „„t  remained 
ve  y  long  ,n  ,g„or„„ce  of  the  cheque  drawn  ugui, It"  ^ 
balance  ,f  .ndeed,  „,  M„rti„...  fo...„,,  „„  ,«,k  ile  ? 
had  not  commun.catcl  will,  JM.tnk  „,  soon  as  the  eheoue 
wa,  presented  for  ,^y,„,„i.  Thereto,.  V,„k  must  Ze 
l^en^^placated  h,  Leila;  how.  .Mor.i.ner  was  IZliZt 

"  Some  of  these  dajs,"  he  said  to  l,in,self,  "  m  catch 
''"  tr,pp.„g,  and  then  there'll  be  a  decent  diviio^rf 
property    or-thcre'll  be  a  divorce."      But,  a     usual 
Morhmer  found  such  practices  n.ore  attracliv    ,n  tWy 

he  h,„r         *"  """  '-'"'"«•  '■'■  '"""'^''y  """W  ^'^•■'  that 
He  had  some  money  occasionally. 

One  of  these  occasions  when  he  needed  it  was  ao- 

and  had  used  the  money  to  stop  up  the  more  threaten- 
ng  gaps  .„  the  tottering  financial  fabric  known  as  hi, 
P  rsona  accounts."  The  fabric  would  hold  for  a 
wh.le  but  meantime  he  needed  money  to  go  on  w  th 
And  Le,la  evidently  had  none.  He  tried  evfrybody  et 
cept  Plank.     He  had  scarcely  the  impudence  to  go  to 

self  one  ^"""'"^  ™'""^"^  <:A.^.iod,  and  him- 

self once  more  face  to  face  with  the  only  hope.  Plank, 

mattel.  """'"  '"'™^'^  ""  P°'''''-%  "^  «>' 
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Of  course  Plank  owed  him  more  than  he  could 
ever  pay — the  ungrateful  parvenu! — but  what  Plank 
had  thought  of  that  cheque  transaction  he  had  never 
been  able  to  discover. 

Somehow  or  other  he  must  put  Plank  under  fresh 
obligations;  and  that  might  have  been  possible  had  not 
Leila  invaded  the  ground,  leaving  nothing,  now  that 
Plank  was  secure  in  club  life. 

Of  course  the  first  thing  that  presented  itself  to 
Mortimer's  consideration  was  the  engineering  of  Plank's 
matrimonial  ambitions.  Clearly  the  man  had  not 
changed.  He  was  always  at  Sylvia's  heeb ;  he  was  seen 
with  her  in  public;  he  went  to  the  Belwether  house  a 
great  deal.  No  possible  doubt  but  that  he  was  as  in- 
fatuated as  ever.  And  Quarrier  was  going  to  marry 
her  next  November— that  is,  if  he,  Mortimer,  chose  to 
keep  silent  about  a  certain  midnight  episode  at  Shot- 
over. 

It  was  his  inclination,  except  in  theory,  to  keep  si- 
lent, partly  because  of  his  native  inertia  and  unwilling- 
ness to  go  to  the  physical  and  intellectual  exertion  of 
being  a  rascal,  partly  because  he  didn't  really  want  to 
be  a  rascal  of  that  sort. 

Like  a  man  with  premonitions  of  toothache,  who 
walks  down  to  the  dentist's  just  to  see  what  the  number 
of  the  house  looks  like,  and  then  walks  around  the  block 
to  think  it  over,  so  Mortimer,  suffering  from  lack  of 
money,  walked  round  and  round  the  central  idea,  un- 
able to  bring  himself  to  the  point. 

Several  times  he  called  up  Quarrier  on  the  'phone 
and  made  appointments  to  lunch  with  him;  but  these 
meeUngs  never  resulted  in  anything  except  luncheons 
which  Mortimer  paid  for,  and  matters  were  becoming  des- 
perate. 
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So  one  day,  after  having  lunched  too  freely,  he  sat 
down  and  wrote  Plank  the  following  note: 

Mt  D.AR  Beverly:  You  will  remember  that  I  once 
promised  you  my  aid  in  securing  what,  to  you.  is  the  dearest 
object  of  your  existence.  I  have  thought,  I  have  pondered 
I  have  given  the  matter  deep  and,  I  may  add  without  ir^ev-' 
erence  prayerful  consideration,  knowing  that  the  life's  haDoi- 
ness  of  my  closest  friend  depended  In  my  jud^entTd 
wisdom  and  intelligence  to  secure  for  him  the  iprSun  ty  to 
crown  his  life's  work  by  the  acquisition  of  the  brightest  ewS 
in  the  diadem  of  old  Manhattan.  ^  ^ 

chuckled  Mortimer,  refreshing  himself  with  his  old  stand- 
by, an  apple,  quartered,  and  soaked  in  very  old  port 
So  he  sopped  his  apple  and  swallowed  it,  and  picked  up 
lus  pen  again,  chary  of  overdoing  it. 

All  I  say  to  you  is.  be  ready  !  The  time  is  close  at  hand 
when  you  may  boldly  make  your  avowal  But  be  read^ ' 
AJ^  depends  upon  the  psychological  moment.  An  instant 
too  soon,  an  instant  too  late,  and  you  are  lost.  AndT"« 
lost  forever.  Remember.'  Be  faithful;  trust  in  me  i^d 
wait  And  the  instant  I  say,  "Speak  !  ■'  pour  out  y^ur  s^l 
^^dear  fnend,  and  be  certain  you  are  not  pouring  iJout  in' 

L.  M. 

u  ^^"*'"?  *^''"*  "  pouring  out  "  made  him  thirsty,  so 
he  fortified  himself  several  times,  and  then,  sealing  the 
letter  went  out  to  a  letter-box  and  stood  looking  at  it. 
If  I  mail  It  I'm  in  for  it,"  he  muttered.  After  a 
while  he  put  the  letter  in  his  pocket  and  walked  on. 

"  It  really  doesn't  commit  me  to  anything,"  he  re- 
flected at  last,  halting  before  another  letter-box.  And 
w  he  stood  there,  hesitating,  he  glanced  up  and  saw 
Quamer  entering  the  Lenox  Club.  The  next  moment 
he  flung  up  the  metal  box  lid,  dropped  in  his  letter,  and 
followed  Quarrier  into  the  club. 
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Then  events  tumbled  forward  almost  without  a  push 
from  him.      Quarrier  was  alone  in  a   window  corner, 
drinking  vichy  and  milk  and  glancing  over  the  after- 
noon papers.     He  saw  Mortimer,  and  invited  him  to 
join  him ;  and  Mortimer,  being  thirsty,  took  champagne. 
"  I've  been  trying  a  new  coach,"  said  Quarrier,  in 
his  colourless  and  rather  agreeable  voice;  and  he  went 
on  leisurely  explaining  the  points  of  the  new  mail-coach 
which  had  been  built  in  Paris  after  plans  of  his  own, 
while  Mortimer  gulped  glass  after  glass  of  chilled  wine, 
which  seemed  only  to  make  him  thirstier.     Meantime  he 
listened,  really  interested,  except  that  his  fleshy  head 
was  too  full  of  alcohol  and  his  own  project  to  con- 
tain additional  statistics  concerning  coaching.     Besides, 
Quarrier,  who  had  never  been  over-cordial  to  him,  was 
more  so  now— enough  for  Mortimer  to  venture  on  a  few 
tentative  suggestions  of  a  financial  nature;  and  though, 
as  usual,  Quarrier  was  not  responsive,  he  did  not,  as 
usual,  get  up  and  go  away. 

A  vague  hope  stirred  Mortimer  that  it  might  not 
be  beyond  his  persuasive  tongue  to  make  this  chilly,  ret- 
icent young  man  into  a  friend  some  day— a  helpful 
friend.  For  Mortimer  all  his  life  had  trusted  to  his 
tongue;  and  though  poorly  enough  repaid,  the  few  lin- 
gual victories  remained  in  his  memory,  along  with  an 
inexhaustible  vanity  and  hope;  while  his  countless 
defeats  and  the  many  occasions  on  which  his  tongue 
had  played  him  false  were  all  forgotten.  Besides,  he 
had  been  drinking  more  heavily  all  day  than  was  his 
custom. 

So  Quarrier  talked,  sparingly,  about  his  new  coach, 
about  Billy  Fleetwood's  renowned  string  of  hunters, 
about  Ashley  Spencer's  new  stable  and  his  chances  at 
Saratoga  with  Roy-a-neh,  for  which  he  had  paid  a  fabu- 
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lous   sum— the   sum    and    the   story    probably    equally 
fabulous.  •'      ^       ^ 

Mortimer's  head  was  swimming  with  ideas;  he  was 
also  talkmg  a  great  deal,  much  more  than  he  had  in- 
tended; he  was  saying  things  he  had  not  exactly  in- 
tended to  say,  either,  in  just  that  way.  He  realised  it, 
but  he  went  on,  unable  to  stop  his  own  tongue,  the  noise 
ot  which  intoxicated  him. 

Once  or  twice  he  thought  Quarrier  looked  at  him 
rather  strangely;  but  he  would  show  Quarrier  that  he 
was  nobody's  fool ;  he'd  show  Quarrier  that  he  was  a 
fnend,  a  good,  staunch  friend;  and  that  Quarrier  had 
long,  long  undervalued  him.    Waves  of  sentiment  spread 
through  and  through  him ;  his  affection  for  Quarrier 
dampened  his  eyes;  and  still  he  blabbed  on  and  on,  gaz- 
ing with  brimming  eyes  upon  Quarrier,  who  sat  back 
silent  and  attentive  as  iMortimer  circled  and  blundered 
nearer  and  nearer  to  the  crucial  point  of  his  destination 
Midway   in  one  of  his  linguistic  ellipses   Quarrier 
leaned  forward  and  caught  his  arm  in  a  grip  of  steel 
Another  man  had  entered  the  room.     Mortimer,  made 
partly  conscious  by  the  pain  of  Quarrier's  vise-like  grip 
was  sober  enough  to  recognise  the  impropriety  of  hiJ 
continuing  aloud  the  veiled  story  he  had  been  construct- 
ing with  what  he  supposed  to  be  a  cunning  as  matchless 
as  it  was  impenetrable. 

Later  he  found  himself  up-stairs  in  a  private  card- 
room,  facing  Quarrier  across  a  table,  and  still  talking 
and  quenching  his  increasing  thirst.  He  knew  now  what 
he  was  tclhng  Quarrier;  he  was  unveiling  the  parable; 
he  Was  stripping  metaphor  from  a  carefully  precisJ 
story.  He  used  Siward's  name  presently;  presently  he 
used  Sylvia's  name.  A  moment  later— or  was  it  a» 
hour.?— Quarrier  stopped  him,  coldly,  without  a  trace 
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of  passion,  demanding  corroborative  detail.  And  Mor- 
timer gave  it,  wagging  his  head  and  one  fat  forefinger 
as  emphasis. 

"  You  saw  that.?  "  repeated  Quarrier,  deadly  white 
of  a  sudden. 


» 


"Yes;  an'  I- 

"At  three  in  the  morning? 

"  Yes ;  an'  I  want 


»» 


»» 


"  You  saw  him  enter  her  room  ?  " 
"  Yes ;  an'  I  wan'  tersay  thish  to  you,  because  I'm 
yjur  fr'en'.  Don'  wan'  anny  fr'en's  mine  get  fooled  on 
women!  See?  Thash  how  I  feel.  I  respec'  the  sect! 
See!  Women,  lovely  woj.ien!  See?  Respec'  sect! 
Gimme  y'han',  buzzer — er — brother  Quar'er!  Your  m' 
fr'en';  I'm  your  fr'en'.  I  know  how  it  is.  Gotter  wife 
mWn.  Rotten  one.  Stingy!  Takes  money  outter 
m'  pockets.  Dam  'stravagant.  Ruin  me!  .  .  .  Say, 
old  boy,  what  about  dividend  due  'morrow  on  Orange 
County  Eclectic — mean  Erlextic — no! — mean  'Letric! 
Damn! — Wasser  masser  tongue?  " 

Opening  his  fond  and  foggy  eyes,  and  finding  him- 
self alone  in  the  card-room,  he  began  to  cry ;  and  a  little 
later,  attempting  to  push  the  electric  button,  he  fell 
over  a  lounge  and  lay  there,  his  shirt-front  soiled  with 
wine,  one  fat  leg  trailing  to  the  floor;  not  the  ideal 
position  for  slumber,  perhaps,  but  what  difference  do 
attitudes  and  postures  and  poses  make  when  a  gentle- 
man, in  the  sacred  seclusion  of  his  own  club,  is  wooing 
the  drowsy  goddess  with  blasts  of  votive  music  through 
his  empurpled  nose? 

In  the  meantime,  however,  he  was  due  to  dine  at  the 
Belwether  house;  and  when  eight  o'clock  approached, 
and  he  had  not  returned  to  dress,  Leila  called  up  Sylvia 
Landis  om  the  telephone: 
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"My  dear,  Leroy  hasn't  returned,  and  I  suppose 
he  s  forgotten  about  the  Bridge.  I  can  bring  Mr.  Plink, 
II  you  hke."  ' 

"  Very  weU,"  said  Sylvia,  adding,  « if  Mr.  Plank 
IS  there,  may  I  speak  to  him  a  moment?  » 

So  Leila  rose,  setting  the  receiver  on  the  desk,  and 
Plank  came  m  from  the  library  and  settled  himself 
heavily  m  the  chair: 

''Did  you  wish  '  J  speak  to  me,  Miss  Landis?  » 
Is   that   you,   Mr.   Plank?      Yes;   will   you    dine 
with    us   at   eight?     Bridge  afterward,    if  you    don't 

"  Thank  you." 

"And,  Mr.  Plank,  you  had  a  note  from  me  this 
morning?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Please  disregard  it." 

"  If  you  wish." 

"I  do.  It  is  not  worth  while."  And  as  Plank  made 
no  comment  «  I  have  no  further  interest  in  the  matter. 
Do  you  understand?  " 

"  1^0,"  said  Plank  doggedly. 

**  I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  I  am  sorry.  We  dine 
at  eight,"  concluded  Sylvia  hurriedly. 

Plank  hung  up  the  receiver  and  sat  eyeing  it  for  a 
while  in  silence.  Then  his  jaw  began  to  harden  and  his 
under  hp  protruded,  and  he  folded  his  great  hands, 
resting  them  in  front  of  him  on  the  edge  of  the  desk, 
brooding  there,  with  eyes  narrowing  like  a  sleepy  ciant 
at  prayer.  "^  * 

When  Leila  entered,  in  her  evening  wraps,  she  found 
him  there,  so  immersed  in  reverie  that  he  failed  to  hear 
her;  and  she  stood  a  moment  at  the  doorway,  smiling 
to  herseli,  thinking  how  pleasant  it  was  to  come  down 
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ready  for  the  evening  and  find  fcim  there,  as  though 
lie  belonged  where  he  sat,  and  was  part  of  the  familiar 
environment. 

Recently  she  had  grown  younger  in  a  smooth- 
skinned,  full-lipped  way— so  much  younger  that  it  was 
spoken  of.  Something  girlish  in  figure,  in  spontaneity, 
in  the  hesitation  of  her  smile,  in  the  luck  of  that  hard, 
brilliant  confidence  which  once  characterised  her,  had 
developed;  as  though  she  were  beginning  her  debut 
again,  reverting  to  a  softness  and  charm  prematurely 
checked.  Truly,  her  youth's  discoloured  blossom,  forced 
by  the  pale  phantom  of  fake  spring,  was  refolding  to 
a  bud  once  more ;  and  the  harsher  tints  of  the  inclement 
years  were  fading. 

"  Beverly,"  she  said,  "  I  am  ready." 

Plank  stood  up,  dazed  from  his  reverie,  and  walked 
toward  her.  His  white  tie  had  become  disarranged ;  she 
raised  her  hands,  halting  him,  and  pulled  it  into  shape 
for  him,  consciously  innocent  of  the  intimacy. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  know  how  pretty 
you  are  this  evening.?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  was  very  happy  at  my  mirror.  Do  you 
know,  the  withered  years  seem  to  be  dropping  from  me 
like  leaves  from  an  autumn  sapling.  And  I  feel  young 
enough  to  say  so  poetically.  ...  Did  Sylvia  try  to 
flirt  with  you  over  the  wire.?  " 

"  Yes,  as  usual,"  he  said  drily,  descending  the  stairs 
beside  her. 

'^And  really  you  don't  love  her  any  more?"  she 
queried. 

"  Scarcely."  His  voice  was  low  and  rather  disagree- 
able, and  she  looked  up. 

"  I  wish  I  knew  what  you  and  Sylvia  find  to  talk 
about  so  frequently,  if  you're  not  in  love.'* 

818 


THE  SEAMY  SIDE 


But  he  made  no  answer;  and  they  drove  away  to 
the  Belwether  house,  a  rather  wide,  old-style  mansion  of 
brown  stone,  with  a  stoop  dividing  its  ugly  favade,  and 
a  series  of  unnecessary  glass  doors  blockadin-  the  ves- 
tibule. 

A  drawing-room  and  a  reception-room  flanked  the 
marble-tiled  hall;  behind  these  the  dinin--n,oin  ran  the 
width  of  the  rear.     It  was  a  typical  gentlefolk's  house 
of  the  worst  period  of  Manhattan,  and  Major  Belwether 
belonged  m  it  as  fittingly  as  a  melodeon  belongs  in  a 
west-side  flat.     The  hall-way  was  made  for  such  a  man 
as  he  to  patter  through;  the  velvet-covered  stairs  were 
as  peculiarly  fitted  for  him  as  a  runway  is  for  a  rabbit- 
the   suave   pink-and-whit.   drawing-room,   the  discreet' 
gray  reception-room,  the  soft,  fat  rugs,  the  intricacies 
of  banisters  and  alcoves  and  curtained  cubby-holes— all 
reflected  his  personality,  all  corroborated  the  ensemble. 
It  was  his  habitat,  his  distinctly,  from  the  pronounced 
but  meaningless   intricacy   of  the  architecture  to   the 
studied  but  unconvincing  tints,  like  a  man  who  sud- 
denly starts  to  speak,  but  checks  himself,  realising  he 
has  nothing  in  particular  to  say. 

There  were  half  a  dozen  people  there  lounging  in- 
formally between   the  living-room   on   the  second  floor 
and  Sylvia's  apartments  in  the  rear— the  residue  from 
a  luncheon  and  Bridge  party  given  that  afternoon  by 
bylvia  to  a  score  or  so  of  card-mad  women.     A  few  of 
th^e  she  had  asked  to  remain  for  an  informal  dinner, 
and  a  desperate  game  later— the  sort  of  people  she  knew 
well  enough  to   lose   to   heavily   or  win   from   without 
remorse-Grace  Ferrall,  Marion  Page,  Agatha  Caith- 
ness.    Trustmg  to  the  telephone  that  morning,  she  had 
secured  the  Mortimers  and  Quarrier,  failing  three  men; 
and  now  the  party,  with  Plank  as  Mortimer's  substitute, 
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was  complete,  all  thorough  gamesters-sex  mattering 
nothing  in  the  preparation  for  such  a  seance. 

In  Sylvia's  boudoir  Grace  Ferrall  and  Agatha  Caith- 
ness sat  before  the  fire;  Sylvia,  at  the  mirror  of  her 
dresser,  was  correcting  the  pallor  incident  to  the  un- 
broken dissipation  of  a  brilliant  season;  Marion,  with 
her  inevitable  cigarette,  wandered  between  Sylvia's  quar- 
ters and  the  library,  where  Quarrier  and  Major  Belwether 
were  sitting  in  low-voiced  confab. 

Leila  greeted  gaily  from  the  boudoir,  went  in. 
Plank  entered  the  library,  was  mauled  effusively  by  the 
major,  returned  Quarrier's  firm  hand  shake,  and  sat 
down  with  an  inquiring  smile. 

Mail^R^'tl ""''''  """"^  ^°'  ^^°°*^  to-night,"  tittered 
Major  Belwether,  grasping  Quarrier's  arm  humourously 
and  shaking  it  to  emphasise  his  words-a  habit  that 
Quarner  thoroughly  disliked.  «  Sylvia  had  a  lot  of 
women  here  playing  for  the  season  score,  so  I  suggested 
she  keep  the  pick  of  them  for  dinner,  and  call  in  a  few 
choice  ones  to  make  a  night  of  it." 

"  It's  agreeable  to  me,"  said  Plank,  still  looking  at 
Quarrier  with  the  same  inquiring  expression,  which  that 
gentleman  presently  chose  to  understand. 

"I  haven't  had  a  chance  to  look  into  that  matter," 
he  said  carelessly.  -  Some  day,  when  you  have  time  to 
go  over  it " 

"  I  have  time  now,"  said  Plank;  "  there's  nothing  to 
go  over;  there's  no  reason  for  any  secrecy.  AH  I  wrote 
you  was  that  I  proposed  to  control  the  stock  of  Amal- 
gamated Electric  and  that  I  wished  your  advice  in  the 
matter." 

"I  could  not  give  you  any  advice  ofF-hand  on  such 
an  extraordinary  suggestion,"  returned  Quarrier  coldly. 
If  you  know  where  the  stock  is,  you'll  understand  " 
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'•Do  you  mean  what  it  is  quoted  at,  or  who  owns 
it?      interrupted  Plank. 

"Who  owns   it.      Everybody   knows   where   it   has 

Z"^?"?.  ^  ^  '"PP°'^'     ^^*  P^°P^^  •^"°^'  t°o»  where 
it  IS  held." 

"Yes;  I  do." 

"And  who  is  manipulating  it,"  added  Quarrier  in- 
difrerently. 

"  Do  you  mean  Harrington's  people?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  anybody  in  particular,  Mr.  Plank  " 

"Oh!"    said    Plank,    staring,    "I    was    sure    you 

couldn  t  have  meant  Harrington ;  because,"  he  went  on 

deliberately,  "  there  are  other  theories  floating  about 

that  mysterious  pool,  one  of  which  I've  proved." 

Quarrier  looked  at  him   out  of  his   velvety-lidded 
6yes : 

"  What  have  you  proved  ?  " 

*'  I'll  tell  you,  if  you'll  appoint  an  interview." 
ril  come  too,"  began  Belwether,  who  had  been 
listening,  loose-mouthed  and  intent;  "we're  all  in  it- 
Howard,  Kemp  Ferrall,  and  I- 


»f 


(( 


And  Stephen  Siward,"  observed  Plank,  so  quietly 
that  Quarrier  never  even  raised  his  eyes  to  read  the 
stoud  face  opposite. 

Presently  he  said:  «  Do  you  know  anybody  who  can 
dehver  you  any  considerable  block  of  Amalgamated 
Uilectnc  at  the  market  figures?" 

u..  !!  ^  ??"^*^  ^^"''^^  3^°"  several  blocks,  if  you  care  to 
bid,"  said  Plank  bluntly. 

Belwether  grew  red,  then  pale.  Quarrier  stiffened 
m  his  chair,  but  his  eyes  were  only  sceptical.  Plank's 
under  hp  had  begun  to  protrude  again;  he  swung 
his  massive  head,  looking  from  Belwether  back  to 
Quamer  ; 
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Pool  or  no  pool,"  he  continued.  "  you  Amalga- 
mated people  will  want  to  see  the  stock  climb  back  into 
the  branches  from  which  somebody  shook  it  out-  and 
I  propose  to  put  it  there.     That  is  all  I  had  meant  to 
say  to  you,  Mr.  Quarrier.     I'm  not  averse  to  saying  it 
here  to  you,  and   I  do.     There's  no  secrecy  about   it. 
l^igure  out  for  yourself  how  much  stock  I  control,  and 
who  let  ,t  go.     Settle  your  family  questions  and   put 
your  house  in  order;  then  invite  me  to  call,  and  I'll  do  it. 
And  I  have  an  idea  that  we  are  going  to  stand  on  our 
own  legs  again,  and  recover  our  self-respect  and  our 
hghtmg  capacity;  and   I   rather  think   we'll  stop  this 
hold-up  busmess,  and  that  our  Inter-County  friend  will 
Jet  go  the  sand-bag  and   pocket  the  jimmy,  and  talk 
business  across  the  line-fence." 

Quarrier's  characteristic  pallor  was  no  index  to  his 
fee  ings,  nor  was  his  icy  reticence.  All  heU  might  be 
boiling  below. 

When  anybody  gave  Quarrier  a  letter  to  read  he 
took  a  long  time  reading  it;  but  if  he  was  slow  he  was 
also  minute;  he  went  over  every  word  again  and  again, 
studying,  absorbing  each  letter,  each  period,  the  con- 
formation of  every  word.  And  when  he  ended  he  had 
in  his  brain  a  photograph  of  the  letter  which  he  would 
never  forget. 

And  now,  slowly,  minutely,  methodically,  he  was  go- 
ing over  and  over  Plank's  words,  and  his  manner  of 
saying  them,  and  their  surface  import,  and  the  hidden 
one,  if  any. 

If  Plank  had  spoken  the  truth— and  there  was  no 
reason  to  doubt  it-Plank  had  quietly  acquired  a  con- 
trolling mterest  in  Amalgamated  Electric.  That  meant 
treachery  in  somebody.  Who?  Probably  Siward,  per- 
haps Belwether,     He  would  not  look  at  the  latter  lust 
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yet ;  not  for  a  minute  or  two.  There  was  time  enough 
'  see  through  that  withered,  pink-and-white  old  fraud, 
why  had  Plank  done  this?  And  why  did  Plank  hus- 
pect  him  of  any  dosire  to  wreck  his  own  property.!*  He 
did  suspect  him,  that  was  certain. 

After  a  silence,  he  spoke  quietly  and  without  emo- 
tion: 

"  Eve  'vbody  concerned  w  ill  be  glad  to  see  Amalga- 
mated Electric  declaring  dividends.  This  is  a  shock  to 
MA,"  he  glanced  impassively  at  the  shrunken  major,  "  but 
a  pleasant  shock.  I  think  it  well  to  arrange  a  meeting 
as  soon  as  possible." 

"  To-morrow,"  said  Plank,  with  a  manner  of  closing 
discussion.  And  in  his  brusque  ending  of  the  matter 
Quarrier  detected  the  ringing  undertone  of  an  authority 
he  never  had  and  never  would  endure;  and  though  his 
pale,  composed  features  betrayed  not  the  subtlest  shade 
of  emotion,  he  was  aware  that  a  new  element  had  come 
into  his  life — a  new  force  was  growinrj  out  of  nothing 
to  confront  him,  an  unfamiliar  shape  loomed  vaguely 
ahead,  throwing  its  huge  distorted  shadow  acrc^s  his 
path.  He  sensed  it  with  the  instinct  of  kind  for  kind, 
not  because  Plank's  millions  meant  anything  to  him  as 
a  force;  not  because  this  lumbering,  red-faced  meddler 
had  blundered  into  a  family  affair  where  confidence  con- 
sisted in  joining  hands  lest  a  pocket  be  inadvertently 
I)icked;  not  because  Plank  had  knocked  at  the  door, 
expecting'  treachery  to  open,  and  had  found  it,  but 
because  of  the  awful  simplicity  of  the  man  and  his 
methods. 

If  Plank  suspected  him,  he  must  also  suspect  him  of 
complicity  in  the  Inter-County  grab;  he  must  suspect 
him  of  the  ruthless  crushing  power  that  corrupts  or  an- 
nihilates opposition,  making  a  mockery  of  legislation,  a 
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jest  of  the  courts,  and  an  epigranj  of  a  people's  indig- 
nation. 

And  yet,  in  the  face  of  all  this,  careless,  fearless, 
frank  to  the  outer  verge  of  stupidity— which  sometimes 
means  the  inability  to  be  afraid— this  man  Plank  was 
casually  telling  him  things  which  men  regard  as  secrets 
and  as  weapons  of  defence— was  actually  averting  him 
of  his  peril,  and  telling  him  almost  contemptuously  to 
pull  up  the  drawbridge  and  prepare  for  siege,  instead 
of  rushing  the  castle  and  giving  it  to  the  sack. 

As  Quarrier  sat  there  meditating,  his  long,  white  fin- 
gers caressing  his  soft,  pointed  beard,  Sylvia  came  in, 
greeting  the  men  collectively  with  a  nod,  and  offering 
her  hand  to  Plank. 

"Dinner  is  announcetl,"  she  said;  "please  go  in 
farm  fashion.  Wait ! "  as  Plank,  following  the  major 
and  Quarrier,  stood  aside  for  her  tt  pass.  "  No,  you 
go  ahead,  Howard ;  and  you,"  to  the  major. 

Left  for  a  moment  in  the  room  with  Plank,  she  stood 
listening  to  the  others  descending  the  stairs;  then: 

"  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Siward?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Plank. 

"Oh!    Is  he  well?" 

"  Not  very." 

"  Is  he  well  enough  to  rend  a  letter,  and  to  answer 
one?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  he's  well  enough  in  that  way." 

"  I  supposed  so.  That  is  why  I  said  to  you,  over 
the  wire,  not  to  trouble  him  with  my  request." 

"  You  mean  that  I  am  not  to  say  anything  about 
your  offer  to  buy  the  hunter?  " 

"  No.  If  I  make  up  my  mind  that  I  want  the  horse 
Pll  write  him — perhaps." 

Lingering  still,  she  let  one  hand  fall  on  the  ban- 
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isters,    turning    back    toward    PUnk,    who 
lowing : 

"  f  understood  you  to  mean  that— that  Mr.  Siward's 
hnancial  affairs  were  anything  but  satisfactory?  "—the 
sweet,  traihng   upward  inflection  making  it  a  question. 

^  When  did  I  say  that?"  demanded  Plank. 

"  Once — ^a  month  ago." 

"  I  didn't,"  said  Plank  bluntly. 

"  Oh,  I  had  inferred  it,  then,  from  something  you 
said   or  something  you  were  silent  about.     Is  that  it?  " 
I  don't  know." 

"  Am  I  quite  wrong,  then?  "  she  asked,  looking  him 
in  the  eyes. 

And  Plank,  who  never  lied,  found  no  answer.  Con- 
sidering him  for  a  moment  in  silence,  she  turned  again 
and  descended  the  stairs. 

The  dinner  was  one  of  those  thoroughly  well-chosen 
dinners  of  few  courses  and  faultless  service  suitable  for 
card-players,  who  neither  care  to  stuff  themselves  as  a 
preliminary  to  a  battle  royal,  nor  to  dawdle  through 
courses,  eliminating  for  themselves  what  is  not  good  for 
them.     The  men  drank  a  light,  sound,  aromatic  Irish  of 
the  major's ;  the  women-except  Marion,  who  took  what 
the  men  took— used  claret  sparingly.    Coffee  was  served 
where  they  sat;  the  men  smoking,  Agatha  and  Marion 
producing  their  own  cigarettes. 

"Don't  you  smoke  any  more?"  asked  Grace  Fer- 
«  nu   L^"'*   Mortimer,  and  at  the  smiling  negative. 
Oh,  that  perhaps  explains  it.     You're  growing  posi- 
tively radiant,  you  know.    You'll  be  wearing  a  braid  and 
a  tuck  m  your  skirt  if  you  go  on  getting  younger." 

Leila  laughed,  colouring  up  as  Plank  turned  in  his 
chair  to  look  at  her  closer. 

"  No.  it  won't  rub  off,  xMr.  Plank,"  said  Marion 
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cooUy,  «  but  mine  wiU.     Tlas,"  touching  a  faint  spot 
of  colour  under  her  «yes,  "  is  art." 

"  Pooh!  I'm  all  art!  "  said  Grace.  «  Observe,  Mr. 
Plank,  that  under  this  becoming  flush  are  the  same 
old  freckles  you  saw  at  Shotover."  And  she  laughed 
that  sweet,  careless  laugh  of  an  adolescent  and  straight- 
ened her  boyish  figure,  pretty  head  held  high,  add- 
ing: "Kemp  won't  let  me  *  improve '  myself,  or  I'd 
do  it." 

"You  are  perfect,"  said  Sylvia,  rising  from  the 
table,  her  own  lovely,  rounded,  youthful  figure  condon- 
ing the  exaggeration ;  "  you're  sufficiently  sweet  as  you 
are.  Good  people,  if  you  are  ready,  we  will  go  through 
the  ceremony  of  cutting  for  partners— unless  otherwise 
you  decide.    How  say  you.'  " 

"/  don't  care  to  enter  the  scramble  for  a  man," 
cried  Grace.  "  If  it's  to  choose,  I'd  as  soon  choose 
Marion." 

Plank  looked  at  Leila,  who  laughed. 

"All  right;  choose,  then!"  said  Sylvia.  "How- 
ard, you're  dying,  of  course,  to  play  with  me,  but  you're 
looking  very  guiltily  at  Agatha." 

The  major  asked  Leila  at  once;  so  Plank  fell  to 
Sylvia,  pitted  against  Marion  and  Grace  Ferrall. 

A  few  moments  later  the  quiet  of  the  library  was 
broken  by  the  butler  entering  with  decanters  and  ice,  and 
glasses  that  tinkled  frostily. 

Play  began  at  table  Number  One  on  a  passed  make 
of  no  trumps  by  Sylvia,  and  at  the  other  table  on  a 
doubled  and  redoubled  heart  make,  which  sent  a  deli- 
cate flush  into  Agatha's  face,  and  drove  the  last  vestige 
of  lingering  thoughtfulness  from  Quarrier's,  leaving  it 
a  tense,  pallid,  and  expressionless  mask,  out  of  which 
looked  the  velvet-fringed  eyes  of  a  woman. 
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Of  all  the  faces  there  at  the  two  tables,  Sylvia's  alon-^ 
had  not  changed,  neither  assuming  the  gambler's  mask 
nor  the  infatuated  glare  of  the  amateur.  She  was 
thoughtful,  excited,  delighted,  or  dismayed  by  turns, 
but  always  wholesomely  so;  the  game  for  its  own  sake, 
and  not  the  stakes,  absorbing  her,  partly  because  she 
had  never  permitted  herself  to  weigh  money  and  pleasure 
in  the  same  balance,  but  kept  a  mental  pair  of  scales  for 
each. 

As  usual,  the  fever  of  gain  was  fiercest  in  those  who 
could  afford  to  lose  most.  Quarrier,  playing  to  rule 
with  merciless  precision,  coldly  exacted  every  penalty 
that  a  lapse  in  his  opponents  permitted.  Agatha,  her 
teeth  set  m  her  nether  hp,  her  eyes  like  living  jewels, 
answered  Quarrier's  every  signal,  interpreted  every  sign, 
her  play  fitting  in  exactly  with  his,  as  though  she  were 
his  subconscious  self  balancing  the  perfectly  adjustf^ 
mechanism  of  his  body  and  mind. 

Now  and  then  lifting  her  eyes,  she  sent  a  long,  lim- 
pid  glance  at  Quarrier  like  a  pale  shaft  of  light;  and 
under  his  heavy-fringed  lashes,  at  moments,  his  level  gaze 
encountered  her's  with  a  slow  narrowing  of  lids— as 
though  there  was  more  than  one  game  in  progress,  more 
than  one  stake  being  played  for  under  the  dull  rose  glow 
of  the  clustered  lights. 

Sylvia,  sitting  dummy  at  the  other  table,  mechan- 
ically alert  to  Plank's  cards  dropping  in  rapid  sequence 
as  he  played  alternately  from  his  own  hand  and  the 
dummy,  permitted  her  thoughtful  eyes  to  wander  toward 
Agatha  from  moment  to  moment.  How  alluring  her 
subtle  beauty,  in  its  own  strange  way !  How  perfect 
her  accord  with  her  partner!  How  faultless  her  intelli- 
gence, divming  the  very  source  of  every  hidden  moUve 
controUmg  him,  forestalling  his  intent— acqtnescent. 
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delicate,   marvellous   intelligence— the 
ment  of  two  parts  of  a  single  mind. 

ike  the   reflection   of  shadowy   lightning  across   her 
throat;  a  single  splendid  jewel  glowed  on  her  left  hand 

^'  A  hf  H  ^^^  t.T«  **^^  «^^<*«  f«r  the  make-up 
A  hundred  aces,"  broke  in  Plank»8  heavy  voice  a, 

n^wl^.^'^^'^i^^""  ^^t  """"^  ^*"«*^^"«  "  PJ»nk  cut  the 
7ir  A  ^r?.r*«'  *^""^  ^^^  "'de  her  cigarette, 
dealt,  and  made  it  «  without "  in  the  original. 

May  I  play?  "  asked  Sylvia  sweetly. 

Please,"  growled  Plank. 
So  Sylvia  serenely  played  from  the  « top  of  noth- 
ing,"  and  Grace  Ferrall  whisked  a  wonderful  durTy 
across  the  green;  and  Plank's  thick  under  lip  C^ 

Tbay.  ^°""^  ^'  ^''"'^  ^^*^  ^^^  *  buU 

Once  Marion,  over-intent,  touched  a  card  in  the 
dummy  when  she  should  have  played  from  her  own  hand 

"L't^Tir^^  '''  '  ^*"  '''  "°*  "^^  -^"^^^ 

Syll^^^'-'^Ca'n't  f '  1""  r'\''^^  ^"^^"^"'"  «^«hed 
I  don%  *K-  r!  ^^""^  ^^^  *^"  ^'^^  °^  the  s^rt? 
Wunder."  ''  ^  sportsmanship  to  profit  Ty  a 

K-,l!li^"^^"  •j'^'*'''^    ^'*"°"     laconically.      "'Ware 
barbed  wire,  if  you  want  the  brush." 

mui^'sXa'  "'"  ™  ^"^^^  '^^  *^^  »>-^'"  -- 
Grace  whispered  maliciously:  "But  youVe  got  it 

ul  t'  "^f  I  \"'  P"*^'"  '^^^  *^-  mischievous^head 
barely  tipped  backward  in  the  direction  of  Quarrier 
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hrZ^'^flV^"  "^^^'^'""t^d's^i^  under  her 
borou  h*  °"  ^^^^  ^'^  ^'^^  ""**  '^^  »  Yar- 

Plank  scored  without  comment.  Marion  cut,  and 
resumed  her  cagarette.  Sylvia  dealt  with  that  witchery 
of  rounded  wnsts  and  slim  fingers  fascinating  to  men 
and  women  ahke  Then,  cards  en  rigle,  pfssed  the 
Z^  P'«"J'  <^«"t>o"«ly  consulting  the  score,  made  it 
spades  which  being  doubled,  Grace  led  a  "singleton" 
ace,  and  Plank  slapped  down  a  strong  dummy  and  folded 
his  great  arms,  ^ 

Toward  midnight,  Sylvia,  absorbed  in  her  dummy, 
fancied  she  heard  the  electric  bell  ringing  at  the  front 
door.  Later,  having  barely  made  the  odd,  she  was  turn- 
ing to  look  at  the  major,  when,  beyond  him,  she  saw 

buT"w^?"'l'"*^*^'  '"*""'  ^""^"'  pasty-skinned, 
but  perfectly  sober  and  well  groomed. 

rr«"  ^r  "n  *  *!'^"  ^^*''"  ^^"''^^^  Sylvia  carelessly. 

?      llf'™"  .^"^  ^^^*"°"  '^"^'•^d  »>i™-     Plank  bade 
him  good  evening  in  a  low  voice. 

rubber,  looked  around  at  Mortimer  in  disagreeable  sur- 

"  I'll  ut  in,  if  you  want  me.  If  you  don't,  say  so." 
observed     lortimer.  ^ 

It  was  K.in  that  they  did  not;  so  he  settled  himself 
m  an  ann-cha  -,  with  an  ugly  glance  at  his  wife  and  an 
msolent  one  at  Quarrier;  and  the  game  went  on  in  si- 
lence; Leila  and  the  major  still  losing  heavily  under  the 
sneering  gaze  of  Mortimer. 

At  last,  "  Who's  carrying  you?  "  he  broke  out,  ex- 
asjK'rated;  and  in  the  shocked  silence  Leila,  very  white 
made  a  movement  to  rise,  but  Quarrier  laid  his  long  fin- 
gers across  her  arm,  pressing  her  backward. 
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II  May  I  have  a  word  with  you?  "  he  asked  bluntly. 

with  y°"  .""''^;    ^f  ''"  ""^'P  "y"''  *«  «  ""rf  or  two 
with  you,"  retorted  Mortimer,  following  PhuJ,  «„»  ,f 

wh^nr    T  fj  ""'■"  *"  *'  ligl""'  «ception-r«,^: 

^^\  "'"!'"'•  """'"-ti-g  »ne  another 
d„h  t^    .  S        '"'"'"'  "  "'•■"""''ed  Plank.    "  At  the 

didn  t  tell  Leila.     What  is  wrong?  " 

«Billv'?;i\'"L^'f  ^°'''"   '^'^    ^''^^'^  »^*"%- 

ouf  V^    T^  ^'^'^  "'^  Wer.     Can  you  help  me 
out?    It's  due  to-morrow."  ^ 

Plank  looked  at  him  gravely,  but  made  no  answer. 
Can  jou  ?  repeated  Mortimer  vioJently.  «  Haven't 
I  done  enough  for  you?  Haven't  I  done  enough  for 
everybody?  Is  anybody  going  to  show  me  any  con- 
sideration? Look  at  Quarrier's  manner  to  me  just  now  • 
And  this  very  day  I  did  him  a  service  that  all  his  mH-' 

me"L7h  7^?^-  ^"'  *'^'^  ^°"  «*-<^'  *-'  staring  at 
n^as  though  I  were  some  damned  importuning  shabby- 
genteel,  hinting  around  for  an  opening  to  tfuch  you 
Yes^you  do!  And  this  very  day  I  hafe  done  for  you 
the-the  most  vital  thing-the  most  sacred  favour  one 
man  can  do  for  another " 

t.  rnf'  ^*^*^?'  stammered  something  incoherent,  his  bat- 
tered eyes  wet  with  tears.    The  man  was  a  wreck-nerves 
stamina   mind  on  the  very  verge  of  coUapse. 

Go  home,  now,  and  sleep.  I  tell  you  I'll  help  you  in 
«ie  morning.  .  .  .  Don't  give  way !  Have  you  no  o^? 
Pull  up  sharp,  I  teU  you!"  /      nognir 


■  ^^^mm:&^- 


THE  SEAMY  SIDE 


t^J^^'^^T^Z  ^'^  ^"^''^  ^"^'^  *  '^^^'^  Ws  ravaged 

ingtome.  he  said  hoarsely ;"  I'm  aJl  in-all  in !  God' 
but  I've  got  the  jumps  this  trip.  .  .  .  You'll  stand  t' 
this,  won't  you,  Plank?    I  was  batty,  but  I  woke  up  L 

shocks  m  8uccess,on-and  his  were  queens  full  to  my 

in  ?,  'I  ^'"^  twice  !-Alderdene  and  Voucher  s7 

ting  m  unt.1  they'd  started  me  off  hiking  hellwanl ! '' 

He  began  to  ramble,  and  even  to  laugh  weakly   pass- 
ing h.s  puffy,  shaking  hands  across  his^yes.       ^'  ^ 

I've  h!!'  ^f  *°^  ^*'"'  ^'""''^y'  ^  appreciate  it.  But 
I  ve  been  g<K,d  to  you.  You're  all  to  the  good,  my  boy  • 
Understand?  A,l  to  the  good.  I  fixed  it^;  I  did'it  for 
jou.  You  can  have  your  innings  now.  You  can  have 
her  when  you  want  her,  I  tell  you." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Plank  menacingly. 

Pell«  T  "'*"  ^^'^^  ^  *°^^  y°"  that  day  at  Black 
Fells,  when  we  were  riding.  I  told  you  you  had  a 
chance  to  w,n  out.     Now  the  chance  \L  come-Ze't 

say^^  When?    she'll  be  there  with  the  bottle »  " 

Plank  slo°^y.  "^"^  ^°"  "^  P"^-"^  --  ^«t,"  said 

^irll^Ll\^w''\^.^^'  *^'"'"   '"''«S^^^   Mortimer, 
"tnigghng  to  h,8  feet.     "Bring  Leila  back;  I'm   al 

wo'n't'yo^; '?  '°""     ''°"'"  ^  '^'^""^  -  *»»^  -™-«. 

"Yes."  said  Plank.    "  Have  you  got  a  cab?  » 
c\.^TZ^-  A^:-  '"'•      ^^'    S'*^    '^"^    ir°"    doors 

«ghed    raised  his  head,  and,  encountering  the  curious 
gaze  of  a  servant,  trudged  off  up-stairs  again. 

The  game  had  ended  at  both  tables.     Quarrier  and 
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Agatha  stood  bj  the  window  together,  conversing  in  low 
voices.  Belwether.  at  a  desk,  sat  muttering  and  fussing 
with  a  cheque-book.  The  others  were  in  Sylvia's  apart- 
ments. *^ 

A  few  moments  later  Kemp  Ferrall  arrived,  in  the 
best  of  spirits,  very  much  inclined  to  consider  the  night 
as  still  young;  but  his  enthusiasm  met  with  no  response, 
and  presently  he  departed  with  his  wife  and  Marion  in 
their  big  Mercedes,  wheeling  into  the  avenue  at  a  reck- 
less pace,  and  streaming  away  through  the  night  like 
a  meteor  nin  mad. 

Leila,  in  her  wraps,  emerged  in  a  few  moments,  look- 
ing at  Plank  out  of  serious  eyes;  and  they  made  their 
brief  adieux  and  went  away  in  Plank's  brougham. 

When  Agatha's  maid  arrived,  Qurrrier  also  started 
to  take  his  leave;  but  Sylvia,  seated  at  a  card-table,  idly 
arrangmg  the  cards  in  geometrical  designs  and  fanciful 
arabesques,  looked  up  at  him,  saying: 

"  I  wanted  to  say  something  to  you,  Howard." 
Agatha  passed  them,  going  into  Sylvia's  room  for 
her  wraps;  and  Quarrier  turned  to  Sylvia: 

"  Well?  "  he  said,  with  the  slightest  hint  of  impa- 
tience. '^ 

"  Can't  you  stay  a  minute? "  asked  Sylvia,  sur- 
prised. 

"  Agatha  is  going  in  the  motor  with  me.  Is  it  any- 
thing important  ?  " 

She  considered  him  without  replying.  She  had  never 
before  detected  that  manner,  that  hardness  in  a  voice  al- 
ways so  even  in  quality. 

"  What  is  it?  "  he  repeated. 

She  thought  a  moment,  putting  aside  for  the  time 
his  manner,  which  she  could  not  comprehend;  then: 

"  I  wanted  to  ask  you  a  question— a  rather  ignoMnt 
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one,  perhaps.  It's  about  your  Amalgamated  Electric 
Company.    May  I  ask  it,  Howard? »' 

After  a  second's  stare,  "  CcrUinly,"  he  said. 

"It*s  only  this:  If  the  other  people— the  Inter- 
County,  I  mean — are  slowly  ruining  Amalgamated,  whv 
don't  you  stop  it?  " 

Quarrier's  eyes  narrowed.  "Oh!  And  who  have 
you  been  discussing  the  matter  with?  " 

"  Mr.  Plank,"  she  said  simply.  "  I  asked  him.  He 
shook  his  head,  and  said  I'd  better  ask  you.  And  I  do 
ask  you." 

For  a  moment  he  stood  mute;  then  his  lips  began 
to  shrink  back  over  his  beautiful  teeth  in  one  of  his  rare 
laughs. 

"  I'll  be  very  glad  to  explain  it  some  day,"  he  said; 
but  there  was  no  mirth  in  his  voice  or  eyes,  only  the 
snickering  lip  wrinkling  the  pallor. 

"  Will  you  not  answer  now?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,  not  now.  But  I  desire  you  to  understand  it 
some  day — some  day  before  November.  And  one  or 
two  other  matters  that  it  is  necessary  for  you  to  un- 
derstand. I  want  to  explain  them,  Sylvia,  in  such  a 
manner  that  you  will  never  be  likely  to  forget  them. 
And  I  mean  to;  for  they  are  never  out  of  my  mind,  and 
I  wish  them  to  be  as  ineffaceably  impressed  on  youn. 
.  .  .  Good  night." 

He  took  her  limp  hand  almost  briskly,  released  it, 
and  stepped  down  the  stairs  as  Agatha  entered,  cloaked, 
to  say  good  night. 

They  kissed  at  partings"  life  embracing  death  " — 
as  Mortimer  had  sneered  on  a  similar  occasion ;  then  Syl- 
via, alone,  stood  in  her  bedroom,  hands  linked  behind  her, 
her  lovely  head  bent,  groping  with  the  very  ghosts  of 
thought  which  eluded  her,  fleeing,  vanishing,  reappear- 
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ing,  to  peep  out  at  her  only  to  fade  into  nothing  ere 
•he  could  follow  where  they  flitted  through  the  dark 
labyrinths  of  mcinory. 

The  major,  craning  his  neck  in  the  bay-window,  saw 
Agatha  and  Quarrier  enter  the  big,  yeUow  motor,  and 
disappear  behind  the  limousine.  And  it  worried  him  hor- 
ribly, because  he  knew  perfectly  well  that  Quarrier 
had  lied  to  him  about  a  jewelled  collar  precisely  like  the 
collar  worn  by  Agatha  Caithness;  and  what  to  do  or 
what  to  say  to  anybody  on  the  subject  was,  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  utterly  beyond  las  g«.rrulous  ability. 
So,  for  the  first  time  also  in  his  chattering  career,  he 
held  his  tongue,  reassured  at  moments,  at  other  mo- 
ments panic-stricken  lest  this  marriage  he  had  engineered 
should  go  amiss,  and  his  ambitions  be  nipped  at  the 
very  instant  of  triumphant  maturity. 

'•  This  sort  of  thing — in  your  own  caste — among 
your  own  kind,"  his  panicky  thoughts  ran  on,  "  is  b-bad 
form— rotten  bad  taste  on  both  sides.  If  they  were 
married— one  of  them,  anyway!  But  this  isn»t  right; 
no,  by  gad!  it's  bad  taste,  and  no  gentleman  could 
countenance  it ! " 

It  was  plain  that  he  could,  however,  his  only  fear 
being  that  somebody  might  whisper  something  to  turn 
Sylvia's  innocence  into  a  terrible  wisdom  which  would 
ruin  everything,  and  knock  the  underpinning  from  the 
new  tower  which  his  inflated  fancy  beheld  slowly  grow- 
ing heavenward,  surmounting  the  house  of  Belwether. 

Another  matter:  he  had  violated  his  word,  and  had 
been  caught  at  it  by  his  prospective  nephew-in-law— 
broken  his  pledged  word  not  to  sell  his  Amalgamated 
Electric  holdings,  and  had  done  it.  Yet,  how  could 
Plank  dominate,  unless  another  also  had  done  what  he 
had  done.?     And  it  made  him  a  little  more  comfortable 
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to  know  he  WM  sharing  the  fault  with  somebody— prob- 
ably with  Siward.  whom  he  now  had  the  luxury  of 
despising  :or  the  very  thing  he  himself  had  done. 

Drunkard! "  he  muttered  to  himself;  ♦♦  he's  in  the 
gutter  at  last !  " 

And  he  repeated  it  unctuously,  almost  reconciled  to 
Ins  own  shortcoming,  because  it  was  the  first  time,  an 
far  as  he  knew,  that  a  Belwether  might  legitimately  enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  holding  the  word  of  a  Siward  'in  con- 
tempt. 

Sylvia  had  dismissed  her  maid,  the  old  feeling  of 
distaste  for  the  touch  of  another  had  retun.ed  since  the 
last  mad,  crushed  en.brace  in  Siward's  arms  had  become 
a  memory.  More  and  n.ore  she  was  returning  to  old 
instincts,  old  habits  of  though%  reverting  to  type  once 
more,  virgin  of  lip  and  thought  and  desire,  save  when 
the  old  memory  stopped  her  heart  suddenly,  then  sent 

It  racing,  touching  her  face  with  quick,  crimson  imprint. 
Now,  blue  eyes  dreaming  under  the  bright  masses  of 

her  loosened  hair,  she  sat  watching  the  last  gUmmer 

amid  the  ashes   whitening  on  the  hearth,  thinking  of 

Siward  and  of  what  had  been  between  them,  and  of  what 

could  never  be— never,  never  be. 

On^    red    spark    among    the   ashes— her    ambition, 

deatJess  amid  the  ashes  of  life!    When  that,  too,  went 

out,  hfe  must  be  extinct. 

What  he  had  roused  in  her  had  died  when  he  went 

away.     It  could  never  awake  again,  unless  he  returned 

to  awaken  it.    And  he  never  would ;  he  would  never  come 

again. 

One  brief  interlude  of  love,  of  passion,  in  her  life 
could  neither  tint  nor  taint  the  cool,  normal  sequence  of 
her  days.  All  that  \\h  held  for  a  woman  of  her  cast^ 
all  save  that— was  hers  when  she  stretched  out  her  hand 
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for  it— hen  by  right  of  Kuccctiion,  of  deacent;  hers  by 
warrant  unqucitioned,  by  the  unuttered  text  of  the  ukaM 
to  be  launched,  if  necessary,  by  that  very,  very  old  lady, 
drowsing,  enthroned,  as  the  endless  pageant  wound  like 
a  jewelled  river  at  her  feet. 

So  Siward  could  never  come  again,  sauntering  toward 
her  through  the  sunlight,  smiling  his  absent  smile.  She 
caught  her  breath  painfully,  straightening  up;  a  sincl*- 
ash  fell  in  the  fire;  the  last  spark  went  out 
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THE    CALL   or   THE    KAIM 

Thi  park  was  very  misty  and  damp  and  still  that 
morning 

There  was  a  scent  of  sap  and  new  buds  in  the  Feb- 
ruary haze,  a  glimmer  of  green  on  southern  slopes,  a 
distant  bird  note,  tentative,  then  confident,  rippling  from 
the  gray  tangle  of  naked  thickets.  Here  and  there  in 
hoUows  the  tips  of  amber-tinted  shoots  pricked  the  soil's 
dark  surface;  here  and  there  in  the  sparse  woodlands 
a  withered  leaf  still  clinging  to  oak  or  beech  was  forced 
to  let  go  by  the  swelling  bud  at  its  base  and  fell  rustlinir 
stiffly  m  the  silence. 

Far  away  on  the  wooded  bridle-path  the  dulled 
double  gallop  of  horses  sounded,  now  muffled  in  a  hol- 
low, now  louder,  jarring  the  rising  ground,  nearer, 
heavier,  then  suddenly  checked  to  a  trample,  as  Sylvia 
drew  bridle  by  the  reservoir,  and,  straightening  in  her 
•addle,  raised  her  flushed  face  to  the  sky. 

"Rain?"  she  asked,  as  Quarrier,  controlling  hii 
beautiful,  restive  horse,  ranged  up  beside  her. 

"  Probably,"  he  said,  scarcely  glancing  at  the  sky, 
where,  above  the  great  rectangular  lagoons,  hundreds 
of  sea-gulls,  high  in  the  air,  hung  flapping,  stemming 
some  rushing  upper  gale  unfelt  below. 

She  walked  her  mount,  head  lifted,  watching  the 
gulls;  he  followed,  uninterested,  imperturbable  in  hi% 
finished  horsemanship.    With  horses  he  always  appeared 

887 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


4 


to  advantage,  whether  on  the  box  of  break  or  coach,  or 
silently  controUing  a  spike  or  tandem,  or  sitting  his 
saddle  in  his  long-limbed,  faultless  fashion,  maintaining 
without  effort  the  very  essence  of  form.  Here  he  was 
at  his  best,  perfectly  informal,  informally  perfect. 

They  had  ridden  every  day  since  tlie  weatlier  per- 
inittcd— even  before  it  permitted— thrashing  and  slash- 
ing through  the  rotting  ice  and  snow,  galloping  over 
the  frozen,  gravelly  loam,  amid  leafless  trees  and  a 
winter-smitten  perspective— drearier  for  the  distant, 
eastern  glimpse  of  the  avenue's  marble  and  limestone 
fa9ades  and  the  vast  cliffs  of  masonry  and  brick  looming 
above  the  west  and  south. 

On  these  daily  rides  together  it  was  her  custom  to 
discuss  practical  matters  concerning  their  future;  and  it 
was  his  custom  to  listen  until  pressed  for  a  suggestion, 
an  assent,  or  a  reply. 

Sparing  words— cautious,  chary  of  self-commitment, 
and  seldom  offering  to  assume  the  initiative— this  was 
thy  surface  character  which  she  had  come  to  recognise 
and  acquiesce  in ;  this  was  Quarrier  as  he  had  been  de- 
veloped from  her  hazy,  preconceived  ideas  of  the  man 
before  she  had  finally  accepted  him  at  Shotover  the 
autumn  before.  She  also  knew  him  as  a  methodical  man, 
exacting  from  others  the  orderly  precision  which  char- 
acterised his  own  dealings;  a  man  of  education  and  little 
learning,  of  attainments  and  little  cultivation,  conversant 
with  usages,  formal,  intensely  sensitive  to  ridicule,  in- 
capable of  humour. 

This  was  Quarrier  as  she  knew  him  or  Lad  known 
him.  Recently  she  had,  little  by  little,  become  aware  of 
an  indefinable  change  in  the  man.  For  one  thing,  he 
had  grown  more  reticent.  At  times,  too,  his  reserve 
seemed  to  have  something  almost  surly  about  it ;  under 
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dewred  It  appalled  her  at  moments  to  realise  how  little 
they  had  ,n  common,  and  that  only  on  the  surfac^I 
communion  of  superficial  interest  incident  to  the  ful- 

!J^H  .  1?  /T  ,  '^"*'''  *"^  '^'  P"""'*  "*"  P'--"re.  Be- 
yond that  she  knew  nothing  of  him,  required  nothing 

ofhun.     What  was  there  to  know?  what  to  require?     ^ 

1    /k!'"  *''*  '"'*'"  ''""  °^  ^^^  'o"t«^  tl'rough  life 

had  been  surveyed  and  carefully  laid  out,  wlmt  was  there 
more  for  her  m  life  than  to  set  out  upon  her  progress? 
It  H^s  her  own  road.     Presumptive  leader  alreidyriogi- 
cal  leader  from  the  day  she  married-leader,  in  faft, 
when  the  ukase    her  future  legacy,  so  docr^;  it  was 
a  royal  road  lu.d  out  for  her  through  the  gardens  and 
pleasant  places;  a  road  for  her  alone,  and  over  it  sh« 
had  chosen  to  pass.    What  more  was  there  to  desire? 
in  h!n  !      ^l"?  o^,«iward,  all  that  he  had  aroused 
n  her  of  love,  of  intelligence,  of  wholesome  desire  and 
sane  cunos.ty-the  intellectual  restlessness,  the  capacity 
for  passion,  the  renaissance  of  the  simpler  innocence- 
had  subsided  into  the  laissez  faire  of  dull  quiescence. 
If  n  her  he  had  sown  imprudently,  subtle,  impulsive,  un- 
worldly Ideas,  flowering  into  sudden  brilliancy  in  the 
quick  magic  of  his  companionship,  now  tl.ose  flowers  were 
dead  under  the  inexorable  winter  of  her  ambition,  wher. 
a  1  .such  things  lay ;  her  lonely  childhood,  with  its  dimmed 
jon,  of  mother-love  ineffable;  the  st'range  spFend^ 
of  the  dreams  haunting  her  adolescence-  pagiantHf 
bravery  and  the  glitter  of  the  cro«s,  altars  of  self-denial 
and  pure  intent,  service  and  sacrifice  and  the  scorn  of 
wrong;  and  sometimes,  seen  dimly  with  enraptured  eyes 
through  dissolving  mists-the  man!  glimmering  for  an 
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instant,  then  fading,  resolved  into  the  starry  void  which 
fashioned  him. 
• 

Riding  there,  head  bent,  her  pulses  timing  the  slow 
pacing  of  her  horse,  she  presently  became  aware,  with- 
out looking  up,  that  Quarrier  was  watching  her.  Dreams 
vanished.  A  perfectly  unreasonable  sense  of  being  spied 
upon,  of  something  stealthy  about  it  all,  flashed  to  her 
mind  and  was  gone,  leaving  her  grave  and  perplexed. 
What  a  strange  suspicion!  What  an  infernal  inference ! 
What  grotesque  train  of  thought  could  have  culminated 
in  such  ft  sinister  idea! 

She  moved  slightly  in  her  saddle  to  look  at  him,  and 
for  an  instant  fancied  that  there  was  something  fur- 
tive in  his  eyes ;  only  for  an  instant,  for  he  quietly  picked 
up  the  thread  of  conversation  where  she  had  dropped 
it,  saying  that  it  had  been  Mining  for  the  last  ten 
minutes,  and  that  they  might  .  well  turn  their  horses 
toward  shelter. 

"  I  don't  mind  the  rain,"  she  said  ;  '*  there  is  a  spring- 
like odour  in  it.     Don't  you  notice  it  t  " 

"  Not  particularly,"  he  replied. 

**  I  was  miles  away  a  moment  ago,"  she  said ;  "  years 
away,  I  mean— a  little  girl  again,  with  two  stiff  yellow 
braids,  trying  to  pr.tend  that  a  big  arm-chair  was 
my  mother's  lap  and  that  I  could  hear  her  whispering 
to  me.  And  there  I  sat,  on  a  day  like  this,  listening, 
pretending,  cuddled  up  tight,  and  looking  otit  at  the 
first  rain  of  the  year  falling  in  the  backyard.  There 
was  an  odour  like  this  about  it  all.  Memory,  they  say, 
is  largely  a  matter  of  nose !  "  She  laughed,  fearing  that 
he  might  have  thought  her  sentinnntal,  already  regret- 
ting the  familiarity  of  thrusting  such  trivial  and  per- 
sonal incidents  upon  his  notice.     He  was  probably  too 
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.  .hTver'Jf  ?"',"'"     "•""'«''  ""<»  ">""«h  her  shot 
«  .hiver  of  lonehnes.-utte,  lonehne«  and  isolation 

Lonely! 
wung  i.io.e  than   a  drizzle  now.     Ouarrier  snnU  ,f    * 

r:; '"' *;"°'"'  ';;"-•'•  -&'hr^.,  t,;' 

sha  ;„.  ?  ""  ""^  ™'  '""•''"«  ''"  '"'<■  l'"lf  light  and 

should    have   known    bv   this    tim.^al««v,    on     skirt 
.n«  .  o  ohjective.  circling  i,  through  sudde;!  .urT:.    A    ," 
no.     he  was  becoming  conscious  „f  ,he  f„„,ili„  Ji" 
."»  sl.e  re«.gnised  the  quiet,  still  by-wa^s  of    I  e  maze" 
she  see,„ed  doomed  to  wander  in  forever.  ^  But.    orZ 
".«tt.r.   al     paths   of  thought  were  alike   ,„   her     f„, 

zt^::tr""'  '•"  -"•'  "■  p™''-'^  »«-nst-when 
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"  About  that  Amalgamated  Electric  Company,"  she 
began  without  prelude;  "  would  you  mind  answering  a 
question  or  two,  Howard?" 

"  You  could  not  understand  it,"  he  said,  unpleas- 
antly disturbed  by  her  abruptness. 

"  As  you  please.  It  is  quite  true  I  can  make  noth- 
mg  of  what  the  newspapers  are  saying  about  it,  except 
that  Mr.  Plank  seems  to  be  doing  a  number  of  things." 

"  Injunctions,  and  other  matters,"  observed  Quar- 
rier. 

"Is  anybody  going  to  lose  any  money  in  it.?" 

"  Who,  for  example?  " 

"  Why— you,  for  example,"  she  said,  lauffhinir. 

"  I  don't  expect  to." 

"  Then  it  it  going  to  turn  out  all  right?  And  Mr. 
Plank  and  Kemp  Ferrall  and  the  major  and— the  other 
people  interested,  are  not  going  to  be  almost  ruined 
by  the  Inter-County  people?  " 

"  Do  you  think  a  man  like  Plank  is  likely  to  be 
ruined,  as  you  say,  by  Amalgamated  Electric?  " 

"  No.    But  Kemp  and  the  major " 

"  I  think  the  major  is  out  of  danger,"  replied  Quar- 
rier,  looking  at  her  with  the  new,  sullen  narrowing  of  his 
eyes. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that.     Is  Kemp— and  the  others?  " 
"  Ferrall  could  stand  it  if  matters  go  wrong.    What 
others?'* 

"  Why — the  other  owners  and  stockholders " 

"  What  others?    Who  do  you  mean?" 
Mr.   Siward,  for  example,"   she  said   in  an  even 
voice,  leaning  over  to  pat  her  horse's  neck  with  her  gloved 
hand. 

"  Mr.  Siward  must  take  the  chances  we  all  take,'* 
observed  Quarrier. 
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«t 


invel'tLTJ'  ''"""'"  ""■"'  ""■  *•■"'"  of  M'-  Siward'. 

"Nor  am  I,"  ,he  »,id  slowly. 
He  made  no  reply 

perplexed  her     Tn„    !  *•  ' .        "  "°*^  '"  ^''^  ^o'«? 

thickly  from  the  south.  '    "'  "'"'  ''»"""« 

Hi,    silky,   \-,„dvk,.   bearxl    ,«,    all    „,,    ,.,•,,,    ,, 
n.o,s.ure.     She  noticed  it,  and  unbidden  a™     tl  '  is  m 

.n«.  WdirsfrathtT  "'  ^^'^ P^'"^  "«  ^-- 

.«iin.  the'';i::eXfc:rK:;:r  Td' 
"::t^rr:;e\ri:rr^-77r^^^^^^^ 

the  closed  lid.  she  s»„  .1,1  \?'  '''™'''>  "«"'""* 

of  dead  ho„„,ter.ifh  o^f       °T:  r''-"''~'^''"^ 

with  youth  and  w;::;^::^^  t.'„r """  "■"''«• 
upontrsht^i'fo^iri  tZultr-""  ■•- 

-«  -no^  Of  ehildish  solitude..     Wall'TLr.'^^' 
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!i 


wa«  drugging  her  with  remembrance  of  Siwanl  and  the 
rattle  of  ram  m  the  bay-window  above  the  glass-roofed 
swimming-pool?  *""i«i 

mlo  the  th,<.kcn,„g  ra,„;  but  her  ttought,  were  loosened 
now,  tuned  to  the  mcreasing  rhythm  of  her  heart:  and 

I^T",  ."".,.""*"'.""'"'•  *•"  '»""'  ''""«'  i"  W»  hand, 
a.  ,he  sloe  through  the  dim  corridor,  to  her  first  tnrst; 

saw  h,m  look  up:  saw  herself  beside  him  among  the 

eu,h,o„s:  tasted  again  the  r„s..petals  that  her  Upf  had 

^npM  from  the  blossoms:  saw  once  more  the  dawn  of 

Ws  b'rth^"  "  "'"•  ^'"  '"'  '""  "'»''*  •«'. 

.h,"'h.u°"':    '"^^""'^    "P""""'    '«»""'"1    forward 
through  the  ram,  ami  she  rode  breathless,  with  lip,  half 

parked,  a,  .f  afraid,  turning  her  head  to  look  behind- 

a,  though  she  could  outride  the  phantom  clinging  to 

';:.  ofTv-er""*  ""^  '""'"•  -""■•«  ^  '^-^'^ 



L  t^J  door  being  locked-as  though  a  spectre  ciuld 
U  bolted  out  of  rooms  and  bouses!  Paci„r«.e  floor, 
ratios.,  annoyed,  and  dismayed  by  turns,  she  flung  he; 

for  awWe    hke  some  slender  youth  in  riding  breeches 

dened  the  ce.hng,  throwing  her  giant  shadow  across  the 
wall,  where  .t  towered,  swaying,  like  a  ghost  above  her. 

.t  absently ;  then  gam!  into  the  coals  again,  her  chin 
dropping  on  her  bared  chest. 


»,«¥ 


..Jf^ 
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opened  the  d.^"       ^'  '^"^^""^  '"  ""  ««««'■•.  -nd 

to  ch.,  with' Gir;Lt:,  .*'';""'•  ^  "'^'  f»'  "- 

victim  of  d,„.ip.,i„„,,,,™' :;'',"•;'  "PI"""-'-  •"»  ■' 

with  tl,e  rainy  word  Z  .^  '  "'"'  ""'  "''  '"""'""■ 

negative  MainTtgIt  t^.M    r  '"  "."'""  '"  "" 

di««rded  both    and  lav  ^  I'  *  '''°'"''  «■""?<•• 

naked  a™,  1;^"  jTL^t'h^r ^d  d™""'™-  "" 
knee  over  the  otW,  .Ured  .^ ,^^Z'  """'^""^  ""' 

.n-oKuTZinTonTe-ahTe'l  ^ '    ^"^   -'"°'" 

iignted  It  with  a  dainty  Kriniare. 

S^^to^         h"  deheate   „p,ilte.l    no»e    „„d    .tun^ 

«,.Thf '""  *'  "''"'  "'*  "•""""'«  '•'  '«"•«•"  her  fin- 
ger. , he  la,  «p,„e,  following  tl,.  ,pi™|.  of  .„„j„  .-^ 

"«rtUnt.ve  ^.     By-aod-by  the  lenRfhenin^  .,h   (lu 
l»«fcnnK  her,  and  she  threw  the  ciean-tt.   ,„,o   ft^ 
««..,  <..cke,i  the  „.he,  fr„„  her  bare,  ™u  J  a™  "al^. 
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clasping  her  hands  under  her  neck,  turned  over  and 
closed  her  eyes. 

Sleep?— witl.  every  i)nlse  awake  and  throbbing,  every 
hc«rt-beat  sending  the  young  blood  rushing  out  through 
a  body  the  incarnation  of  youth  and  life  itself!  There 
was  «  faint  flush  in  the  hollow  of  each  upturned  palm, 
where  the  fingers  like  reiaxetl  petals  curled  inward; 
a  deepening  tint  in  the  parted  lips;  and  under  the 
hds^,   through   the   .lusk   of   the    lashes,   «    glimmer   of 

Lying  there,  veiled  gaze  conscious  of  the  rose-light 
which  glowed  and  waned  on  the  ceiling,  she  awaited  the 
flowmg  tide  on  which  so  often  she  had  embarked  and 
drifted  out  mto  that  golden  gloom  serene,  where,  spirit 
becalmed.  Time  and  Grief  faded,  and  Desire  died  out 
upon  the  unshadowetl  sea  of  dreams. 

It  is  long  waiting  for  the  tide  when  the  wakeful 
heart  beats  loudly,  when  the  pulses  quicken  at  a  mem- 
ory, and  the  thousand  idle  little  cellules  of  the  brain 

7xJu^li'  I^"*^  """'"'''  ""^  consigned  to  the  archives 
of  What  Is  Ended,  open  one  by  one,  releasing  each  its 
own  forgotten  ghost. 

And  how  can  the  heart  rest,  the  pulse  sleep,  startled 
to  a  flutter,  as  one  by  one  the  tiny  cells  unclose  un- 
bidden and  the  dead  remembrance,  from  its  cerements 
freed,  brightens  to  life.> 

Words  he  had  used,  the  idle  lifting  of  his  head,  the 
forgotten  inflection  of  his  voice,  the  sunlight  on  his 
hair  and  the  sea-wind  stirring  it;  his  figure  as  it  turned 
o  move  away,  the  half-caught  echo  of  his  laugh,  faint, 
ta,nt!-so  that  her  own  ears,  throbbing,  strained  to 
listen.^  the  countless  unimportant  moments  she  had 
thought  unmarked,  yet  carefully  stored  up,  without  her 
knowledge,  m  the  magic  cellules  of  her  brain— all,  all 
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And  she  lay  like  one  afraid  to  move    Ie«t  h..    r 
perhaps  a  second n««««  i    i       •       .     **"•*?"  «"  hour, 

to  the^hoir"?  .iS't^rT ''" """"'«'  ™ ''"' 

•nouKh  to  .wX„  her  "'"■•  '""«'  ""'^  »'" 

h.r  ItLTn:- Jl;'"l -"  *-  ■;•"  «»  ^"-O"'  .n 

the  j-oung  year's  rain.  "ummon.  of 

curt^.tTl'"  ""^  '''"''°*  «"■'  """"l  «■>">"«  the  «tav 
curtaiM,  looking  out  into  the  mist-  «  ,„r:,,„ll,  ' 

penetrated  the  room      <51,«       "'"*•»  »pnnglikc  aroma 
w.v    .-J  .r  "P*"""  *•»  window  a  little 

-v.y.  and  the  „weet,  virile  .nlour  enveloped  her. 

wirtt/tXi'^rrh"''"  "'.!''■■"  •"'^■'"""*-' 
AwareThlt  K  "'  "'«•""«'  """"'Wered. 

phrase,  long  foT^L'°™'"«  ""•'™'-  -•*««■>«  of 

"And    those    that    look    nnf    ^e    *.u 
darkened.  And  the  doo rTwi  t  shutt  Z""*r    ^ 

What  was  it  she  was  repeating'  ""  """*"•" 

and  rrsiXfth":  :l;':f  -'  "■-'  -«"•  '^  "'kh. 

What  echo  of  the  pas.'  was  this? 

...  And  desire  shall  fail,  because " 

Intent,  absorbed  in  retracing  the  forgotten  sequence 
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1"  ;!"  ^""••c^ri^HJ,  brcathiii^thickcnin^^;^ 
of  the  ram;  and  ^^vry  breath  whs  drawing  her  backward 

chapel  .n  the  ra.n!-thc  wordn  „f  „  text  mumbled  deafly 
-the  yearly jK,rv.ce  for  tho.,e  who  died  at  sea!  And 
lu  "'"/'I*.*:*'*.'"  ♦»>••  ^-hapel  d,.«k  thinking  of  km 
who  Hat  b«i.de  her.  and  how  he  feared  a  heai^eT 
Jtealthier.  more  .ecret  tide  crawling,  purring  about  hiJ 

Enlin!  Always  always  at  the  end  of  everything.  He- 
Alway-,  reckonmg  Htep  by  .tep,  backward  through^i.ne. 
He!  the  source,  the  inception,  the  meaning  of  all • 

Unmoon«l  at  last,  her  spirit  swaying,  enveloped  in 

.Sf  V   '''"  "'"'^'   '^"^'^    •"*»  *he   room   and 

•tood  stanog  at  .space  through  wet  lashes.     The  hard 
dry  pulse  m  her  throat  hurt  her  till  her  under  lip,  f^* 
from    the   t>^„ny    of   her    small    teeth,   slipixS    f^ 
quivering  rebellion.  *^*^  ' 

She  had  been  walking  her  room  to  and  fro,  to  and 

m^Ced  at*J"^  *'""  *"'""  "'^'  ^''^  '^'  «»-  ^^^ 
And  now,  impulse  held  the  helm;  a  blind,  unreason- 

if^imtrj"  "'^'  '"^^'  '"*°  -*-  -  '^^  -"«» 

There  was  a  telephone  at  her  elbow.     No  need  f« 

lol  L  TV'*:  '"  """  "  "•■""«'  "■'  "•-  kno^    o 

ong  by  hcrl-the  three  fij^re,  which  had   iterated 

h«„»elvo,  ,„  often,  „„„„t„„„,„,,  ,„,i,„„,^  ,,,.,;'^^ 

.ua„ve:   repo.t,„s  tl»m«|ve,  even   i„  her  d«.™!T„ 

that  she  awoke  at  tin,e,  shivering  with  the  vi.[„„  i„  which 
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"!■  he  at  home?" 

1  »♦ 


«t 


••  VVouid  you  a.k  hin.  to  comt  to  tl,..  lofcphono?  •• 

ticking  of  the  .mall  French  .look,  very  dull    vorv  f,.r 
.way-„r  w<«  it  her  heart  .^    And.  faintfy  ,^^"„  [ 

WvTa'j  '""V'^n  •""""•«  "'""■«'■  "'"'•»"» 
then"  '■''"'^""'""  "•■  '"""--iili'  ton«; 

"  Who  is  it?" 

no  ":::r '"'  '■" '"  °» '"-«"' ^  '•"  -"^  «p»  --le 

"  It  i»  I." 

"  I   I     u  '   J""'^"*'   vmconvincecl : 

t„P  „  '  ^ion  t  recognise  ^our  voice.     Who  a,„  I  speaking 

"  Salvia." 

There  was  no  response,  and  she  .sp„ko  again: 

noon  now  ''»,":"/      l'\  7  ^""'  '"""""'^-     '*  '•^  "^ter- 

No.     I'm  badiv  rattled.     Is  it  ^ou.  Salvia  P 
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IS. 


I    am    in    rny   own    room.      I — I 


"  Indeed   it 
thouglit " 

"  Yes,  I  am  listening." 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  did  think.  Is  it"  necessary  for 
me  to  telephone  you  a  minute  account  of  the  mental 
processes  which  ended  by  my  calling  you  up — out  of 
the  vasty  deep?  " 

The  old  ring  in  her  voice  hinting  of  the  laughing 
undertone,  the  same  trailing  sweetness  of  inflection — 
could  he  doubt  his  senses  any  longer.? 

"  I  know  you,  now,"  he  said. 

"  I  should  think  you  might.  I  should  very  much 
like  to  know  how  you  are — if  you  don't  mind  saying.?  " 

"  Thank  you.  I  seem  to  be  all  right.  Are  you 
all  right,  Sylvia.?" 

"Shamefully  and  outrage  jsly  well.  What  a  sea- 
son, too!  Everybody  else  is  in  rags — make-up  rags! 
Isn't  that  a  disagreeable  remark.?  But  I'll  come  to  the 
paint-brush  too,  of  course.  .  .  .  We  all  do.  .  .  . 
Doesn't  anybody  ever  see  you  any  more.?  " 

She  heard  him  laugh  to  himself  unpleasantly;  then: 
*'  Does  anybody  want  to  ?  " 

"  Everybody,  of  course !  You  know  it.  You  always 
were  spoiled  to  death." 

"  Yes— to  death." 

"  Stephen ! " 

"Yes.?" 

"  Are  you  becoming  cynical.?  " 

"I.?    Why  should  I.?" 

"  You  are\  Stop  it !  Mercy  on  us !  If  that  is  what 
is  going  on  in  a  certain  house  on  lower  Fifth  Avenue, 
facing  the  corner  of  certain  streets,  it's  time  somebody 
dropped  in  to- 


>» 


"  To— what?  " 
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"To  the  rescue!    I've  a  mind  to  do  it  myself.    Th^ 
say  you  are  not  well,  either."  ^ 

"Who  says  that.?" 

"  Oh,  the  usual  little  ornithological  cockatrice-or, 
rather    cantatr.e      Don't  ask  me,  because  I  won't  tell 
you     I  always  tell  you  too  much,  anyway.    Don't  U  " 
Do  3'ou?  " 

do  L'P^  '""'''  ^  ^"-     ^^^^'•^'body  spoils  you  and  so 

I  Vrl~^  ^"^  '''**'^''  '"  *''^*  ^^3'  I  suppose." 
"  What  way .?  "  ^ 

"  Oh— spoiled." 
"  Stephen ! " 

"Yes.?" 

-wnryiu?'"^""  "'"•■ " '''""  '""'*  ^^^  ^"^'^  ^»^'"g^ 

"  No." 

"  Especially  to  me." 

"  Especially  to  you.     No,  I  won't,  Sylvia." 
And,  after  a  hesitation,  she  continued  sweetly  • 
"  I  wonder  what  you  were  doing,  all  alone  in  that 
old  house  of  yours,  when  I  called  you  up?  " 

packing."^''  ""'  '''■     ^'''  ^  ^^'  «"Penntending  some 

"Are  you  going  off  son    where.?" 

"  I  think  so." 

"  Where.?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  Sylvia." 

"  Stephen,  how  ab;urd !  You  must  know  where  vou 
are  going!  If  you  mean  that  you  don't  care  to  tell 
me— " 

"  I  mean — that." 

t„  i  ^-  '^r^'"'i°  »^e  snubbed.    I'm  shameless,  and  I  wish 
to  be  informed.     Please  tell  me." 


*]51 
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"  I'd  rather  not  tell  jou." 

"  Very   well.  .  .  .  Good-bye.   .  .  .  But   tion't    ring 
off  just  yet,  Stephen.  ...  Do  you  think  that,  sometime, 
you  would  care  to  see — any  people — I  mean  when  you 
begin  to  go  out  again?  " 
"  Who,  for  example.''  " 
"Why,  anybody?" 
"  No ;  I  don't  tliink  I  should  care  to." 
"  I  wish  you  would  care  to.     It  is  not  well  to  let  go 
every  tie,  drop  everybody  so  completely.     No  man  can 
do   that   to  advantage.      It   would   br   so   much   better 
for  you  to  go  about  a  bit — see  and  be  seen,  you  know ; 
just  to  meet  a  few  people  infonnally ;  go  to  see  some 

pretty  girl  you  know  well  enough  to — to "     - 

"  To  what?     Make  love  to?  " 
"  That  would  be  very  good  for  you,"  she  said. 
"  But  not  for  the  pretty  girl.     Besides,  I'm  rather 
too  busy  to  go  about,  even  if  I  were  inclined  to." 
"  Are  you  really  busy,  Stephen  ?  " 
"  Yes — waiting.     That  is  the  very  hardest  sort  of 
occupation.      And    I'm   obliged   to   be   on    hand   every 
minute." 

"  But  you  said  that  you  were  going  out  o**  town." 
"  Did  I?     Well,  I  did  not  say  it,  exactly,  but  I  am 
going  to  leave  town." 

*'  For  very  long?  "  she  asked. 
"  Perhaps.    I  can't  tell  yet." 

"  Stephen,  before  you  go — if  you  are  going  for  a 
very,  very  long  while — perhaps  you  will — you  might 
care  to  say  good-bye?  " 

"  Do  you  think  it  best?  " 

"  No,"  she  said  innocently ;  "  but  if  you  care  to- 

"  Do  you  care  to  have  me? 

"  Yes,  I  do." 
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it  ^^ZZ:  ^"^"^^ '  ""'  *"  ''-  voice  .ounce  a^ain 
"  I  do  not  think  you  would  care  to  see  me,  Sylvia. 

slUr^n''^  ""r^  I'ave-changed-since  mv-since  a 
slight  I  ness.  I  ani  not  over  it  yet,  not  c'ured-not 
very  uell  yet;  and  a  h'ttlo  tired,  you  see-a  httle  shaken. 
I  am  leaving-  New  York  to-to  try  once  more  to  be 

cured.    I  expect  to  he  «  ell-one  way  or  another " 

^^  Stephen,  where  are  you  going.?    Answer  me!  " 

1  can't  answer  vou." 
"  Is  your  illness  serious .?  " 
A— -It  IS — it  requires  some — some  care  " 
fn  f?'^/r  ^/'  tightening  around  the  receiver  whitened 
to  the  dehcate  nails  under  the  pressure.     Mute,  strug- 
ghng  w,th   the   mounting   impulse,  voice   and   lip   un- 
steady, she  stdl  spoke  with  restraint: 

you?    Who  IS  there  with  you?    Answer  me"' 
enoug^'''^'''''^^^''^    '^''    ^^^"'^*^-      I    ^-^'-    <^-e 
you ?  '^^'  *^'  '""'"'"*'  ■    "*''  ^°"  ^  physician  to  advise 

^  I "  ^^I^fy-^^^  best  in  the  world.     Sylvia,  dea-. 
Sylvia   I  didn't  mean  to  give  you  an  impression-^" 

^tephen  I  will  have  you  truthful  with  me !  I  know 
perfectly  well  you  are  ill.  I-if  I  could  only-if  there 
was  something,  some  way-    Listen:  I  am-I  am  going 

what^Tl ''"^  ''°"*  '*'  '"'  '  '°"''  ^'^^^  ^^^^^  --^ 

"What  sweet  nonsense!"  he  laughed,  but  his  voice 
was  no  steadier  than  hers. 

"  Will  you  drive  with  me?  "  she  asked  impulsivelv, 
some  afternoon -"  ' 

"  Sylvia,  dear,  you  don't  reallv  want  mc  to  do  it 
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Wait,  listen :  I— I've  got  to  tell  you  that— that  I'm  not 
fit  for  it.  I've  got  to  be  honest  with  jou ;  I  am  not  fit, 
not  in  physical  condition  to  go  out  just  yet.  I've  reallv 
been  ill — for  weeks.  Plank  has  been  very  nice  to  me. 
I  want  to  get  well;  I  mean  to  try  very  hard.  But 
the  man  you  knew — is — changed." 

"Changed?" 

"  Not  in  that  way !  "  he  said  in  a  slow  voice. 

"  H-how,  then?  "  she  stammered,  all  a-thrill. 

"  Nerve  gone — almost.  Going  to  get  it  back  again, 
of  course.  Feel  a  million  times  better  already  for  talk- 
ing with  you." 

"  Do— does  it  really  help?  " 

"  It's  the  only  panacea  for  me,"  he  said  too  quickly 
consider  his  words. 

"  The  only  one?  "  she  faltered.  "  Do  you  mean  to 
say  that  your  trouble — illness— has  anything  to  do 
with " 

"No,  no!    I  only- 


to 


j» 


j> 


"£fa*it,  Step'icn? 

"No!" 

"  Because,  if  I  thought- 


"  Sylvia,  I'm  not  that  sort !  You  mustn't  talk  to 
me  that  way.  There's  nothing  to  be  sorry  for  about 
me.  Any  man  may  lose  his  ner%e,  and,  if  he  i«  a  man, 
go  after  it  and  get  it  back  again.  Every  man  has  a 
fighting  chance.  You  said  it  yourself  once — that  a  man 
mustn't  ask  for  a  fighting  chance ;  he  must  take  it.  And 
I'm  going  to  take  it  and  win  out  one  way  or  another." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  '  another,'  Stephen?  " 

"  I—     Nothing.     It's  a  phrase." 

"  What  do  you  mean?    Answer  me! " 


"  It's  a  phrase,' 
know." 


he  said  again ;  "  no  meaning,  you 
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wrathfullv.  ^  •       do,„and«l  Siwar.l 

w.-.Z.-t'  {'t Jr  'Air  "■;  r  *""  -*  -"•-' 

discarded  vour  cn.M,      i  '  ""''  '"^  "'"''  >""  '"«» 

lamed  ™uSa;™„''%;°°  ■^"''"  "■"'  '""i  '»"-  -d 

"  Outdoors?  " 
A — no,  not  just  vet." 

'•No°n„Tr''''''  -'"T  P^'^'i'^'b-  bedridden. 
No,  no!  lean  get  about  the  room  very  well  " 

"  Orl™"T  "l"'  '■"'•'"'•'"fc."  be  said  hastily. 

Asha^d  t  rr  efvof  t™  ''""" '  '''  ™"'*^ ' 
complete  and  mag^fiertlZ^^^,  -".->'  T^ 
s=e  jou!  I  shall  drive  d"o»„  „„ZTi  ^'"^'  ''*«" 
in«  and  sit  outside  in  mv  vilwa  untf  '"""T  """"" 
the  temptation  anctherinstant  T  ^"^  ™"  '  ''""'' 
Vou  eannot  ston  m.        k!  ""  ^"'"S  «"  do  it- 

to  do  it.tdt^tr'suii:i  rth,;'r  r- '  'r- 

3^med.    I.  the  sun  i,      t"tUtt:  I^Si^^^ 

f^teni  ■  I  do™  ::;rVd "".:  "™^  r" '  ^^'  "-*"■ 

I've  endured  it  so  ,o..»-r-  T^  "^'  '  ■""  '»^'»8- 
too  tired  of  it,  andTtanMo  L'T:  ™  "''J.  ,'  - 
see  eaeh  other  without-™  ithont.J?'  '  \"  ^""^  "= 
that  are  settled  onee  and  "or  allTT,'''"'''"^  ""»"  """S' 
"  I  can't,"  he  said. 

"  Then  you'd  better  learn  to !    Because  if  v„..  »k-  i. 
I'm  go  ne  throuo-h  i;f„  „.:*i.     ^     "™"se.  it  you  think 

.ou  Se  urnfst::n"\rro?/:r:rn 
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tvorrt  go  through  this  sort  of  tiling  again !  You'd  bet- 
ter be  unliable;  you'd  better  be  civil  to  me,  or— or— 
nobody  on  earth  can  tell  what  will  hajipen !  The  idea  of 
you  telling  me  you  had  lost  your  nerve!  You've  got 
to  get  it  back— and  help  me  find  mine !  Yes,  it's  gone, 
gone,  gone!  I  lost  it  in  the  rain,  somewhere,  to-day. 
.  .  .  Does  the  scent  of  the  rain  come  in  at  your  win- 
dow? ...  Do  you  remember —  There!  I  can't  say  it. 
.  .  .  Good-bye.  Good-hyc.  You  mmt  get  well  !  .  . 
and  I  must,  too.     Good-bye." 

The  fruit  of  her  imprudence  was  happiness — an  ex- 
cited  happiness,   which   lasted    for  a  day.      The  rain 
lasted,   too,    for   another   day,    then    turned   to   snow, 
choking  the  city  with  such  a  fall  as  had  not  been  seen 
since  the  great  blizzard— blocking  avenues,  barricading 
cross-streets,  burying  squares  and  circles  and  parks,  and 
still  falling,  drifting,  whiriing  like  wind-whipped  smoke 
from  cornice  and  roof-top.     The  electric  cars  halted; 
even  the  great  snow-ploughs  roared  impotent  amid  the 
snowy  wastes ;  waggons  floundered  into  cross-streets  and 
stuck  until  dug  out;  and  everywhere,  in  the  thickening 
obscurity,  battalions  of  emergency  men  with  pick  and 
shovel  struggled  with  the  drifts  in  Fifth  Avenue  and 
Broadway.    Then  the  storm  ended  at  daybreak. 

All  day  long  squadrons  of  white  gulls  wheeled  and 
sailed  in  the  sky  above  the  snowy  expanse  of  park  where 
the  great,  rectangular  sheets  of  water  glimmered  black 
in  their  white  setting.  As  she  sat  at  her  desk  she  could 
see  them  drifting  into  and  out  of  the  gray  squares  of 
sky  framed  by  her  window-panes.  Two  days  ago  she 
had  seen  them  stemming  the  sky  blasts,  heralding  the 
coming  of  unfelt  tempests,  flapping  steadily  throu^  the 
fragrant   rain.      Now,   the  false   phantom   which   had 
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the  life  os..„cri„  1    X  *'""'"«  ''-!-.  -I"««in« 
vague  su,n,„„„,,  tic  «"«,tj     7  ""r'-    '""  «^'' 
tion,  the  first  delicate     „Zr  >      T^""""  ""V^"^' 
deathly  i„„„„bl|itv        '  "  '"■"""'•  """^  ""'•<'   '" 

ha„l'!a"'ir/tiin„t'":' '";;  "'""^'' '"  '■^-  '•■"'o-^ 

of  bill.  a„u':t^i ,  rf  :?,„  irV''''',  ■''"'"  p"' 

"Ppeals,  «.ith  here  n„,l  "her    „  f        1  •">•' 'niere.sted 

intimate  to  punctuJ.  ,1        "/"*'.'''""  ""*<>  from  some 
H„,  1      P,   ""•"'^^  "'"  t^ndless  jinpoitunlties 

cstabt  J;:„":t:'7il':''th''"'°  r'  ^r^^  "'^  ''^'«"'" 

specialists,  »*r" ued  ?„  '  rf  IT"'"  ''"^-    ^'''™'« 
body,  had  e„  er«    „„,.  Id    «    "'"'  ""''  '"'"">•  "'  her 

™aj^^had,o„e^tT:LrlXr.":™,"'^  ^'■! 

had  bronchitis  •  +«,«  k  V         ^  '^  *^"° '  "^r  maid 

.he.itcher:;«:":r::tXf  '"^  ^*^""^'  -" 

fory::t  Au'strWad"  *'it,^'"»"-  function;  card, 
girlof  ruL;XT:,t7r' '  "^''''■"«^  '"  "  Charleston 
Vendenning-  a  liveZn  "  '^"™'^"'"'  ""^  *"  «ng  for  Mrs. 

undermine^dhri!;^^"  f^r'Mr^^^^i'il  ""-"*«'  '" 
guests.  '  "•  ■^:yne- Johnson  and  her 

portThTal'a^^^^^^^^  "^^  '"'^P-*-  of  i^- 

built  by  cXtinr^       "°"^"  "^**^  *'^  -^-'-  b-^' 
«  When 

"  ^°"^  she  receive  tlie  courteous   agent  of  '  Th. 
Reignmg  Beauties  of  Manhattan  '  f  ^ 

portrait  and  biograplucal  ittd"'  ^"""^^  '"^  ^^^^ 

"  When 

heaven  for  any  young  chatelaine  by  affixino- 
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to  the  laundry  his  anti-microbe  drj'ing  machine  emitting 
•ixty  stenhsed  hot-air  blasts  in  thirty  seconds,  at  a  cost 
of  one-tenth  of  one  mijl  per  blast  ? 
"  And  when- 


»» 


But  she  turned  her  head,  looking  wearily  across  the 
room  at  the  brightly  burning  fire  beside  which  Mrs. 
Ferrall  sat,  nibbling  mint-paste,  very  serious  over  one  of 
those  books  that  "  everybody  was  reading." 

"  How  far  have  you  read.?  "  inquired  Sylvia  without 
interest,  turning  over  a  new  letter  to  cut  with  her  paper- 
knife.  ^ 

Grace  ruffled  the  uncut  pages  of  her  book  without 
looking  up,  then  yawned  shamelessly :  "  She's  decided 
to  try  living  with  him  for  awhile,  and  if  they  find 
life  agreeable  she'll  marry  him.  .  .  .  Pleasant  situa- 
tion, isn't  It?  Nice  book,  very ;  and  they  say  that  some- 
body is  making  a  play  of  it.  I"—  She  yawned  again, 
showing  her  small,  brilliant  teeth—"  I  wonder  what  sort 
of  people  write  these  immoral  romances !  " 

"Probably  immoral  people,"  said  Sylvia  indiffer- 
ently.    "  Drop  it  on  the  coals,  Grace." 

But  Mrs.  Ferrall  reopened  the  book  where  she  had 
laid  her  finger  to  mark  the  place.  "  Do  you  think  so.?  » 
she  asked. 

"Think  what.?" 

"  That  rotten  books  and  plays  come  from  morally 
rotten  people?" 

"I  don't  think  about  it  at  all,"  observed  Sylvia, 
opening  another  letter  impatiently. 

"You're  probably  not  very  literary,"  said  Grace 
mischievously. 

"  Not  in  that  way,  I  suppose." 
Mrs.  Ferrall  took  another  bonbon:  "Did  you 
•  Mrs.  Lane's  Experiment  *  ?  " 
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*  I  thought  it  incredibJe." 
ricd?  for  vo? have  a      ^™  ^?'  '''"  ''  >°"  ""=  ">"- 
»e  are  obliged  .o  n,ake  ot  morahtva T''/""  '"!: 

crib;r„  t  in";-  crTaTe'i  ::^™""  "-^^  - 

of  which  we  arp  I^nr     1  • ,        ^  P°''^'''  passions 

oni,  „„e.  what  a  a.a„  part  We  p,a,s'^:°l"H  u'^^ 

part!'ift:rS."'""^^    " ''  »"-'™-  P'^^^  a  ™all 

"Alwa^-s,"    insisted    Grace    with    emphasis       '-   , 
carefully  watched  girl  knows  wh.t  .,  I"P"f  ^- 

Sylvia  was  silent. 

"  Because,  even  if  she  wanted  to  kvo  hi™,"  continued 


ms^miyfLjysMtBam^mmMMt^s^fMtm^MimMMt' 


'ir 
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We,      she  would  not  know  how.     It's  the  inffrui.ud 
innocence  which  men  encounter    •>«!  the^-  don't  allow  for 
or  understand  in  us.     Kven  after  we  are  n.arried,  un.l 
whether  or  not  we  leurn  to  love  our  husba.uls,  it  remains 
part  of  us  as  u„  educated  instinct;  and  it  takes  all  the 
«c,ent.hc   selhsh  ruthlessness  of  a  n.an  to  break  it  down, 
llmt  s  why  I  say  so  few  among  us  ever  comprehend  the 
mot.ves  attributed  to  us  in  ron.ance  or  in  that  parody 
of  jt  called  reahsn..     Love  is  rarer  with  us  than  me'n 
could  ever  behev(^-«„d  I'm  glad  of  it,"  she  said  mali- 
ciously, with  a  final  snap  of  her  pretty  teeth. 

"It  was  on  that  theory  you  advised  me,  I  think," 
said  bylvia,  looking  into  the  fire. 
"Advised  you,  child?" 
"  Ves— about  accepting  Howard." 
"Certainly.     Is  it  not  a  sound  theory.?    Doesn't  it 
stand  inspection.?    Doesn't  it  wear?  " 

"  It— wears,"  said  Sylvia  indifferently. 
Grace  looked  up  from  her  open  book.    «  Is  anything 
amiss?"  she  asked.  '        *^ 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  Of  course  you  know,  child.  What  is  wrong?  Has 
Howard  made  himself  insufferable?  He's  a  master  at 
it.     Has  he?" 

"No;  I  don't  remember  that  he  has I'm  tired, 

physically.     I'm  tired  of  the  winter." 

"  Go  to  Florida  for  Lent." 

"Horror!     It's  as  stupid  as  a  hothouse.     It  isn't 

hat,  either  dear-only,  when  it  was  raining  so  deliciously 

the  other  day  I  was  silly  enough  to  think  I  scented  the 

spring  ,n  the  park.     I  was  glad  of  a  change  you  know 

—any  excuse  to  stop  this  eternal  carnival  I  live  in  " 

^',J^^^''^   'I  *'''   matter?"   demanded    Mrs.    Ferrall, 
withdrawing  her  finger  from  the  pages  and  plumping 
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the  closed  book  down  on  her  knee.  "  YouM  lutt,  r  tell 
me,  Sylv.a;  you  miRht  just  as  well  tell  ,ne  now  as  |«ter 
when  n,v  persistence  l.as  vexed  us  both.  Now,  what  ha. 
nnpfjencd .-'  " 

•*  I   J'ave  been— impnident."   said   Svlvia,   in  a   lo« 
voice. 

^      "  Vou  nK.an,"-Mrs.  Ferrall  looked  at  her  keenly- 
that  he  has  been  here.'" 

"No.  I  telephoned  him;  and  I  asked  him  to  drive 
with  me." 

"  Oh,  Sylvia,  what  nonsense!  Why  on  earth  do  voii 
stir  yourself  up  by  that  sort  of  silliness  at  this  late 
date?     W  hat  use  is  xi?    Can't  you  let  him  alone.?  " 

"  I—     No,  I  can't,  it  seems.     Grace,  I  was— I  felt 
so — so  strangely  about  it  all." 
"  About  what,  little  idiot.?  " 
"  About  leaving  him — alone." 

"Are   you    Stephen    Siward's    keeper.?"   demanded 
Mrs.  l-errall,  exasperated. 

"  I  felt  as  though  I  were,  for  awhile.    He  is  ill  " 
"  With  an  illness  that,  thank  God,  you  are  not  go- 
ing to  nurse  through  life.     Don't  look  at  me  that  way, 
(lear      Im   obliged   to  speak  harshly;   I'm   obliged   to 
harden  my  heart  to  such  a  monstrous  idea.     You  know 
I  lov^  you ;  you  know  I  care  deeply  for  that  poor  boy- 
hut  do  you  think  I  could  be  loyal  to  cither  oi  you  and  not 
>ay  what  I  do  say.?     He  is  doomed,  as  sure'  as  you  sit 
there      He  has  fallen,  and  no  one  can  help  him.     Link 
ifter  hnk  he  has  broken  with  his  own  world ;  his  master- 
vice  holds  him  faster,  closer,  more  absolutely,  than  hell 
ever  held  a  lost  soul !  " 

"  Grace,  I  cannot  endure " 

"You  must!     Are  you  trying  to  drug  your  silly 
seJt   with  romance  so  you  won't  recognise  truth  when 
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jou  see  it?     Are  jou  drifting  back  into  old  impulses 
unreasomng  whims  of  caprice?     Have  you   for^  ten 

Is  the  tamt  of  your  transmitted  inheritance  beginning 
o  show  ,n  you-the  one  woman  of  your  race  whofs  fash^ 
loned  to  withstand  it  and  stamp  it  out  ?  " 
^      « I  am  mistress  of  my  emotions,"  said  Sylvia,  flush- 

hotIv^h!!f'"^*r''l'^™'"  "*°'*'^  Grace  Ferrall 
Sl'v  rt?"^  T^'  ^^"  *"  """'^  y""-     There  was  „o 

s«;W„taI %e..„e,fire  ,.1™;  ^e^l^ra^H-' 
try  of  your  race.  And  if  that  poison  is  in  you  it'« 
weU  for  you  to  know  it."  ^    ' 

I'lV*  '"  ""^t"  ^y  Sylvia,  staring  at  tl,.  fire. 

men  you  know  what  to  do  for  it  " 
"  No,  I  don't." 

"Well,  I  do,"  said  Grace  decisively:  "and  the 
sooner  you  marry  Howard  and  intrench  yourself  bl 
hind  your  pnde,  the  better  off  you'll  be.  That's  wherT 
fortunately  enough,  you  differ  from  your  ancestorsTrj 
are  unable  to  understand  marital  treachery.  Otherwise 
you'd  make  it  lively  for  us  all."  "tnerwise 

not  L"*''  'T"  '"'*  ^y'™  ddiberately,  "  that  I  could 
n<rt  be  treacherous  to  anybody.  But  I  am  wondering; 
I  am  ^skmg  myself  just  what  constitutes  treachery  to 

observ^^trrtal^r"""  "''""'"  "*''*  ""  '""  ""'•" 
"  But  it  doesn't  seem  to,"  mused  Sylvia,  her  blue 

^'  matT^rf^r""'"'^  ""'"  '  "-'  '^'  «-" 
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« I  was  in  love  with  him.     You  knew  it." 
^^  You  liked  him,"  insisted  Grace  patiently. 

sounH  r-    '^^"°^-     I^^ar,  your  theories  are 

sound  in  a  general  way,  but  what  is  a  girl  goins  to  do 
about  ,t  when  she  loves  a  n.an.P  You  sfy  a^^uL"  rl 
can't  love-doesn't  know  how.     But  I  do  love,  though 

What  IS  the  use  m  denying  it?  This  winter  has  been 
a  deafenmg  stupefying  fever  to  me.  The  sheer  noTse 
of  It  stunned  me  until  I  forgot  how  I  dH  feel  about 
oTthlrf  I  ^'^""7'  '°f  know-somehow,  in  the  rail 

tt^tfull  f"T"'  ^  °f  *r^^'  ^""'^  ^^^^^  °"t  °f  ^haos 
that  full  feehng  here  "-she  laid  her  fingers  on  her  throat 

out  of  f  ^"'^  ^^Pectancy,  the  restless  hope  growing 
w^h  theTf  "^"^"-°^^-"  returned;  and,  dearest! 
with  them  all  came  memories  of  him.  What  am  I  to  do' 
Could  you  tell  me.?  "  "i  -i  to  ao. 

For  a  long  while  Mrs.  Ferrall  sat  in  troubled  si- 

heTdesr  dr'  ^'tu^  ''^^  ^^^^-  ^^^-^'  leaning  over 
her  d  sk,  Idling  with  pen  and  pencil,  looked  around 

from  time    o  time,  as  though  awaiting  the  opinion  of 

TTkI""'"*  "^°'  '"  ^""  P^^^-^-»  °^  the  facts,  now 
had  become  responsible  for  the  patient. 

your  hfe  will  become  a  hell." 

asked^;^ia^"*  ""'"  '^  "'''  '^'^  ^"^  ^^^^'  ^°^  ^^'^  " 
"How— to  know  that  you  had  been  dragged  down?" 
«  S°*        "^'^^'^  """"^^  ^  ^°  anything  for  him?  " 
hno  1  ^°  r™""  "^^^  ^i^-     That  is  a  sentimental  false- 
hood of  the  emotional.    No  woman  ever  did  help  a  man 
n  that  way.    Sylvia,  if  love  were  the  only  questL,  anS 
if  jou  do  truly  love  him,  I-well,  I  suppose  I'd  bo  fool 
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enough  to  advise  you  to  be  a  fool.  Even  then  you'd  be 
sorry.  You  know  what  your  future  may  be;  you  know 
what  you  are  fitted  for.    What  can  you  do  without  How- 

J\l    J"w         r  ^'°"'  '°^"  ^'°"^^  ^^  «  ^^ry  minor  one 
without  Howard's  money,  and  you  know  it" 
Yes,  I  know  it." 

boy."'^"'^  ^'°"'  '^"^''  '^"^^  "°*  ^^^P  *h^*  doomed 
Sylvia  nodded  assent. 

of  l?to"do^  "'"^  '^"^  ^'°^^^-     ''  *^^^^  -^  ^-^-n 

Sylvia  looked  out  into  the  winter  sky,  through  the 

tops  of  snowy  trees ;  everywhere  the  stark,  deatM.y  Hgid- 

scent  /.I"*"     ^t".^?  '''  ^^°'^"'  ^^y  *^^  -'•"  ^hat  had 
Yesterday     ""'''     """'^^  '^^  ^"^'^*'°"  ^^^^  *^^  ^^-^^  o^ 

"  No,"  she  said,  «  there  is  no  question  of  choice.  I 
know  what  must  be." 

Grace,  seated  in  the  firelight,  looked  up  as  Sylvia 
rose  from  her  desk  and  came  across  the  room;  and  when 
she  sank  down  on  the  rug  at  her  feet,  resting  her  cheek 
against  the  elder  woman's  knees,  nothing  was  said  for 
a  long  hme-a  time  of  length  sufficient  to  commit  a 

Sng  ^'*^''  ^^^  '*  ^^""^  ^'''"*^>'  ^"^  ^"  q^i^t 

Sore  doubt  assailed  Grace  Ferrall,  guiltily  aware 
that  once  again  she  had  meddled;  and  in  the  calm  tenor 
of  her  own  placid,  marital  satisfaction,  looking  backward 
along  the  pleasant  path  she  had  trodden  with  its  little 
monuments  to  love  at  decent  intervals  amid  the  agree- 
able monotony  of  content,  her  heart  and  conscience  mis- 
gave her  lest  she  had  counselled  this  young  girl  wrongly, 
committing  her  to  the  arid  lovelessness  which  she  herself 
nad  never  known. 
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on  sS^rl^hTh*""  ';^"  ''"«'""«  '"  '■•«'''  »'«' 
ar^mirt    :„  *  '  '^  "''y  ^•"''"  *»  brought  up 

argument,  to  every  sentimental  wavering  within  her 

D^fruto'nTr  "^  '''>■  ■^^™  "'  ~"™°n  "ent 

worm  besides  the  non-essential  one  of  love.  That  must 
be  SyWs  portion.  And  after  all-and  after  all  Z. 
was  a  matter  of  degree;  and  it  was  well  for  Svlvk  iLlt 
she  had  the  malady  so  lightly-well  for  her  Xl^fhA 
advanced  so  little,  lest  she  suspect  what  L^owll 

r^z^rtr' '"" '"' "' "  --'-  ^^™  - 

For  a  week  or  more  the  snow  continued;  colder 
gloonuer  weather  set  in,  and  the  impending  m  nace  of' 
Ash  Wednesday  redoubled  the  social  pace,  ^culm^tini 
m  the  Westervelt  ball  on  the  eve  of  the  for"  da"^ 
And  Sylvia  had  not  yet  seen  Siward  or  spoken  to  hb^ 
agam  across  the  wilderness  of  streets  and  men. 
wel.o     i'  r«l*^*«on  of  Lent  she  had  instinctively 

a  ch^e  trt?^r^""*^-'°^  ^P^"*"^^  -"-^-t-  and 
bo^lv  fatL,^^^^^^  ^^"""^^'  "°*  b^<^"-  of 

vigour  she  did  not  know  what  that  meart. 

was  Zl^"'^^r^^"J  P""**^  ^°^  ^^^"*'  ^°d  his  ch;     h 
Z-  ^vvTf  ^\  ^^J°^  Belwether's  household.  . 

major  hked  two  things  high:  his  game  and  his  church" 

^th  th7:d  '°'  "f "'  '"*  '^^  ^-  habituated  to 
S^nt  R      ?r"u°^  '^"''^*^  ^"^  °f  pheasants;  so  to 
Saint  Berold's  she  went  in  cure  of  her  soul.     Besides 
she  was  fond  of  Father  Curtis,  who,  if  he  were  ever; 

simple,  good,  and  brave. 
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However,  she  found  little  opportunity,  save  at  her 
brief  confession,  for  a  word  with  Father  Curtis.  His 
days  were  full  days  to  the  overbrimming,  and  a  fash- 
lonable  pack  was  ever  at  his  heels,  fawning  and  shoving 
and  importuning  It  was  fashionable  to  adore  Fathef 
Curtis,  and  for  that  reason  she  shrank  from  venturing 
any  demand  upon  his  time,  and  nobody  else  at  Saint 
Berold's  appealed  to  her.  Besides,  the  music  was  haTd 
commonplace,  even  blatant  at  times,  and,  having  a  deh- 

tW  T  r  r^  f ''°"  *^'^  ^^^°-  I^  -  P-b«ble  then 
that  what  comfort  she  found  under  Saint  Berold's  big, 
brand-new  Episcopal  cross  she  extracted  from  observ- 
ing the  rites,  usages,  and  laws  of  a  creed  that  had  been 

Belwether.  Also,  she  may  have  found  some  solace  from 
the  stdl  inten^als  devoted  to  an  inventory  of  her  sins 
and  the  wistful  searching  of  a  heart  tc^,  young  for 
sadness  If  she  did  it  was  her  own  affair, ';iot  iZ 
Ferrall  s,  who  went  with  her  to  Saint  Berold's  deter- 
mined always  to  confess  to  too  much  gambling,  but  let- 
ting i  go  from  day  to  day  so  that  the  penance  could 
not  interfere  with  the  next  seance. 

Agatha  Caithness  was  there  a  great  deal,  looking 
like  a  saint  m  her  subdued  plumage;  and  very  devout! 
do^lging  nothing-neither  confession  nor  Quarrier's  oc- 

Zr     I  ^^'""^  7"'  *^°"^^  *^^^'  S«^^'  "'-ting'  «--.ed 
ost  in  dreamy  devotion  or  drowned  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  spiritual  and  remote. 

Plank  came  docilely  from  his  Dutch  Reformed 
church  to  sit  beside  Leila.  As  for  Mortimer,  oncTa 
vestryman,  he  never  came  at  all-made  no  pretence  or 
profession  of  what  he  elegantly  expressed  as  "  caring 

LIaa    fr  *"^*^"^  "  ^"  *^"  ^^^"^^^  1^"^'"  though! 
he  added,  there  were  «  some  good  lookers  to  be  foimd 
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TJJ"^  «J«agogues.»     His  misconception  of  the  at- 
tractions   of  the  church  amused  the  new  set   of  men 
among  whom  he  had  recently  drifted    toT>,         /•       ? 
di^gust  of  gentlemen  h'ke  ^^o^tll^^^^^^^^^ 
men,  m  the  commoner  and  more  sinister  interp^tatbn  of 

.our^    oTtL    ?  1     :  '^"'™'  "•i^'^ond-rt  formed  the 
foCthe,  "'  ^'"™'    """  "••^'^  -*   ™" 

fi.,V^'"^'r'  1"/  *'™^^  '""■"''"J  hi,  world  with  suf- 
ficent  material  for  jests  of  that  flavour;  .ow  they  we« 

T  ffw   l^""'--^^'  -  Leila  was  standing  befor" 
ner   and    at  her  haughty  stare,  said  sneeringly-  "Oh 

'i^iruot^^r  ^^-^  ™ "- ''-  - .-  -^th 

h^.J''^*  "•!7  "f  "P'*''^''  ^■•"luently  enouo-h.     Leila 

nt?'a;d:t^^fd™fe;ra:"^^?■r  ™«"^'' -  ^" 
should  hprr»,  *  "'^'''*'  '''"r"'"^  that  Plank 

"ri^Jr  tZd^Tgris^  *"  -^'-  -' 

Mortimer  staged  out  at  night  very  freouentiv  nn«. 

-dida:!;tL|ra^-t;rsr«:trt:i" 
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bratod  for  an  audacity  not  too  delicate.    But  Plank  wa. 

Meanwhile  Mortimer  kept  awav  fro«,  i,« 
.nd  chnrch   and  Piank  fre^u'elttdX^::  the"!  ™«' 
d^d  not  meet  very  often;  and  the  less  tLy  met  U,eT« 
they  found  to  say  to  one  another.  '  ">«  lew 

£hyt^-s.tr«exx?^.-x 
«frtLrderi:-trS 

^ed  to  a  lax  acknowledgment  of  fast  days    church?: 

ssr^rstix:^^!."":^^^^^ 

mtelleetually  atrophied  and  wealthy  p^ple„  "re,  "^t' 
penden    upon  others  for  their  amusement^  '  ''" 

eouaMh^T  '^''l'  r°.  '""■  "'  P-i^ment  hereafter  can 
equal  the  ten-or  of  being  left  to  their  own  devices    a'd 

Wl?     r'  °'''"  "'  °^">  'h^t'^'  unfasSabk 

still  contmued  at  a  discrec.  and  decorous  trot  •  and  th^!! 
who  had  not  fled  to  California  or  P»Im  n     I'  • 

to  prav  and  nl»v  p.M  ™!*  "  "™  B">ch,  remained 
Ity  n  i^  ?r  ^'^  *■'*''  ""  ""<*'""  "K^t  edifying 
Svlvia  I       .'*"'•  ^^'™  '■•''  "»'  »«»  Siward.  "^    ^" 

world  h^  always  c:L^L7z\::zZo':^t::^ 
tCrlTudVnTsrei-'T  -"^"-^-  - 

of  he;  shrinf  'Th  *  t  7atr  '*"*'  l"'  '^'""^' 

her  eyes-  in  h,r  .»■!  /\u    /T'  ""^^'ng  hardness  in 

«J«,  m  her  attitude  the  faintest  hint  of  cynicism. 
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Tiu.t  which  had  n:»t  cL™  dXT„r  "r,' 

ure  in  pleasure   her  ..nf„.i-  • .      ""^^'ffned  pleas- 

of  seU~-all  the  f  stln  r     ^"^i^""°"«  unconsciousness 

«»e™r  it^^r "  "'«*"  -"- »'  ^-^  "-"-d  the 

dium  of  coexistence.     That  he  w    T  !  "^^  '"^■ 

even  to  her  who  care  Jl,       '^^^^^^^^^        ''  ^'^^  -^^-^ 
her  own  attitude  ^  ""  consequences  of 

h«  opinion,  Ld  she  L  ^fu^^b  JrveVtrr'!",  t^" 
on  opin  on  about  anv(hm„  l  ''°^'"'™  ">«»  if  he  had 
with  it.  ^"""S  '"'  "'"''''■''t  k-o"  what  to  do 

to  ^ra'u^^hot.^colr';"'  '"  «--=''^  hearing 
hair,  that  L  haWr h^  d^lTfi^t  !"'  t  '""  °'  *■'' 
b"t  .  beard  was  a  nu.„.s  „wTfa„,t     ""'"  '"""  «'"""> 

her  and  the  matter  was  e„dL  n  ^""^  «""'  ™*  "^ 
late  after  cards,  ."dL^^u!^"  ^'"'"•"  '>'«*  "ngered 
pending  kennel  show  ^T  K  "^  T"  "^'^  "'»'"  "»  im- 
the  English  tit  '  "'"""  *'""'"■  '•'•8-  i-^-e 

"  A8»tha  tells  „e  that  you  are  going  with  M«^„n." 
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continued  Quarrier.  "  As  long  as  Marion  has  choun 
to  make  herself  conspicuous  there  is  nothing  to  be  said. 
But  do  you  think  it  very  good  taste  for  you  to  figure 
publicly  on  the  sawdust  with  an  eccentric  mrl  like 
Marion?"  ** 

"  I  see  nothing  conspicuous  about  a  girl's  judging 
a  few  dogs,"  said  Sylvia,  merely  from  an  irritable  de- 
sire to  contradict. 

"  It's  bad  taste  and  bad  form,"  remarked  Quarrier 
coldly;  "  and  Agatha  thought  it  a  mistake  for  you  to 
go  there  with  her." 

"  Agatha's  opinions  do  not  concern  me." 

"  Perhaps  mine  may  have  some  weight." 

"  Not  the  slightest." 

He  said  patiently:  "  This  is  a  public  show;  do  you 
understand?  Not  one  of  those  private  bench  exhibi- 
tions." 

"  I  understand.    Really,  Howard,  you  are  insufFer- 

able  at  times." 

"  Do  you  feel  that  way?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do.  I  am  sorry  to  be  rude,  but  I  do  feel 
that  way !  "  Flushed,  impatient,  she  looked  him  square- 
ly between  his  narrowing,  woman's  eyes :  "  I  do  not  care 
for  you  very  much,  Howard,  and  you  know  it.  I  am 
marrying  you  with  a  perfectly  sordid  motive,  and  you 
know  that,  too.  Therefore  it  is  more  decent— if  there  is 
any  decency  left  in  either  of  us— to  interfere  with  one  an- 
other as  little  as  possible,  unless  you  desire  a  definite 
rupture.     Do  you?  " 

"I?    A — a  rupture?" 

"Yes,"  she  said  hotly;  "do  you?" 

"Do  yow,  Sylvia?"  " 

"  No;  I'm  too  cowardly,  too  selfish,  too  treacherous 
to  myself.    No,  I  don't." 
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,,       .      -  are  more  contemptib 

that  is  all."  ^ 

Her  voice  had  grown  unsteady ;  an  unreasoning  rush 
of  anger  had  set  her  whole  body  a-tbrill.  and  the  white 
heat  of  ,t  was  driving  her  to  provoke  him,  as  though 
that  might  cleanse  her  of  the  ignon.iny  of  the  bargain 
--as  though  a  bargain  did  not  require  two  of  the  same 
mind  to  make  it. 

"  What  do  you  want  of  me?  »  she  said,  still  stinging 
under  the  angry  waves  of  self-contempt.  "  What  are 
you  marrying  me  for?  Because,  divided,  we  are  likely 
to  cut  mall  figures  in  our  tin-trumpet  world.?  Because, 
unite  ,  we  can  dominate  the  brainless.'  Is  there  any 
othc    reason  ?  "  ^ 

Showing  his  teeth  in  that  tw.  -ing  snicker  that  con- 
tracted the  muscles  of  his  upper  lip:  "Children!"  he 
said,  looking  at  her. 

She  turned  scarlet  to  her  hair;  the  deliberate  cross- 
ness stunned  her.  Confused,  she  stood  confronting  him, 
dumb  under  a  retort  the  coarseness  of  which  she  had 
never  dreamed  him  capable. 

"  I  mean  what  I  say,"  he  repeated  calmly.  «  A  man 
cares  for  two  things:  his  fortune,  and  the  heirs  to  it. 
If  you  didn  t  know  that  you  have  learned  it  now.  You 
hurt  me  deliberately.  I  told  you  a  plain  truth  very 
bluntly.    It  IS  for  you  to  consider  the  situation." 

But  she  could  not  speak;  anger,  humiliation,  shame, 
held  her  tongue-tied.  The  instinctive  revolt  at  the  vague 
horror  — the  monstrous,  meaningless  threat  —  nothing 
could  force  words  from  her  to  repudiate,  to  deny  what 
he  had  dared  to  utter. 

Except  as  the  effrontery  of  brutality,  except  as  a 
formless  menace  bom  of  his  anger,  the  r'eason  he  fluna 
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at  her  for  his  marrying  her  conve.vcd  nothing  to  her 
m  it8  grotesque  impossibihty.  Only  the  intentional 
coarseness  of  it  was  to  be  endured-if  she  chose  to 
endure  it;  for  the  rest  was  empty  of  concrete  meaning 
to  her.  ** 



XT    i*"*.  ''*'    ^'^'^   "'''''   ^^^^^'^    ■*»«   ""^    h'm    again. 
Neither  he  nor  she  had  taken  any  steps  to  complete  the 

rupture;  and  at  the  Mi-canme  dance,  given  by  the 
Siowa  Hunt,  Quarricr,  wlw  was  M.  F.  H.,  took  up  the 
thread  of  their  suspended  intercourse  as  methodically 
and  calmly  as  though  it  had  never  quivered  to  the  break- 
ing point.  He  led  the  cotillon  with  agreeable  precision 
and  impersonal  accuracy,  favouring  her  at  intervals; 
and  though  she  wasted  no  favours  on  him,  she  endured 
his,  which  was  sufficient  evidence  that  matters  were  still 
in  statu  quo. 

She  returned  to  town  next  morning  with  Grace  Fer- 
rall,  irritable,  sulky,  furious  with  herself  at  the  cow- 
ardly relief  she  felt.  For,  spite  of  her  burning  anger 
against  Quarrier,  the  suspense  at  times  had  been  wear- 
ing; and  she  would  not  make  the  first  move— had  not 
decided  even  to  accept  his  move  if  it  came— at  least,  had 
not  admitted  to  herself  that  she  would  accept  it.  It 
had  come  and  the  tension  was  over,  and  now,  entering 
Mrs.  Ferrall's  brougham  which  met  them  at  Thirty- 
fourth  Street  Ferry,  she  was  furious  with  herself  for 
her  unfeigned  feeling  of  relief. 

All  hot  wi*'^  self-contempt  she  lay  back  in  the  com- 
fortably uphols. red  comer  of  the  brougham,  staring 
straight  before  her,  sullen  red  mouth  unresponsive  to  the 
occasional  inconsequent  (juestions  of  Grace  Ferrall 

"After  awhile,"  observed  Grace,  «  people  will  begin 
to  talk  about  the  discontented  beauty  of  your  face  " 

372 


J.  r  ■  .^>«^5''^^^5rv>^^  ■ 


Ift^- 


THE  CALL   OF   THE   RAIN 


Sylvia*,  eyebrows  bent  still  farther  inward. 

Cr.r.  ^"^^"'/'»«^'  ^"^  rather  pretty,"  commented 
Grace  maliciously.  "  It  won't  do,  dear.  Your  roi.  is 
dignified  comedy.  O  dear!  Omy!"  She  stifled  a 
yawn  behind  her  faultlessly  gloved  hand.  "  I'm  fcelin« 
these  late  hours  in  my  aged  bones.  It  wasn't  much  of  a 
dance,  was  it?  Or  am  I  disillusioned?  Certainly  that 
Edgen^rth  boy  fell  in  love  with  mc^the  depraved  crea- 

tory!    Little  beast!     There  are  no  nice  boys  any  r. ore; 
»hey  re  all  too  young  or  too  sophisticated.  .  .      Howard 

'^,^'^^"'^/^""^*^'»*-  •      •  Vou'reontheSxselt 
together  again  I  see.    Pooh !  I  wasn't  e.  bit  alarmed." 

cc    em  7*'    ^'^  ^^^''**'  *'"''""*^  ^"  ^'P  '"  '''*'"«  '^'f- 

"  ^ell    that's  a  wholesome  confession,  anyway.     O 

sXia    w"h  \        '"""'  '^"^  ^^"'  °"^^  ^*'f  --    •  •  • 
Bylvia,  what  are  you  staring  at?    Oh   I— see  " 

They  had  driven  south  to  Washington  Square,  where 
Mrs.  Ferrall  had  d  •  to  leave  a  note,  arid  were  now 
returning  Sylvia..  .ned  forward  to  look  up  aT 
Siward  8  house,  but  ...a  Mrs.  Ferrall's  first  word  she 
sank  back,  curiously  expressionless  and  white;  for  she 

Z..r^\''°"'^;/"'"'"«  *^^  ^"^"^  ^°°r  «"d   had 
recogn  sed  her  as  Marion  Page. 

"Well,  of  all  indiscretions!  "  breathed  Grace,  look- 
ing helplessly  at  Sylvia.  "Oh,  no,  that  sort  of  thing 
IS  sheer  effrontery,  you  know!  It's  rotten  bad  tastel 
It  s  no  worse,  of  course-but  it's  bad  taste.  I  dor 't  care 
what  privileges  we  concede  to  Marion,  we're  not  going 
to  concede  this-unless  she  puts  on  trousers  for  food^ 
It  s  all  very  well  for  her  to  talk  her  plain  kenneUalk, 

over'lT'    K  '''  *^^'V-^--»  names,  and  smoke  aU 
over  people's  houses,  and  walk  all  over  people's  preju- 
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tTl^^'^T  °°  """  ^°  *^^^  ^-«°«  ^-  trouble; 
and  she  II  get  ,t,  sure  as  scandal  is  scandal'  »• 

And  still  Sylvia  remained  pale  and  silent,  eyes  down- 
ca.t,  shnnbng  close  into  her  upholstered  cornet:, 
though  sonje  reflex  instinct  of  self-conceahnent  w  J  sfa^ 
automatically  dominating  her. 

"If"sh^w""^^*  *°.^'  spanked!"  said  Grace  vidouslj. 
If  she  were  my  daughter  I'd  do  it,  too"» 
Sylvia  did  not  stir. 

"cu    I      ^^""^  *"**  *^^  *^^**»  of  decency!  " 

Courage!     Do  you  mean  fool-hardiness ? '» 
No,  courag^the  courage  I  lacked.     I  knew  he 
was  too  111  to  leave  his  room  and  I  lacked  the  rumg^ 
to  go  and  see  .lim."  murage 

"  You  mean,  alone?  " 
"  Certainly,  alone." 
'*  You  dare  tell  me  you  ever  contemplated—" 

but  Marion— V'"'  '  ^'°"^'  '"''''  '""^^  ''  ^^  ^'-~ 
Suddenly  she  bent  forward,  resting  her  face  in  her 

neJll^  ^^'f  ■'!!  ^"^^^^"^  ^"-  ^^'^»»'  "^  ««k  back, 
nerveless,  into  her  own  comer  of  the  rocking  brougham. 
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THE    ASKING    PRICE 

SiWAED,  at  his  desk,  over  which  the  IVlay  sunshine 
streamed,  his  crutches  laid  against  his  chair,  sat  poring 
over  the  piles  of  papers  left  there  by  Beveriy  Plank 
some  days  before  with  a  curt  recommendation  that  he 
master  their  contents. 

Some  of  the  papers  were  typewritten,  some  appeared 
to  be  engraved  certificates  of  stock,  a  few  were  in 
Plank  s  heavy,  squat  handwriting.  There  were  several 
packages  tied  in  pink  tape,  evidently  legal  papers  of 
some  sort;  and  also  a  pile  of  scrap-books  containing 
newspaper  clippings  to  which  Siward  referred  occa- 
sionally or  read  them  at  length,  resting  his  thin,  fa- 
tigued  face  between  two  bony  hands. 

The   curious   persistence  of  youth  in  his   features 
seemed  unaccountable  in  view  of  the  heavy  marks  im- 
printed there;  but  they  were  marks,  not  lines;  bluish 
hollows  under  eyes  still  young,  marred  contours  of  the 
cheek-bone;  a  hardness  about  the  hoUow  temples  above 
which  his  short,  bright  hair  clustered  with  all  its  soft 
youthful    allure   undimmed;   and    in    every    movement! 
every  tuni  of  his  head,  there  still  remained  much  of 
that  indefinable  attractiveness  which  had  always  charac- 
terised his  race— much  of  the  unconscious  charm  usually 
known  as  breeding. 

In  men  of  Mortimer's  fibre,  dissipation  produced 
coarser  symptoms— distended  veins,  and  sagging  flesh 
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-where  i„  S,«rd  it  seemed  to  bruise  and   harden 
dmmg  the  colour  of  blood  out  of  bin,  and  leavingthe' 
pallor  of  marble,  and  the  bluish  shadows  of  it  s  afnii 
the  hollows     Only  the  eyes  had  begun  to  change  "I? 
cally;  something  in  them  had  been  quenched.      ^ 

1  J  X  ■  """  "™'"  '""P"  '"  '^'■'""e  immune  he  had 
earned  at  last  when  he  had  returned,  physicali;  who?^ 
some,  from  h.s  long  course  of  training  under  the  famou^ 
Insh  speciabst  on  the  Hudson.  He  Ld  experted  tX 
jmmune,  te  of  the  blunt  and  forcible  langTagc  o^ 
Mulqueen  when  he  turned  him  out  into  the  worU  alai^: 
Ye  11  be  afther  notm',"  said  Mr.  Mulqueen,  "  tha' 

kin  him      Th  K  P'^'f  P""^  "  '"'"'  »"*<  l-"'  it  don; 
kJlW     That's  ^<„,!    Whin  a  man  mixes  it  up  wid 

th.  ?■    fu\   l!  "     """*''"  '  ^^^-  "'^  th"  hook  on 

putts  the  booze-divil  on  the  bum !    L'ave  hira  take  tHe 
count;  he'll  niver  rise  to  the  chune  o'  the tj  a.  ye 
I  ave  h,m  he.     But  he  ain't  dead,  Misther  Saywird 
™ark  that  me  son !    An'  don't  ye  be  afther  sayinV  Th'' 
n.my  ,s  down  an'  out  fur  good!    Pore  lad!    Sure,  I'll 
.hake  hands  over  a  dhrink  wid  him,  for  he  can  do  me 
no  hurrt  anny  more ! '    No,  son- !   L'ave  him  lie,  an'  l'ave 
t^e  yea,,  av  yer  life  count  him  out;  fur  the  day  ^ 
d,e    he  d.es,  an'  not  wan  shake  o'  the  mixer  sooner' 
G  wan,  now,  fur  the  rub-down.    Ye've  faught  yer  iZt 
round,  if  ye  ain't  a  fool! "  ^ 

control  himsdf,  and  practise  the  moderation  that  other 
...en  prac  ised  when  they  chose.     The  puerile  restraint 
annoyed   him;   his   implied   inability  to'^master  h^^J 
humiliated  h.m,  the  more  so  becau.,e,  secretly,  he  wa 
horribly  afraid  in  the  remote  depths  of  his  heart 
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n.0.  B.i„ia„«,  iighted/ ArrtS;:tr:«;; 

hour._the  fierce  fever  of  debauch  wrapping  „[Ih    a^J 
day  .„  flame  through  which  he  moved,  umeehl^   un 
hcedmg  deafened,  drenched  soul  and  bo^y  ,„  thellv.n^" 
««:  or  dreaming,  feeling  the  subsiding  furv  of  do  ir! 

ti,..      f^        '  "^  ''"""*'  ''«'  ^"""d  Wm  again,  this 

Han    s  shy  v,s.ts  became  gra,..ally  part  of  the  roTt^".' 
But    t  was  many  days  before  Siward  perceived  in  the 

b^;,id  ttT't?""'""''^  ™"  ""^"''-^  '»  "t"-"'^- 
other  wh^^^^^  """"^  ™"°'"y  "'  ™^  "-»»  for  a„- 

,„™1^  'T  '^"P""'»«™  in  "ther  forms  except  the  most 
superficial,  or  of  permitting  a  personal  note  to  so^^d 
ever  so  discreetly,  Siward  tolerate  no  such  idea  En 
the  tentative  advances  of  Pknk  hinting  on  willing  ss 
and  perhaps  abihty.  to  help  Siward  in  the  Amalg^atS 
tangle  were  pleasantly  ignored.     Unpaid  servL  ^- 

Zetf^^t  "''^"""'y  O"*  of  ">e  question!     Mef„- 
Tften  fouL  v"    r    "''^  ™^  ""other-at  least  Siward 

a  v,s,t  from  Plank.    There  had  never  been  any  question 
of  tV  latter's  attitude  toward  Siward  ' 

Plank  began  to  frequent  the  hous«,  but  never  in- 
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formally.  It  is  doubtful  whether  he  could  have  prac- 
tised informality  in  that  house  even  at  Siward's  invita- 
tion. Something  of  the  attitude  of  a  college  lower 
classman  for  a  man  in  a  class  above  seemed  to  typify  their 
relations;  and  that  feeling  is  never  entirely  eradicated 
between  men,  no  matter  how  close  their  relationship  in 
after-life. 

One  very  bad  night  Plank  came  to  the  house  and 
was  admitted  by  Gumble.  Wands,  the  second  man,  stood 
behind  the  aged  butler;  both  were  apparently  fright- 
ened. 

That  something  was  amiss  appeared  plainly  enough ; 
and  Plank,  instinctively  producing  a  ce  ',  dropped  it 
on  a  table  and  turned  to  go.  It  may  have  been  that  the 
old  butler  recognised  the  innate  delicacy  of  the  motive, 
or  it  may  have  been  a  sudden  confidence  bom  of  the 
necessities  of  the  case,  for  he  asked  Plank  to  see  his 
young  master. 

And  Plank,  looking  him  in  the  eyes,  considered,  until 
his  courage  began  to  fail.    Then  he  went  up-stairs. 

It  was  a  bad  night  outside,  and  it  was  a  bad  night 
for  Siward.  The  master-vice  had  him  by  the  throat. 
He  sat  there,  clutching  the  arms  of  his  chair,  his  broken 
leg,  in  its  plaster  casing,  extended  in  front  of  him;  and 
when  he  saw  Plank  enter  he  glaied  at  him. 

Hour  after  hour  the  two  men  sat  there,  the  one  white 
with  rage,  but  helpless;  the  other,  stolid,  inert,  deaf  to 
demands  for  intercession  with  the  arch-vice,  dumb  under 
pleadings  for  a  compromise.  He  refused  to  interfere 
with  the  butler,  and  Siward  insulted  him.  He  refused 
to  go  and  find  the  decanters  himself,  and  Siward  delib- 
erately cursed  him. 

Outside  the  storm  raged  all  night.  Inside  that 
house  Plank  faced  a  more  awful  tempest.     There  was 
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a  sedative  on  the  mantel  and  he  offered  it  to  Siward, 
who  struck  it  from  his  hand. 

Plan^'h''  toward  morning,  Siward  feigned  sleep,  and 
Plank   heavy  head  on  his  breast,  feigned  it,  too.    Then 

L?  ^p,T  '*'*^*^^^  ""^  °P^"«*  -  drawer  in  his 
desk ;  and  Plank  was  on  his  feet  like  a  flash,  jerking  the 
morphine  from  Siward's  fingers.  ^ 

The  doctor  arrived  at  daylight,  responding  to 
Plank  8  summons  by  telephone,  and  Plank  went  away 
with  the  morphine  and  Siward's  revolver  bulging  i„  the 
side-pockets  of  his  dinner  coat. 

He  did  not  come  again  for  a  week.  A  short  note 
from  Siward  started  him  toward  lower  Fifth  Avenue 

Jr^7,  ^*^,^^*"^  «^^d  ^J^en  ^  came  into  the  room: 

Hello,  Plank !    Glad  to  see  you." 
"  Hello!    Are  you  all  right.'  " 

♦K   "\"    'is!"*/  •  •  •  ^"^^    °b^^g«i    ^or    pulling   me 

tlZ^^^    T-'\  ^°  u^i  P""  "^  *^°"«^  '^'  Amalga- 
mated Electric  knot-hole,  too— some  day  •  » 

redwi^h^^hr  "^^"  ^''"  ^^"*"^^'  ^^^"^'  *'^-"« 
"Mean  it?  Indeed  I  do-if  you  do.  Sit  here;  ring 
for  whatever  you  want-or  perhaps  you'd  better  go 
down  to  the  sideboard.  I'm  not  to  be  trusted  with  the 
odour  m  the  room  just  yet." 

«Ll°"**  *'*''^  ^°''  anything,"  said  Plank. 
Whenever  you  please,  then.    You  know  the  house, 
and  you  don't  mind  my  being  unceremonious,  do  you?  " 
No,"  said  Plank. 

"Good!"  rejoined  Siward,  laughing.  «I  expect 
the  same  friendly  lack  of  ceremony  from  you." 

But  that,  for  Plank,  was  impossible.  All  he  could 
do  was  to  care  the  more  for  Siward  without  crossing  the 
border  hne  so  suddenly        '     "  ' 
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to  sit  there  rolbng  and  unrolling  his  gloves  into  wads 
with  his  clumsy,  highly  coloured  hands,  and  gaze  con- 
sciously at  everything  in  the  room  except  Siward 

On  that  day,  at  Plank's  shy  suggestion,  they  talked 
over  Siward's  business  affairs  for  the  first  time.  After 
that  day,  and  for  many  days,  the  subject  became  the 
Jcey-note  to  their  intercourse;  and  Siward  at  last  under- 
stood that  this  man  desired  to  do  him  a  service  absolutely 
and  purely  from  a  disinterested  liking  for  him,  and  as 
an  expression  of  that  liking.  Also  he  was  unexpectedly 
made  aware  of  Plank's  serenely  unerring  business  sa- 
gacity. 

That  surface  cynicism  which  all  must  learn,  sooner 
or  later,  or  remain  the  victims  of  naive  credulity,  was, 
m  Siward,  nothing  but  an  outer  skin,  as  it  is  in  aU  who 
acquire  wisdom  with  their  cynicistn.  It  was  not  long 
proof  against  Plank's  simple  attitude  and  undisguised 
pleasure  m  doing  something  for  a  man  he  liked.  Under 
that  simplicity  no  motive,  no  self-interest  could  skulk; 
and  Siward  knew  it. 

As  for  the  quid  pro  quo,  Siward  had  insisted  from 
tfte  first  on  a  business  arrangement.  The  treachery  of 
Major  Belwether  through  sheer  fright  had  knocked  the 
key-stone  from  the  syndicate,  and  the  dam  which  made 
the  golden  pool  possible  collapsed,  showering  Plank's 
broker,  who  worked  patiently  with  buckets  and  mops. 

Ihe  double  treachery  of  Quarrier  was  now  perfectly 
apparent  to  Plank.  Siward,  true  to  his  word  held  his 
stock  in  the  face  of  ruin.  Kemp  Ferrall,  furious  with 
tfte  major,  and  beginning  to  suspect  Quarrier,  came  to 
rlank  for  consultation. 

Then  the  defence  formed  under  Plank.  Legal  ma- 
chinery was  set  in  motion,  meeting  followed  meeting,  until 
Harrington   cynically   showed  his   hand  and   Quarrier 
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w™  on    :  T        ' ''  ""''  ""=  ''^'  »eainst  Inter-County 

Zr  I      "'""''  P"^"*""  ''y  «  f""""'  clamour  of 

charge  and  counter-charge  in  the  columns  of  the  dai^ 

nMhlll  J?  .""P"^'"™  "'■  *'«"  ff^cat  ne«-re„dinff 
pubhc  which,  stunned  by  the  reiteration  of  figures  .nih! 
™lhons,  turns  to  the  simpler  pleasures  of  a  mCer  trW 

wUh  n^'th^    h  7  '^Tr  '""'  """^  "-  ""  """bt  d  ne 

wi  h  the  everyday  investigations  reserved  for  evervdav 

tween  State  s  prison  and  the  penitentiary  and  whose 
guide-posts  were  policemen? 

Let  the  great  syndicates  join  in  battle:  they  could 
only  slay  each  other.     Let  the  millions  buA-  their  Jdl 
W.  the  public,  though  poorer,  could  nfver  I  The 


Siward,  at  his  desk,  the  May  sunshine  pouring  over 
s  ri;i„Tt„Tr,  *^    ^P^    "f   *yP-ritten   fh^ts 

tor  his  investments,  some  promise  of  release  from  the 
"^-easing  financial  stringency,  some  chance  of  just t 
bemg  done  on  those  high  priests  who  had  been  perforra- 
mg  marvel  ous  tricks  upon  their  altar  30  that  by^Yi^cTe 
™ne  and  thine  spelled  "ours,"  .  d  all  the  tablXof 

tt  Sir "'''' '- ""  "''"'-*  •-f- 
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"  Miss  Page,  sir." 

V^^TcoLTu^r^  ''""•"''"^'  ""»•  "*"'  »«•» 
Marion  stooUed  in  a  raomenl  later,  exch«n«d  a  vi<, 

fa"u£lv  il'     /      "",  ?  "-""S-h-bit  and  boofa, 

"  Wet"   1        ;i"".f  *"  '"""»"■■«*=  ■"  her  gloves. 
Step  J;!;      ""    "'"•       ""■'     --    of   your    anl^le. 

".nytwl^  '":"*  ;:i^  ""''''■"  '"'<'  Si^ard,  amused, 
and  they  tell  roe  it  is  better,  thank  you." 

Sit  a  horse  pretty  soon?"  she  asked,  droonin^ 

Marion  "  wr"""  J°"  •""'^  "  «"'  ^ay  for  a  gallop, 
tiZu2  thl*  ?  "r  "  ^^'  '"■"Wne  fiUering 
though  the  first  green  leaves  of  the  tree  outside  hi! 

new'rori'"Thil'~"''  ^?-  ','■"  "•>'"«  ^om  O'Hara's 
.  LT  ;  T^  '^  ''"' '  *  '""^  d™'-  I  never  saw 
^^evil  of  a  h„rse-<lid  you?    There  may  be  sle  ouT 

he  sm'"''  ^""^  *■""  P"*"^  "^  "f  y>«"-  Marion," 

"Yes"^!r*  ^'»^u'  """•  '•"'^y-  "No  fear." 
X  es,  there  is,"  he  sriH      «  n^u^^y  ,     . 

;;  She  rolled  on  him,"  said  Marion  simply. 

^n.     Is  he  hurt?  " 
"  Ribs." 
"Well,  he's  lucky!" 
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She  was  looking  about  her,  preoccupied.  "  Where 
are  your  cgarette.,  Stephen?  Oh,  I  J.  Don't  try  to 
move — don't  be  silly."  ' 

She  leaned  over  the  desk,  her  fresh  you„K  face  close 
to  his    and  reached  for  the  cigarettes      Tl«  cL  ™t 

m  .ts  allure,  were  very  attractive  to  him-„,ore  so   -r 
h.p^__because  of  his  isolation  from  the  atn.o^hek'Tf 

"  "'»  «"  very  well,  Marion,  your  coming  here-and 
aa    .^h  Tv    "'.^""'  '"'■  '  '"J-y  '*  immense^,  he 

"u  ™mri  """""  '"  '"^  -  ^"  ^o-  -"^  -'.  tit 

of  pkeT ht'  ""  ""  '""'^  '""  '"""^  "'-  "  "»«' 
*'  All  right,"  he  said,  unconvinced. 

your  Ither  D  *" ''  \''J^'  "  °"^^  ^  ^^^^^  ^^^'^  tell 

ho:din;:;:::ht'Ztr^'"'^^  '^^^--^  *^^^  ""«^^°- 

tlunk^In;  go.ng  to  tell  my  „,other  now  and  have  hell 

do  fo?^:  '^^m'?'  .^'°"  ^"°^  P""^^*^3^  ^«"  "'«t  it  won't 
do  for  a  gjrl  to  ignore  first  principles.  I'm  horribly 
afraid  somebody  will  talk  about  you  "  ^ 

"  What  would  you  do,  then?  " 

;;  I?  "  he  asked,  disturbed.    «  What  could  I  do?  " 

Why,  I  suppose,"  she  said  slowly,  «  you'd  have 
to  marry  me."  '        .*"ua  nave 
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"NoTa  l^-tr:;^-:  '--.U  i«  down. 
She  looked  UP  .1  hiT^      J^f  "'"'  •""'"«'>'• 
the  p„i,e  of  her  ™allT;  T      .°  T™'*-'"'  "«'"'«"' 

-u^in.= „tLr!:,tt\:t,„t;eL°';;r  "■'"■'' 

how.  .  hint  of  oouraRc  and  sin^ntv^"'        '""''  """'■ 

1  um  not  frinrhtcnrH  '♦  eU^  „  -'i 
r--      i      «.  ,/"»'"^*-"<^"»     sne  said  flrravelv 

folt  vaguely  that  Jaft"  "  '™«  "'"'"^  ""^  »"«) 

betwoen^^hem  1,  "Irnr"  ""^t-reoctly  balanced 
definable  un"asi„1L  i„T  '  "'"'  '"  ''«''  f'"  "">  "• 
troubled  him'too    and  tb       fTr'      'T'"'   ^""'"-■''■' 

childhood  and  ha;,tnra;f  leai''  ^T  ""  '"■"• 
vagaries  of  infomaliK     u  "*  '-  '''«<»">l  her 

careless  ignorFn-Tf  Zl  !  """"f"  """  ''"f'^-  >>" 
terms  of  her  "leh  f.^  "'  "■*  ""^  ""embarrassed 
tenance  this  dlT^'  r     ~r°"-'™»  ^-W  "ot  coun- 

such  .  privileld  "rl  rtb    ""'^'  '""  *"  '■"™'^'  -™ 
This^rouU^  Sm  "  t  '"  """^  ""P'-santness. 

partly  conscious  totofber  ^eZ'  f™!!'.'!'"'''!""-  ^'^ 
«<^lf,  he  looked  at  her  J^,  7  ^  ''■""»  ''"'  ^'"«- 
ing  to  credit  her  with!  7  •  Wh^^ive,  unwiU- 
e^press^  '"^  ''"'I^'  ""^'"■"g  ">«"  her  words 

usingtr^if^rf^LTlv  'T'  "•"""  "'^  «"- 
the  ashes  to  L  ti^.^nt  1  ,t' Wtt  7  ""'"^I  "'■^'""^ 
was  blackened.  *"«"  "'^  '«^"-  S^oye 

n.o."IrhTf„et'n™r'  "■''  "-•    "  had  required 

now  that  sh:  wTthl  wS 'T '"'°  '"?°""'  "O 

ciples— that  a  man  and  .        ^  ^  P">^cssed  prin- 

t  a  man  and  a  woman  were  by  right  endowed 
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with   c^ual   pr.vilege«-forced   her  to   face  the  con^e 
quenccs  of  her  theory  in  the  pructiae. 

She  had    with  cahn  face  and  quivering  heart    iriven 
him  an  open  nir.    Thaf  u««  ..  •      .    "*?»",  gnen 

1    ^,      »       ^""  ^"^  "  t'oncession  to  her  essential 
womanhood  and  a  cowardice  on  her  part-  and    If 

"  Marion !  '* 
"Yes?" 

"  S^'^Tr'*  "~"^  ^°""'-'  '*'«  »  joke." 
No;  I'm  serious." 

"  Serious !     Nonsense !  " 

"  Please  don't  say  that." 

He  looked  at  her,  appalled. 

~i  "t.L";'r^""  '"'"•'  '—■»•'  >« » «>«  with 

"  I  am." 

teu  le  ir'^iVri  ""«r  •  v'  ^■°"  ''"^"•' 

told  you."  ratlior-tired  waiting.    So  I've 

he  waf  sayta^.  "  '™'-'''"  ''  '"'"'  '--'3-  ^-'-S  "l^t 

"  I  don't  think  so,  Stephen." 

But  he  could  not  meet  her  candour,  and  he  sat  silent 
miserable,  staring  at  the  papers  on  his  desk.  ' 

to  her  fit  "'"'  ^'^  '"^'  ^  '^^P'  ^^'^"  ^-^*^'  -d  rose 
"  I'™  sorry,"  she  said  simply. 
"Marion— I  never  dreamed  that- 
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"  You  .hould  dream  truer,"  ,he  ..id.    There  wa.  . 
.u.p,c,o„  of  ™i.t  i„  her  clear  eye.;  .he  tum«l  abru^  W 

It  can  t  be  helped,  can  it  -  ••  .he  „id,  turning  .uddenlv. 
He  found  no  an.wer  to  her  queation 
"Good-bje,"   .he  Mid,  walking  to  him  with  out- 

tt^h^^  'f'"' ''  "  "'!  "1  '"  "  ■      "-•  «'-"  •""» 

for  a  gallop  ,hen  you're  fit.     And  you  might  drop 
Stephen"?.!"  "^  '«"'  ^°'''''  «"""«  "■■•    ^'  »  «"  Hght"! 
"  All  right,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

•wung  on  her  spurred  heel  and  walked  out,  leaving  him 
haggard,  motionless.     He  heard  the  fron    door  doT 

•rm.  half  buned  among  the  papers  on  his  desk. 

ZL5»    !  ^^'^"'  r^  **  ^"*  '^*«<^  *»»»*  he  read  if 

ev.?^^^'""  '"^  '""^"  ^^^^'^  *  premonition  of  the 
ever-dreaded  symptoms. 

last"  ^hrr-^'  ^K  '  ^.'fP^^."*^  *«J^'»«  for  a  conference  at 
«  W  ll'  ""P'J^'  ""'"«  ^°^"  »^'de  Siward. 

that-wunib?;;"'  '"^'^^ "'°-  ^^  ^-  -^^-^ 

PlJl^  ^"".^"^'/"^l  to  think  he  is  a  bit  uneasy,-  said 

P^nk  cautiously.     "Harrington  made  a  secret    rip    o 

f"^J?f*  ^^«k.     You  didn't  know  that."  ^ 

"  Well   he  did.     It  looks  to  me  as  though  there  were 

ThaT    .       t'  ^'"*  °'  '^  ^^'^"^^  ^-  -  fnvestigatTon 
That  IS  how  I  am  inclined  to  consider  Harrington's  trip 
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and  Quarrier'»  flag  of  truce.  But— I  don't  know. 
There'H  nothing  definite,  of  course.  You  are  as  con- 
versant with  the  situation  as  I  am." 

"  No,  I  am  not.     That  is  hke  you,  Plunk,  to  ascribe 
to  me  the  same  business  sense  that  you  possess,  but  I 
haven't  got  it.     It's  very  nice  and  considerate  of  you, 
but  I  haven't  it,  and  you  know  it." 
"  I  think  you  have." 

"  You  think  so  because  you  think  generously.    That 
doesn't  alter  the  facts.     Now  tell  me  what  you  have  con- 
cluded that  we  ought  to  do  and  I'll  say  '  Amen,'  as  usual." 
Plank  laughed,  and  looked  over  several  sheets  of  the 
typewritten  matter  on  the  desk  beside  him. 
"  Suppose  I  meet  Quarrier?  "  he  said. 
"  All  right.     Did  he  suggest  a  date.?  " 
"At  four,  this  afternoon." 
"  Do  you  think  you  had  better  go?  " 
"  I  think  it  might  do  no  harm,"  said  Plank. 
"  Amen  !  "  observed  Siward,  laugliing,  and  touched 
the  elec+ric  button  for  the  early  tea,  which  Plank  adored 
at  any  liour. 

For  a  while  they  dropped  business  and  discussed 
their  tea,  chatting  very  comfortably  together.  Long  ago 
Siward  had  found  out  something  of  the  mental  breadth 
of  the  man  beside  him,  and  that  he  was  worth  listening 
to  as  well  as  talking  to.  For  Plank  had  formed  opinions 
upon  a  great  many  subjects;  and  wliatever  culture  he 
possessed  was  from  sheer  desire  for  self-cultivation. 

"You  know,  Siward,"  he  was  accustomed  to  say  with 
a  smile,  "  you  inherit  what  I  am  qualifying  myself  to 
transmit." 

"  It  will  be  all  one  in  a  thousand  yr  n,"  was  Siward's 
usual  rejoinder. 

"  That  is  not  going  to  prevent  my  efforts  to  become 
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them.    i„d  it  Im^CT   ^Z  "  "^'■''""'  ''^"^  ""'  °f 
good."  '  ■*  "P  *"  *''™  'f  t%  don-t  make 

«sHi„8  trip  oTl1°  w  r::d't"  :r~''''"''''  "~»* 

fed  trout;  the  North  S.ntni  m   I     <'<^8eneracy  of  liver- 

there  eould  bo  no  doubt  of  ,  eir"^  I  kfe tJ:?  W^' 
upon  a  basis  at  ioa,,t  superficL  7  w  T^  """^ 
Plank's  manner  retained  at'  ^ra'^shadrT  '   *"''   " 

eiga':  o^-the 'riK-ert";: '  ^'t;  rfhftt"'  '""'-'''■"-«' 

and  see  what  our  pr^glacill    rL^d^o      ^"  ^"^^  '"^ 
"■ay  be  able  to  furTiXl-        .,  ^•''""  "ants.    I 

"  I  .     'urnish  hira  with  a  new  sensation  " 

hi«.  into  divirnai  ;n:s '  ""'"^"^  ''^  p^p-  ^^^- 

"  Plenty,"  said  Plank  drily. 

'•  I  don't  think  so." 

"  Plenty,"  repeated  Plank    "  Tf «  ,r«       *u-    ,. 

:o"r::^r:rdrr'T'~ 

I-"    He  he  itati     "  n"'        ""■"  ""^  "'  "^  »«»-■ 

-of«uar„.-i;_-;~::.%-^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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"  Certainly,"  said  Siward  curiously 
"Then   first  of  all,  he  is  a  sentimentalist' 

Oh!  oh!"  jeered  Siward. 

"  A  sentimentalist  of  the  weakest  type,"  continued 

i- ■^..  obstinately ;  "  because  he  sentin.er^^Ls  Xr  h^ 

'^^s'  Tt  'TV^^  ^^  '''-  "•""  ^'^''  olaborate\!;i 
>c  s.  J-A  out  for  a  pallid  man  with  eccentric  hair 
a.d  .  s,  ky  beard!  He's  a  sentimentalist  of  the  sort 
I  told  you,  and  ks  usually  utterly  remorseless  in 
h.^deahn..  with  won...      I  suppose'you   thi^k  L  I 

said  Si Jard'  ^"'^"'"  ^^  ''''''^''''''  ^^ ^^  — n," 

PlanL  '"    ^''   '''°"^-      "'  ^'   "    sensualist,"   insisted 

"  Oh,  no.  Plank — not  that !  " 

"  A  sen-sualist.     His  sentimental  vanity  he  lavishes 
upon  Inmself-the  animal  in  him  on  won.en.     11^'^ 
tzon    born   of  self-consideration,   is   the  cautifn   of" 
beast.     Such  men  as  he  believe  they  Hve  in  the  f'cu 
of  a  mdhon  eyes.     Part  of  his  vanity  is  to  deceiv^  U  o 
eyes  and  be  what  he  is  under  the  mask  he  wear    ':  d 
That  i     Our;-   T''  ^:  *^^  -^^  --ter  of  caption 
mania."   ^  ""*'"•     '^^  ^°"^-^'  ^  »"«  -ono- 

"  ^.^«""ot  see  how  you  draw  that  conclusion." 
of  him"'        "  '  ^"^  "'"'  '^"^  -«%-every  inch 

"Oh,  come,  now!     Only  characters  in  fiction  have 
no  savmg  quahtjes.    You  never  heard  of  anybody  in    ea 
hfe  being  entirely  bad."  ' 

he  IS  kmd  to  valuable  annnals-I  mean,  his  own  " 

Good  to  ammals!    The  bad  man's  invarinhio  ch^^. 
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Whatd '"•  'r'"'^/™»«i-     "I'n>  kind  to  -en,,  too. 
Wiiat  else  is  he  good  to?  " 

left    not  one     He  .s  loyal  to  them  in  a  rare  way;  he 
filled  one  subsidiary  company  full  of  then,     It  is  known 
down  town  as  the  <  Hon,e  for  Destitute  Nephews.'  " 
good  !:r;'j'  """"'  ""=  -  -'  >■-  something 
"  Because  of  your  theory?  " 

^h.  "  ^^''    "^  ?'"^'''  *^"*  "°^^y  '^  ^"*^^^lv  bad.     So  do 
the  great  masters  of  fiction."  ^ 

Plank  said  pavely :  "  He  is  a  good  son  to  his  father. 
That  IS  perfectly  true-kind,  considerate,  dutiful,  loyaL 
The  financml  world  is  perfectly  aware  that  Stanlev 
Quarner  .s  to-day  the  most  unscrupulous  old  scoundrd 
who  ever  crushed  a  refinery  or  debauched  a  railroad' 
and  his   son   no  more  believes   it  than  he  credits  the 

Why  .hen  I  was  making  arrangements  for  that  chapel 
Quarner  canie  to  me,  very  much  perturbed,  because  he 

drat;  rl*''^'  '"  *'^  "^'"""^^  ^^^P^'«  ^-  the  ele! 
dral  had  been  arranged  for,  and  he  had  desired  to  build 
one  to    he  memory  of  his  father!     His  father^  Is^ 
It  awful  to  think  of!-a  cUpel  to  the  memo^' of  th 
of  kw.     r  r  '"^"^  legislatures,  the  cynical  defier 

and  stripped  the  orphan,  and  whose  only  match,  as  a 
great  unpunished  criminal,  was  that  sinister  littb  pre- 
decessor of  his,  who  dreamed  even  of  debauching  the 
executive  of  these  United  States! »  ^ 

Siward  had  never  before  seen  Plank  aroused,  and  he 
said  so,  smilmg.  '  * 

teml?''*  '"  *™','','  "^'^  ^^""'^  earnestly;  "  I  waste  little 
temper  over  my  hkes  and  dislikes.    But  what  I  know 
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and  what  I  legitimatelj  infer  concerning  the  younger 
Quarrier  is  enough  to  rouse  any  man's  anger.    I  won't 
tell  you  what  I  know.     I  can't.     It  has  nothing  to  do 
with  his  financial  methods,  nothing  to  do  with  this  busi- 
ness; but  it  is  bad— bad  all  through!     The  blow  his 
father  struck  at  the  integrity  of  the  bench  the  son  strikes 
at  the  very  key-stone  of  all  social  safeguard.    It  isn't  my 
business;  I  cannot  interfere;  but  Siward,  I'm  a  damned 
restless  witness,  and  the  old,  primitive  longing  comes 
back  on  me  to  strike— to  take  a  stick  and  use  it  to  splin- 
ters on  that  man  whom  I  am  going  down  town  to  politely 
confer  with !  .  .  .  And  I  must  go  now.    Good-bye. 
Take  care  of  that  ankle.     Any  books  I  can  send  you— 
anything  you  want.?    No.?    All  right.    And  don't  worry 
over  Amalgamated  Electric,  for  I  really  believe  we  are 
beginning  to  frighten  them  badly." 

"  Good-by-,"  said  Siward.  "  Don't  forget  that  I'm 
always  at  home." 

"  You  must  get  out,"  muttered  Plank ;  "  you  must 
get  well,  and  get  out  into  the  sunshine."  And  he  went 
ponderously  down-stairs  to  the  square  hall,  where  Gumble 
held  his  hat  and  gloves  ready  for  him. 

He  had  come  in  a  big  yellow  and  black  touring-car; 
and  now,  with  a  brief  word  to  his  mechanic,  he  climbed 
into  the  tonneau,  and  away  they  sped  down  town— a  glit- 
ter of  bull's-eye,  brass,  and  varnish,  with  the  mellow, 
horn  notes  floating  far  in  their  wake. 

It  was  exactly  four  o'clock  when  he  was  ushered  into 
Quarricr's  private  suite  in  the  great  marble  Algonquin 
Loan  and  Trust  Building,  the  upper  stories  of  which 
were  all  golden  in  the  sun  against  a  sky  of  sapphire. 

Quarrier  was  alone,  gloved  and  hatted,  as  though 
on  the  point  of  leaving.     He  showed  a  slight  surprise 
at  seeing  Plank,  as  if  he  had  not  been  expecting  him  • 
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blun'ily.™  '"''  '""  °'"'''''''  '  '^'-«."  observed  Plank 

.it  heels'"' PlaUrf^  "  "^'''^'^  "-•     "''U  you 
nere,  Mr.  Plank— for  a  ^nomenl "  -^ 

It  It  concerns  Inter-Countv  it  will  f  ■!,.  i„         .i 
a  moment— unless  von  ™„„  .  .  "S*'  """' 

Plank.     "  ShaUwr^rit  oVTr  *'"  """  "™'"  "« 

just"nt.»  "■"""  "'  '^'  '  ""  ««■"  »hort  of  time 

n..  Z™  '^on  rSrJ'io  Jeet:*"-^""'^  "^  »' 

sat  'or '  T^^e  llitt'rto'^H'""'  ^'f  ""  "'"  ""^ 
an  oaf  like  that  **  ^"^  "»  *P'''™<^y  with 

thirf  L'^i-'b:  tZtT^'jl  ""'''-'  "  ""• 

Have  you  considered™  "^  "    '°  ""^  *°8''"'"- 

''  No,  I  haven't,"  replied  Plank. 

other."  """"'  ^^  ^"^  '"^  ™  'o  '^y  t»  understand  each 
"  For  us!  "  asked  Plank,  raising  his  blond  eyebrows 

im^i2";r/-^'«^™'«^  E'«'-  »d  I"*erioX 
"I  mean  for  us,  personalis." 

"You  are  wasting  time  thinking  it,  Mr.  Quarri.r" 
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Quarrier^s  velvet-fringed  eyes  began  to  narrow,  but 
his  calm  voice  remained  unchanged:  "We  are  merely 
wasting  energy  in  this  duel,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  no;  I  don't  feel  wasted." 

"  We  are  also  wasting  opportunities,"  continued 
Quarner  slowly.  "  This  whole  matter  is  involving  us 
m  a  tangle  of  litigation  requiring  our  constant  effort, 
constant  attention." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Quarrier,  but  you  take  it 
too  seriously.  I  have  found,  in  this  affair,  nothing  ex- 
cept a  rather  agreeable  mental  exhilaration." 

"Mr.  Plank,  if  you  are  not  inclined  to  be  ser- 
ious  " 

*  J-'  J  '''"',",  ^^'^  ^^*"''  '°  savagely  that  Quarrier. 
startled,  could  not  doubt  him.  «  I  like  this  sort  of  thing. 
Mr.  Quarrier.  Anything  that  is  hard  to  overcome,  I 
like  to  overcome.  The  pleasure  in  life,  to  me,  is  to 
win  out.  I  am  fighting  you  with  the  greatest  possible 
satisfaction  to  myself." 

"Perhaps   you   see  victory  ahead,"   said  Quarrier 
calmly. 

"I  do,  Mr.  Quarrier,  I  do.    But  not  in  the  manner 
you  fear  I  may  hope  for  it." 

"  Do  you  mind  saying  in  what  manner  you  are  al- 
ready discounting  your  victory,  Mr  Plank.''  " 

"  No,  I  don't  mind  telling  you.  I  have  no  batteries 
to  mask.  I  don't  care  how  much  you  know  about  my 
resources;  so  Pll  tell  you  what  I  see,  Mr.  Quarrier.  I 
see  a  parody  of  the  popular  battle  between  razor-back 
and  rattler.  The  rattler  only  strives  to  strike  and  kill,  not 
to  swallow.  JVIr.  Quarrier,  that  old  razor-back  isn't 
going  home  hungry;  hut— he's  going  home." 

"  Pm  afraid  I  am  not  familiar  enough  with  the  nat- 
ural history  you  quote  to  foUow  you,"  said  Quarrier 
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Mr.  Quarter?  ••  "  ""^  P'"'"  ">  y". 

wouSTivl";  :"•«"'!,-'"'»-  "I  -peat  that  it 
-an^dtHat-^V""---^  -^^ou  a„H  J  ™ 

aftZ::...'"  '"'"^'''"'" "'"  ^'"''-  -'-e-  "Good 

•*It  has  been  discussed  sufBcientlj." 
^  Then  why  did  you  come  here?" 

are...!-;?,!:  "If^'/^'lT  ''^™'''  "^  -»  you  „a.I, 
"vT.A-\     '*°7  I  ""low,  and  so  do  you." 
you  desire  to  make  it  a  personal  matter' "  in 
qu.red  Quarter   in  a  low  voice,  his  face  del^  Thite  Tn 
the  hte  sunhght  .hich  iUuminated  the  room 

for  talking  shop.     Pm  a  shopkeeper    and  T'^   ■     T 

Gr.tr'  """  '  '^"^  »P^--^^^-  cuWifn! 
"Mr.  Plank » 

hpfn*!^''  ^""""''  I  ^«nt  to  tell  you  something.    Never 
before,  m  business  differences    hL  t.«V  ^    -3  . 

against  any  individual  inSed  or  mTd  fi%'^^'^^^^^ 
of  action       U  A  '"'^eriered  or  modified  my  course 

oi   action.     It  does  row;  but  it  does  not  dictate  mv 
policy  toward  you;  it  merely,  as  I  say,  modifies  ft      I 
am  perfectly  aware  of  what  T  «,«  a  ■         °,  ^^  "•     ^ 
J     ware  oi  wnat  X  am  domg;  what  social 
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dia&ster  I  am  inviting  by  tins  attitude  toward  you  per- 
sonally; what  financial  destruction  I  am  courting  in 
arousing  the  wrath  of  the  Algonquin  Trust  Company 
and  of  tliL  powerful  interests  intrenched  behind  Inter- 
County  Electric.  I  know  what  the  lobby  is;  I  know 
what  judge  cannot  be  counted  on;  I  know  my  peril 
and  my  chances,  every  one;  and  I  take  them — every- 
one. For  it  is  a  good  fight,  Mr.  Quarrier;  it  will  be 
talked  of  for  years  to  come,  wondcringly;  not  be- 
cause of  your  eflTrontery,  not  because  of  my  obstinacy, 
but  because  such  monstrous  immorality  could  ever  have 
existed  in  this  land  of  ours.  Your  name,  Harrington's, 
mine,  will  have  become  utterly  forgotten  long,  long  be- 
fore the  horror  of  these  present  conditions  shall  cease 
to  be  remembered." 

He  stretched  out  one  ponderous  arm,  pointing  full 
between  Quurrier's  unwinking  eyes. 

"  Take  your  fighting  chance— it  is  the  cleanest  thing 
you  ever  touched;  and  use  it  cleanly,  or  there'll  be  no 
mercy  shown  you  when  your  time  comes.  Let  the  courts 
alone— do  you  hear  me.?  Let  the  legislature  alone. 
Keep  your  manicured  hands  off  the  ermine.  And  tell 
Harrington  to  shove  his  own  cold,  splay  fingers  into  his 
own  pockets  for  a  change.  They'll  be  warmer  than  his 
feet  by  this  time  next  year." 

For  a  moment  he  towered  there,  powerful,  bulky, 
menacing;  then  his  arm  dropped  heavily— the  old  stolid 
expression  came  back  into  his  face,  leaving  it  calm,  bo- 
vine, almost  stupid  again.  And  he  turned,  moving  slowly 
toward  the  door,  holding  his  hat  carefully  in  his  gloved 
hand. 

Stepping  out  of  the  elevator  on  the  ground  floor 
he  encountered  Mortimer,  and  halted  instinctively.  He 
had  not  seen  MOTtimer  for  weeks;  neither  had  Leila; 
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^^  Oh,"  said  Mortimer,  "  j-ou  down  here?  " 
tiousi,  ^°"  "^^  *""  °'  '°'™''"  ""'^d  Pl«nk  cau- 

Mortimer  nodded,  and  started  to  pas,  on  toward  tho 
b.-on.e  cage  of  the  elevator,  but  something  s«m^  .^J 

Z^  'r  ""'''''  -y'  ^'  '^'''"i  '"»  pace,  turnip   and 

o7rr„"tir'""^'  "'"""'^ """  ™  '■•»  "■«^.:^:t:"p^ 

.nH'l^M*""'''.'  *"  P""'"*'  •'°'*"8  "■"■k  by  the  elbow 

tne  lobby,     I  meant  to  tell  you  something.    Come  over 
here  and  sit  down  a  moment." 

Still  grasping  Plank's  elbow  in  hi,  puffy  fingers    he 

llT         :;":  "■T"'  »  "'«*  »^«'  *"  «  cor„er^f  tt 
obby;  and  here  they  sat  down,  while  Mortimer  mopl 

^.^frhistrerh": '"  """'''-''"'•  -•--«  ^^  ^-^'^ 

once"  dlVp^"  ■■'  '"'"'  "'  P"""-''  yo-  -mething 

lesslai^r'  "  '*'''  "•"''•  ""'"  *>■'  '•'"»<'.  "pression- 
less  stare  of  an  overgrown  baby. 

"  Oh,  cut  that  out !    You  know  damn  well  I  did  •  and 
when  I  say  a  thing  I  make  good.    D'ye  see.'  " 

about."  ^"  "''  "™'''  ""'"'  y™  "-  talking 

Ha:.^^!  titer  Hal't  TI^  ""  f"  ^'"'• 
thingi  said  I  would..  T>:^XXX"  ZZ 
people  ask  you  everywhere'" 

BratefllTilw"  ""^Cl"'''  ^'""^  ''™"'^-  "  »  "■"  -"? 
Tu!  Le^y  ft""'  ""  be.  ...  Can  I  do  anything  fo^ 
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of  t^^ritvo^r'  '"f^""  "'the  implied  di.tru,. 
ol  the  punt,  of  hi.  motiVM;  and  Plank,  failing  to  .ton, 

killmg  at  De.n,ond's,  and,  a.  usual,  had  provided 
the  p,Jce  de  resistance  for  hi.  wft-voiced  host  Tl  he 
wanted  wa.  a  te„,pora,7  deposit  ,o  tide  ove  mat 'e^' 
He  had  never  approached  Plank  in  vain,  and  he^U  „M 

t^:  ""  "'"""  """  "  ^"'  ^Wt'o^td" 

wnttully  That  wdl  only  square  matters  with  De.- 
mond;  ,t  doesn't  leave  me  anything  to  go  orwilh" 
and  he  pocketed  his  cheque  with  a  scowl.  ' 

Plank  was  discreetly  silent. 

"  And  that  i.  not  what  I  chased  you  for.  either  •' 
contmued  Mortimer.  "  I  didn't  intend  to  say  InytHne 
about  Desmond;  I  wa.  going  to  fix  it  in  anofher  ^ly  S 
He  ca  t  an  .nvoluntaiy  and  sinister  glance  at  the  eleva- 
tors Rhdmg  ceaselessly  up  and  down  at  the  end  of  the 
rnkraSin""'"''"  *^"  "'^  --"■<«"«  eyes"  sfu^l;: 
"  B""ly,  old  boy,  I've  got  a  certain  mealv-faced 

>  7tr  :™rfT  '^r  "■""  ^°"'<' ""« ">  >-«- 1^-- 

>y  the  scruff  of  h.s  neck.     He's  fit  only  to  kick  •  and 
fT„?  .       i  ^  ^*  '°  '"  8°  °f  «"«"'  things"     Mor- 

things  that  L't  Jo:;'t^o'him^-r;  r[,r;o' 

ttytr'"™' •■''"    "P"- all  right.  .  .  .  One  of 
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Plank  looked  at  him. 

"  I  told  you  once  that  I'd  let  you  knoir  when  to 
«t€p  up  and  say  •  Good  evening'  didn't  I?" 

Plank  continued  to  stare. 

"Didn't  I?"  repeated  Mortimer  peevishly,  begin- 
lung  to  lose  countenance. 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  said  Plank,  "  and  I  don't 
think  I  want  to  understand  you." 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  demanded  Mortimer  thickly  • 
"don't  you  want  to  marry  that  girl!"  but  he  shrank 
dismayed  under  the  slow  blaze  that  lighted  Plank's  blue 
eyes. 

"All  right,"  he  stammered,  struggling  to  his  fat 
legs  and  instinctively  backing  away;  "I  thought  you 
meant  business.  I— what  the  devil  do  I  care  who  you 
marry !  It's  the  last  time  I  try  to  do  anything  for 
you,  or  foi  anybody  else!  Mark  that,  my  friend.  Pve 
plenty  to  worry  over;  I've  a  lot  to  keep  me  busy  with- 
out lying  awake  to  figure  out  how  to  do  kindnesses  to 
old  friends.     Damn  this  ingratitude,  anyway !  " 

Plank  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment;  the  anger  in 
his  face  had  died  out. 

"  I  am  not  ungrateful,"  he  said.  "  You  may  say 
almost  anything  except  that,  Leroy.  I  am  not  dis- 
loyal, no  matter  what  else  I  may  be.  But  you  have 
made  a  bad  mistake.  You  made  it  that  day  at  Black 
Fells  when  you  offered  to  interfere.  I  supposed  you 
understood  then  that  I  could  never  tolerate  from  any- 
body anything  of  such  a  nature.  It  appears  that  you 
didn't.  However,  you  understand  it  now.  So  let  us 
forget  the  matter." 

But  Mortimer,  keenly  appreciative  of  the  pleasures 
of  being  misunderstood,  squeezed  some  moisture  out  of 
his  distended  eyes,  and  sat  down,  a  martyr  to  his  emo- 
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tion«     "  To  think,    he  S^\^^^d^^^^i^^i^^ 

should  turn  on  me  like  this !  "  "* 

"  '  ^'f  "'*  "^««"  to.     Can't  jou  understand.  Leroy 
that  jou  hurt  me?  "  *  A-eroj, 

"YWvrh^"'\'^*°r'"^     ^°^''"^^     vindictively. 
\ouve  had   sensation   battered   out  of  you   by   this 

boosting  you  over  the  outworks.     Don't  play  that  old 

cou  dn  t.     Now   I   come  along  and   offer  to   put  you 

I    K?lr"    ^'"    '^^^^^    ^°»'-    »»"rt    feeling'      Oh 
splash!     There's  another  lady,  that's  all."      ^'  ' 

«  B^t  I  feVyVu— ^'''  '^'''  ^'^"'^'  ^«^^^"'"«- 
"Drop  it!"  snapped  Plank. 

fi„„"Lr'     *^"""     And  now  let  mc  ask  you  a  qu«. 

"  Zu?r"' ""'  «"'"«  "'■'"  I  ™t  you? " 

sullen^  ^''"  ""*"'  '"  ''"°''  '"'  "  "'■'"'  *'-•""'" 

of  H  T/'-  ''"  '""  >""'  ^"y-  "  y"  h-'ve  any  idea 
of  .donhfyng  yourself  with  Quarried  people,  of  slek^ 
.UK  hun,  at  th.,  juneture  with  the  expectaUon  of  nvestin, 
any  money  .„  h,s  schen.es,  you  had  better  not  do  so."  * 
Investing!"  sneered   Mortimer.      "  Well,  no     not 

:"ntd  '"nl""?  """"'T  '"  '"^'^''  "«""''  """r^ng 
sw.nd|,d  ,„(„  g  ^_^  Amalgamated  Electric  gang 

ni  H   T^-   ."  "l""^''  '"^  ^'•"'''"g  "lo-n  to  be  don! 
2  tl7  '"""'"  ""  "^  '^'  ""''  ^'«^«'  '»-"' 

fr-  l^'^'n"    '?'''    ^''"^-      "  ^hy.    man,    3,o„    can't 

for^     WI^T^r'     '^'""  "'"  ^'"'  '^I'  yo"  holdings 
for.     Why  d,da  t  you  come  to  us-to  me?    What's  the 
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me  of  going  to  Quarrier  now,  and  scolding?    You  can't 
scare  a  man  like  that." 

Mortimer  fairly  grinned  in  his  face. 
"  Your  big  mistake,"  he  sneered,  "  is  in  undervaluing 
others.     You  don't  think  I  amount  to  very  much,  do 
you,  Beverly?     But  I'm  going  to  try  to  take  care  of 
myself  all  the  same."    He  laughed,  showing  his  big  teeth, 
and  the  vanity  in  him  began  to  drug  him.     "  No,  you' 
think  I  don't  know  much.    But  men  like  you  and  Quar- 
rier will  damn  soon  find  out!     I  want  you  to  under- 
stand," he  went  on  excitedly,  forgetting  the  instinctive 
caution  which  m  saner  moments  he  was  only  too  certain 
that   his   present  business   required—"!   want  you    to 
understand  a  few  thi      s,  my  friend,  and  one  of  them 
IS  that  I'm  not  afraid  of  Quarrier,  and  another  is,  I'm 
not  afraid  of  you !  " 

"  Leroy^ " 

"  No,  not  afraid  of  you,  either!  "  repeated  Mortimer 
with  an  ugly  stare.  "  Don't  try  any  of  your  smug, 
amt-it-a-shame-he-drinks  ways  on  me,  Beverly'  I'm 
pttmg  tired  of  it;  I'm  tired  of  it  now,  by  God!  You 
keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head  after  this— do  you 
understand?— and  we'll  get  on  all  right.  If  you  don't, 
I  ve  the  means  to  make  you !  " 
"Are  you  crazy?" 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it !  Too  damn  sane  for  you  and  Leila 
to  hoodwink !  " 

"  You  are  crazy!  "  repeated  Plank,  aghast. 

"Am  I?  You  and  Leila  can  take  the  matter  into 
court,  if  you  want  to— unless  /  do.  And  "—here  he 
leaned  forward,  showing  his  teeth  again— « the  next 
time  you  kiss  her,  close  the  door\  " 

Then  he  went  away  up  the  marble  steps  and  entered 
an  elevator;  and  Plank,  grave  and  pale,  went  out  into 

400 


■jmmmmmmsw^^imimim^'i^mm 


•  '/l 


THE  ASKING   PRICE 

the  street  andwit^i^ThiTbi^^^^^^ 
up  town   and   through  thf  sunlit^plrk   gav     him   n" 
P  easure    and  he  entered  his  great  hCe  wfth  a tlvv 
W  less  step,  head  bent,  as  though  counting  evt;  etjce' 
n  the  stones  under  his  lagging  feet      For  fJ.n  7  7! 
-  all  his  life  he  was  afraid  of  a  man  '  *""' 

.      ■       . 

by  su  h  I  s^!  ;  TT^  *'''  ^^"*^^*"'""  »^^  --  «-king 
thpv         !  K  '^'*'""  °^  *  "'^""t^  that  he  realised 

they  must  have  passed  each   other  in  \h.  nl      ,^^ 

ascending  while  Quarrier  was  descending^  ^'"^*°"'  '^ 
Mortimer  turned  and  hurried  to  the  elevator  hon- 
ing to  come  up  with  Quarrier  in  tho  ^f.  J  ^ 
Dossihiv  Jr.  tl.  i  ^  '«"««iier  in  the  rotunda,  or 
possibly  ,n  the  street  outside;  but  he  was  too  late 
and    furious  to  think  of  the  time  he  had  wasted  wW.' 

take   iim   17'"'  't  \  '^"'^^"^  ^"^  ^«^«^  '^^^^ 
take   him   to   a   number   he  gave,  designating  one   of 

tl.  new  limestone  basement  houses  onihe  upper  weJ 

seat'^il  *^'  7^   "P  *°^"'  ^'   ^^  J°^t^   "bout  in   his 
feat,  he  angrily  regretted  the  meeting  with  Pl«nt 

m  spite  of  the  cheque     Wh«f  aT       J}  ^'  ^""^^ 

to  boast— to  aZ^  \-    u  "°"  ^""^  possessed  him 

necessitlp     pfZ   "^  *"\^r^  "*^^"  *^-^  ^^^  been  no 
a  criMs-had  always  been  ready.     Time  enough  when 

rt"n  Pl^^k    ,f  "?;^  "^^  P^-"---  time  enough 
when  Plank  attempted  to  dodge  him  to  employ  a  club 

And  now,  for  no  earthly  reason,  intoxicated  wkh  Ws' 
own  vamty,  catering  to  his  own  long-smouldering  ^e 
sentment,  he  had  used  his  club  on   f  willing  Ze^" 
deliberately  threatened  a  man  whose  gratitude  had  ^ 
good  for  many  a  cheque  yet 

"Ass  that  I  am!"  fumed  Mortimer;  "now  when 
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Vm  stuck  I'll  have  to  go  at  him  with  the  club,  if  I 
want   any    money   out    of  him.      Confound    him,    he's 
putting  me  in  a  false  position!     He's  trying  to  make 
It  look  like  extortion!     I  won't  do  it!     I'm  no  black- 
mailer!    I'll  starve,  before  I  go  to  him  again!     No 
blundering,  clumsy  Dutchman  can  make  a  blackmailer 
out  of  me  by  holding  hands  with  that  scoundrelly  wife 
of  mine!     That's  the  reason  he  did  it,  too!     Between 
hem  they  are  trying  to  make  my  loans  from  Plank  look 
like  blackmail!     It  would  serve  them  right  if  I  took 
them  up— if  I  called  their  bluff,  and  stuck  Plank  up  is 
earnest!    But  I  won't,  to  please  them !    I  won't  do  any 
dirty  thing  like  that,  to  humour  them !    Not  much !  " 

He  lay  back,  rolling  about  in  the  jouncing  cab. 
scowling  at  space. 

"Not  much!"  he  repeated.  "Til  shake  down 
Quarner,  though!  I'll  make  him  pay  for  his  treachery 
—scaring  me  out  of  Amalgamated !  That  will  be  resti- 
tution, not  extortion ! " 

He  was  the  angrier  because  he  had  been  for  days 
screwing  up  his  courage  to  the  point  of  seeking  Quar- 
ner face  to  face.  He  had  not  wished  to  do  it ;  the  scene, 
and  his  own  attitude  in  it,  could  only  be  repugnant  to 
hip,  although  he  continually  explained  to  himself  that 
it  was  restitution,  not  extortion. 

But  whatever  it  was,  he  didn't  like  to  figure  in  it, 
and  he  had  hung  back  as  long  as  circumstances  per- 
mitted. But  his  new  lodgings  and  his  new  friends  were 
expensive;  and  Plank,  he  supposed,  was  off  somewhere 
hshing;  so  he  hung  on  as  long  as  it  was  possible;  then, 
exasperated  by  necessity,  started  for  Quarrier's  office, 
only  to  miss  him  by  a  few  seconds  because  he  was  fool 
enough  to  waste  his  temper  and  his  opportunity  in 
making  an  enemy  out  of  a  friend! 
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"  Oh,"  he  r,ioaned,  «  what  an  ass  I  am' »     AnH  h 

rail   nf  fK       *    "^"^  *^-^  ^"r^^*  rich  mahogany  hand- 
rail  of  the  stairway;   elaborate   white  xn-iut   K  f 

"Anybody    l,„e?»   h.   growfcd,    ,«ri„g   i„t„    the 
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drawing-room  at  a  tiny  grand  piano  cased  in  unvar- 
nished Circassian  walnut. 

"  There  is  nobody  at  home,  sir,"  said  the  maid. 
"  Music  lesson  over?  " 
"  Yes,  sir,  at  three." 

He  began  to  ascend  the  stairway,  breathing  heavily, 
thud,  thud  over  the  deep  velvet  strip,  his  fat  hand 
grasping  the  banister  rail. 

Somewhere  on  the  second  floor  a  small  dog  barked, 
and  Mortimer  traversed  the  hall  and  opened  the  door 
into  a  room  hung  with  gold  Spanish  leather  and  pale 
green  curtains. 

"  Hello,  Tinto !  "  he  said  affably  as  a  tiny  Japanese 
spaniel  hurled  herself  at  him,  barking  furiously,  then 
began  writhing  and  weaving  herself  about  him,  gurgling 
recognition  and  welcome. 

He  sat  down  heavily  in  a  padded  easy-chair.  The 
spaniel  sprang  into  his  lap,  wheezing,  sniffling,  goggling 
its  protruding  eyes.  Mortimer  liked  the  dog,  but  he 
didn't  hke  what  the  owner  of  the  dog  said  about  the 
resemblance  between  his  own  and  Tinto's  eyes. 

"  Get  down!  "  he  said;  "  you're  shedding  black  and 
white  hairs  all  over  me."  But  the  dog  didn't  want  to 
get  down,  and  Mortimer's  good  nature  permitted  her  to 
curl  up  on  his  fat  kneef.  and  sleep  that  nervous,  twitch- 
ing sleep  peculiar  to  overpampered  toy  canines. 

The  southern  sun  was  warm  in  the  room;  the  win- 
dows open,  but  not  a  silken  hanging  stirred. 

Presently  another  maid  entered,  with  an  apple  cut 
into  thin  wafers  and  a  decanter  of  port;  and  Mortimer 
lay  back  in  his  chair,  sopping  his  apple  in  the  thick, 
crimson  wine,  and  feeding  morsels  of  the  combination 
to  himself  and  to  Tinto  at  intervals  until  the  apple  was 
nil  gone  and  the  decanter  three-fourths  empty. 
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what  snonW^^'uM  ^^T^L"""  ■"  ■*«""  '»  """^  ^''"^ 
hopped  do^  '  ^'"'°'  ""^  "'"•»">  8°t  "P  and 

inen,  straightenmfir  up  ^jth  an  pffn,^    „       *u- 
er,-^        •   °       f""'  ^*"y!     Don't  step  on  my  hat'" 

stu;ld?'at;„r" """ "' '-"'  "-^ » ''-  --^^'k-'-s 

I'v/'h"'""'/™  P™P''"'  •»  »M'  ""•"''d;  "I  <tueis 

onetp.t^:S!l-X"."z^^^^^^^^ 

the  window.     He  didn't  want  to  ^et  ud     buf  fh! 

in  the  society  he  now  arlnmo^        5-     ^'  ^^^"^^  '^' 

were  a^Lb'u^;  tf  "h""  d'T-t-  '"'■°-«'^'  ^°" 
Have  ,„n  .    „^„r  Mit;^:  ^°„;„^;^^l>„e.  Garca. 

Del  r  "I'''  'I'!'™  "'  McGowan-s  Pass,"  said  Mis, 

atar:;^"/t«j';;lr;^l^"''--- 

"Muddj.   gasoline,"   nodded   MiUbank   terselv-an 
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iron-jawed,  over-groomed  man  of  forty,  with  a  florid 
I  ace  shaved  blue. 

T    A'  ^'  P*"'!^,^'--  P^*"^'«  big  touring-car,"  observed 
Lydia  Vyse,  shafting  Tinto  to  the  couch  and  brushing 
the  black  and  whate  hairs  from  her  automobile  coat 
How  much  does  a  car  like  that  cost,  Leroy  ?  " 
"  About   twenty-five  thousand,"   he   said   gloomily. 
Then,  looking  up,  «  Hold  on,  Millbank,  don't  be  going! 
Why  can  t  you  all  dine  with  us?    Never  mind  your  car ; 
ours  ,s  all  right,  and  we'll  run  out  into  the  countrv  for 
dinner.    How  about  it.  Miss  Del  Garcia?  » 

But  both  Miss  Del  Garcia  and  Miss  Hutchinson  had 
;.ccepted  another  invitation,  in  which  Millbank  was  also 
included. 

They  stood  about,  veils  floating,  leather  decorated 
coats  thrown  back,  lingering  for  awhile  to  talk  the 
garage  talk  which  fascinates  people  of  their  type;  then 
Millbank  looked  at  the  clock,  made  his  adieux  to  £ydia, 
nodded  significantly  to  Mortimer,  and  foUowed  the 
others  down-stairs. 

There  was  something  amiss  with  his  motor,  for  it 
made  a  startling  racket  in  the  street,  finally  pluneinc 
forward  with  a  kick.  ** 

Lydia  laughed  as  the  two  young  girls  in  the  tonneau 
turned  to  nod  to  her  in  mock  despair;  then  she  came 
running  back  up-stairs,  holding  her  skirt  free  from  her 
hurrying  little  feet. 

"WeU?"  she  inquired,  as  Mortimer  turned  back 
trom  the  window  to  confront  her. 

"  Nothing  doing,  litUe  girl,"  he  said  with  a  sombre 
smile. 

She  looked  at  him,  slowly  divesting  herself  of  her 
light  leather-trimmed  coat. 

"  I  missed  him,"  said  Mortimer. 
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couch,  talcing  Ti„to  into  herifn     Sh  ""  °"  "" 

„  ?,  ""r^  '•.n,,-  repeated  Mortimer.     ^  "'°"™"'- 
^^  Can  t  j-ou  «e  him  to-morrow?  •'  she  asked 

1  suppose  TO,"  said  Mortimer  slowlv     "  nk   r     j, 
how  I  hate  this  business  '  •>  ^'       ^^'  ^^^ ' 

.aKc:"r'LXf""sheaJkT  "'^^T^    ""^f  '' 

Zp '"  "-"^  '-^■"  "■■'-»'"-  .«u  w^trrr;-: 

"Easy!    easy,    „ow!"    muttered    Mortimer-    "I'm 
going  to  shake  it  out  of  him      I  .«;^  r         ,V 
wiU."  •     ^  **'"  I  would,  and  I 

*' I  should  hope  so;  it»s  yours." 
Certainly  it's  mine.     I  wish  I'd  held  fast  nnw      T 

1  saw  hfm  J^7^tot7t:T'-''' 7''''"'''''*' 
fool  enough  to  cHmb  the  fiZ«e  vT^  '"/  '" 
little  girl."  ^  ^®  "*^  "ly  lesson, 

rivin^^^t''.^^"^'*  "°.*  'appearing,  and  his  own  valet  ar- 
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About  half  past  eight  they  dined  in  a  white  and 
pink  dining-room  furnished  in  dull  gray  walnut,  and 
served  by  a  stealthy,  white-haired,  pink-skinned  butler, 
cluefly  remarkable  because  it  seemed  utterly  impossible 
to  get  a  ghmpse  of  his  eyes.  Nobody  could  tell  whether 
there  was  anything  the  matter  with  them  or  not— and 
whether  they  were  only  very  deep  set  or  were  weak,  like 
an  albino's,  or  were  slightly  crossed,  the  guests  of  the 
house  never  knew.  Lydia  herself  didn't  know,  and  had 
given  up  trying  to  find  out. 

They  had  planned  to  go  for  a  spin  in  Mortimer's 
motor  after  dinner,  but  in  view  of  the  Quarrier  fiasco 
neither  was  in  the  mood  for  anything. 

Mortimer,  as  usual,  ate  and  drank  heavily.  He  was 
a  carnivorous  man,  and  liked  plenty  of  thick,  fat,  under- 
done meat.  As  for  Lydia,  her  appetite  was  as  erratic 
as  her  own  impulses.  Her  table,  always  wastefuUv 
elaborate,  no  doubt  furnished  subsistence  for  all  the  rela- 
tives of  her  household  below  stairs,  and  left  sufficient 
for  any  ambitious  butler  to  make  a  decent  profit  on. 

"  ^o  you  know,  Leroy,"  she  observed,  as  they  left 
the  table  and  sauntered  back  into  the  pale  blue  drawing- 
room,  "  do  you  know  that  the  servants  haven't  been 
paid  for  three  months?" 

"  Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  he  expostulated,  «  don't 
begin  that  sort  of  thing !  I  get  enough  of  that  at  home ; 
1  get  it  every  time  I  show  my  nose!  " 

"  I  only  mentioned  it,"  she  said  carelessly. 
«  I  heard  you  all  right.  It  isn't  any  pleasanter  for 
me  than  for  you.  In  fact,  I'm  sick  of  it ;  I'm  dead  tired 
ot  being  up  against  it  every  day  of  my  life.  When  a  man 
has  anything  somebody  gets  it  before  he  can  side-step. 
When  a  man's  dead  broke  there's  nobody  in  sight  to 
touch."  ® 
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back/^  ""  ^^^  ''"  opportunity  to  make  Howard  pay  you 
"  Didn't  I  tell  you  I  missed  him?  " 
"  n**  »♦  ^^**  *^^  ^°"  ^*""^  *°  ^°^  " 

T.7''2  ''*''  '''"°''"'  ""  eold  and  gr«„  room  above 
Lyd.a  began  pae,„g  the  length  of  a  beautiful  Ker™  „: 
•hah  rug-a  pale,  delicate  „,arvel  of  rose  and  gZ  o„ 
5,rtTe   ''^'^•^-'°"'y.  ""t  doomed  to  fadfToone 
.h^  l^"       '  """""  "■•""  '"^  "  -■'">  -»"-.  -Ik- 

Mortimer  had  not  responded  to  her  last  question 
She  sa,d  presently:  "You  have  never  told  me  how  vou 
intend  to  make  him  pay  you  back  "  ^ 

"  r''S''.r  i"'"''''"'  Mortimen  turning  very  red. 
I  said  that  you  haven't  yet  told  me  how  you  intend 

Z^u'       T^  "='""■  '^'  "'"""y  y"  '-'  through  h^ 
juggling  with  your  stock."  ^ 

m.r"  \fr'*  Tf^.   ''"^'^   ™y'"^^'"   ^^'"itt^d    Morti- 
mer,   still   overflushed.       « I   mean   to    put    it    to  him 

squarely    as  a  debt  of  honour  that  he  owes      I  asked 

me  not  to  He  is  morally  responsible.  Any  man 
who  would  sat  there  and  nod  monotonously  like  a  man- 
darin knowing  all  the  while  what  he  was  doing  to 
wreck  the  conripany,  and  let  a  friend  put  into  a  rotten 
concern   all   the   cash   he   could   scrapf  together,    is   a 

arab:4uL't\h:ru'r"    '"'    '''''   ^^"'^^"^   '''    '-' 

There  was  a  little  click  of  her  teeth  when  she  ended 

her  inspection  and  looked  across  at  Mortimer.     Some- 
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thing  in  her  expressionless  gaze  seemed  to  reassure  him. 
and  give  him  a  confidence  he  may  have  lacked. 

"  I  want  him  to  understand  that  I  won't  swallow  that 
sort  of  contemptible  treatment,"  asserted  Mortimer, 
lighting  a  thick,  dark  cigar. 

"I  hope  you'll  make  him  understand,"  she  said,  seat- 
ing hcrsef  and  resting  her  clasped,  brilliantly  ringed 
hands  in  her  lap.  * 

"  Oh,  I  will-never  fear!  He  lias  abused  mv  confi- 
dence abominably ;  he  has  practically  swindled  me,'Lvdia. 
Don't  you  think  so?  " 

She  nodded. 

"I'll  tell  him  so,  too,"  blustered  Mortimer,  shaking 
himself  into  an  upright  posture,  and  laying  a  pudg  * 
clinched  fist  on  the  table.  "  I'm  not  afraid  of  him .'  He'll 
find  that  out,  too.  I  Know  enough  to  stagger  him.  Not 
that  I  mean  to  use  it.  I'm  not  going  to  have  him  think 
that  my  demands  on  him  for  my  own  property  resemble 
extortion." 

"  Extortion.?  "  she  repeated. 

.  .."T^"-  ,.'  '^''"'*  "^^"^  ^'™  *o  think  I'm  trying  to 
intimidate  him.  I  won't  have  him  think  I'm  a  grafter- 
but  I've  half  a  mind  to  shake  that  money  out  of  him' 
in  one  way  or  another." 

He  struck  the  table  and  looked  at  her  for  further 
sign  of  approval. 

"  I'm  not  afraid  of  him,"  he  repeated.  "  I  wish  to 
God  he  were  here,  and  I'd  tell  him  so ! " 

She  said  coolly:  "I  was  wishing  that  too." 

For  a  while  they  sat  silent,  preoccupied,  avoiding  each 
other's  direct  gaze.  Wlien  she  rose  he  started,  watching 
her  m  a  dazed  way  as  she  walked  to  the  telephone. 

"  Shall  I?  "  she  asked  quietly,  turning  to  him,  her 
nand  on  the  receiver. 
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"Call  him  up.    Shall  I?" 

A  dull  throb  of  fright  puUed  through  him. 

'.  V"\'^l  ^°"/"  "°*  ''^™'<'  "^  him,  Uroy." 
aheadf"  ""'"'""'"■"'"'•••'''■"   "»'■     «" 

She  unhooked  the  receiver.     After  a  second  or  two 
her  low,  even  voice  sounded.    There  came  a  pause.    She 

tTht  z.  "Thi:"  *'" '"'""  "■^'^'  "■'  -^'-'  "kI^' 

i^mXt  '••  ■  ■    ^'  ""  "'™-     ^"^  "  "  ■>"  busines,  of 
TvttlttT    '"":  •  ■  •  ^'"y  "*"•  'hen;  you  may 

J^i  h";Ii;T""<'"»p"'""«"-h™-  • . .  yJ. 

r.w.%*  Mortlnle;.  ""'"'  "  '"  '"'  ">"  '<>'"'«'  ■»- 
!!  Won't  he  speak  to  you?  "  he  demanded. 

in  rt.        *°'"?  '°,''"''  ""*•     ""'''  »  nioment!"  and 
in  the  same  cahn,  abnost  childish  voice:  "  Oh,  Howard 

butt  r'  Jr-  '.""'""  '  ^'"""^  »»'  to  do™t 

am  I  to  Twh     "/'""^  '"'"^"«''  •  •  •  «^'".  "-a 
am  I  to  do  when  it  .s  necessary  to  talk  to  you?  .  . 

Ye.,  .t  IS  necessary!  ...  I  tell  you  it  is  necessary i 

L'  '  u'T  r"'"l  "  "  ""'  «>nvenient  for  you  to  Ulk 
to  me,  but  I  really  must  ask  you  to  Usten !  V„   r 

Jail  not  write.  I  want  to  talk  to  you  to-nightl^^^;' 
Yes,  you  may  come  here,  if  you  ca.^  to!  .  .  I  think 
you  had  better  come,  Howard.  .  .  .  Because  I  am  liable 
to  ™nta,„e  nngmg  your  telephone  until  you  are  willing 

mttmeV.\X'we;i.Ta  '"";  '  ""  ^^'''^ 
b      »  ^^y  ^^"'  ^  s"a"  expect  you.     Good- 

will 
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She    hung    up    the    receiver   and    turned    to    Mor- 
timer: 

"  He'«  coming  up  at  once.     Did  I  say  anything  to 
scare  him  particularly  ?  " 

uuT^"''  """*^'*  *"''''  "'  preaching,"  said  Mortimer; 
he  s  a  coward,  and  I'm  damned  glad  of  it,"  he  added 
naively,  relighting  his  cigar,  which  had  gone  out. 

"  If  he  comes  up  in  his  motor  he'll  be  here  in  a 
few  minutes,"  she  said.  "  Suppose  you  take  your  hat 
and  go  out.  I  don't  want  him  to  think  what  he  will  think 
if  he  walks  into  the  room  and  finds  you  waiting.  You 
have  your  key,  Leroy.  Walk  down  the  block ;  and  when 
you  see  him  come  in,  give  him  five  minutes." 

Her  voice  had  become  a  little  breathless,  and  her 
colour  was  high.  Mortimer,  too,  seemed  apprehensive. 
Things  had  suddenly  begun  to  work  themselves  out  too 
swiftly. 

"Do  you  think  that's  best?"  he  faltered,  lookina 
about  for  his  hat.  «  Tell  Merkle  that  nobody  has  been 
here,  if  Quarrier  should  ask  him.  Do  you  think  we're 
doing  it  in  the  best  way,  Lydia?  By  God,  it  smells  of 
a  put-up  job  to  me !  But  I  guess  it's  all  right.  It's 
better  for  me  to  just  happen  in,  isn't  it?  Don't  forget 
to  put  Merkle  wise." 

He  descended  the  stairs  hastily.  Merkle,  of  the 
invisible  eyes,  held  his  hat  and  gloves  and  opened  the 
door  for  him. 

Once  on  the  dark  street,  his  impulse  was  to  flee— 
get  out,  get  away  from  the  whole  business.  A  sullen 
shame  was  pumping  the  hot  blood  up  into  his  neck  and 
cheeks.  He  strove  to  find  an  inoffensive  name  for  what 
he  was  proposing  to  do,  but  ugly  terms,  synonym  after 
synonym,  crowded  in  to  characterise  the  impending 
procedure,  and  he  walked  on  angrily,  half  frightened, 
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looking  back  from  inon.cnt  to  moment  at  the  house  he 
hud  just  left. 

On  the  comer  he  halted  .  .  un^  spasmodlcnlly,  for 
he  had  struck  a  smarter  pace  than  he  had  been  aware  of 
Kw  people  passed  Imn.  Once  he  caught  a  glimmer 
of  a  pohcenum's  buttons  along  the  park  wall,  and  an 
unp  casan  sh.ver  passed  over  him.  At  the  same  nu,- 
ment  an  electnc  hansom  flew  noiselessl  -  past  hin.  He 
shrunk  back  into  th.  shadow  of  a  porte-cochere.'  The 
hanso,n  halted  l,efore  the  limestone  basement  house.  A 
ta  1  h^rure  oft  it,  stood  a  moment  in  the  n.iddle  of  the 
siJewa  k,  then  walked  quickly  to  the  front  door  It 
opened,  and  the  man  vanished. 

The  hansom  still  waited  at  the  door.  Mortimer,  his 
hands  shaking,  looked  at  his  watch  bj  the  light  of  the 
electnc  bulbs  flanking  the  gateway  under  which  he  stood 
There  was  not  much  time  in  which  to  make  up  his 
mmd,  yet  his  fright  was  increasing  to  a  pitch  which 
began  to  enrage  him  with  that  coward's  courage  which 
It  IS  nnpossible  to  reckon  with. 

He  had  missed  Quarrier  once  to-day  when  he  had 
been  keyed  to  the  encounter.     Was  he  going  to  n.iss  him 
again  through  sheer  terror?    Besides,  was  not  Quarrier 
a  coward.?     Besides,  was  it  not  his  own  money?     Had 
he   not   been   vilely    swindled    by   a   pretended    fnend? 
Urging,  lashing  himself  into  a  heavy,  shuffling  motion, 
he  emerged  from  the  porte-cochere  and  lurched  off  down 
he  street      No  time  to  think  now,  no  'ime  for  second 
thought,  for  hesitation,  for  weakness.     He  had  waited 
too  long  already.     He  had  waited  ten  minutes,  instead  of 
five.     Was  Quamer  going  to  escape  again?     Was  he 

going  to  get  out  of  the  house  before " 

Fumbling  with  his  latch-key,  but  with  sense  enouafe 
left  to  make  no  noise,  ..e  let  himself  in,  passed  silently 
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througli  the  reception-hall  and  up  to  the  drawing-room 
floor,  where  for  a  second  he  stood  listening.  Then  some- 
thing of  the  perverted  sportsman  sent  the  blood  quiver- 
ing into  his  veins.  He  had  him!  He  had  run  him  down ! 
The  game  was  at  bay. 

An  inrush  of  exhilaration  steadied  him.  He  laid  his 
hand  on  the  banister  and  mounted,  gloves  and  hat-brim 
crushed  in  the  other  hand.  When  he  entered  the  room 
he  pretended  to  see  only  Lydia. 

"Hello,  little  girl!"  he  said,  laughing,  "are  you 
surprised  to " 

At  that  moment  he  caught  sight  of  Quarrier,  and 
the  start  he  gave  was  genuine  enough.  Never  had  he 
seen  in  a  man*s  visage  such  m  hitc  concentration  of  anger. 

"Quarrier!"  he  stammered,  for  his  acting  was  be- 
coming real  enough  to  supplant  art. 

Quarrier  had  risen ;  his  narrowing  eyes  moved  from 
Mortimer  to  Lydia,  then  reverted  to  the  man  in  the  com- 
bination. 

"  Rather  unexpected,  isn't  it?  "  said  Mortimer,  stor- 
ing at  Quarrier. 

"  Is  it.?  "  returned  Quarrier  in  a  low  voice. 

"  I  suppose  so,"  sneered  Mortimer.  "  Did  you  ex- 
pect to  find  me  here.?  " 

"  No.  Did  you  expect  to  find  me.?  "  asked  the  other, 
with  emphasis  unmistakable. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  demanded  Mortimer 
hoarsely.  "  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  asking  me 
if  I  expected  to  find  you  here?  If  I  had,  I'd  not  have 
travelled  down  to  your  office  to-day  to  see  vou:  I'd 
have  come  here  for  you.  Naturally  people  suppose  that 
an  engaged  man  is  likely  to  give  up  this  sort  of  thing." 

Quarrier,  motionless,  white  to  the  lips,  turned  liis 
eyes  from  one  to  the  other. 
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*It  doesn't  look  very  well,  does  it?"  asked  Morti- 
mer; and  he  stood  there,  smiling,  danger  written  all  over 
him.  It  8  beginning  rather  early,"  he  continued,  with  a 
sneer.  «  Most  engaged  men  with  a  conscience  wait  until 
they  re  married  before  they  return  to  the  gay  and 
frivolous.  But  here  you  are,  it  seems,  handsome,  jolly, 
and  irresistible  as  ever!  "  •*     ^» 

Quarrier  looked  at  Lydia,  and  his  lips  moved:  «  You 
asked  me  to  come,"  he  said. 

"  No;  you  offered  to.    I  wished  to  talk  to  you  over 
the  wire,  but  "-her  lip  curled,  and  she  shrugged  her 

other  "~"  ^°"  '^""^"^  '°  ^  ^^''*'''  °^  soinething  or 

"  I  couldn't  talk  to  you  in  my  own  house,  with  guests 
m  the  room." 

"Why  not?  Did  I  say  anything  your  fashionable 
guests  might  take  exception  to?  Am  I  likely  to  do 
anything  of  that  kind?— you  coward!  " 

Quarrier  stood  very  still,  then  noiselessly  turned  and 
made  one  step  toward  the  door. 

"  One  moment,"  interposed  Mortimer  blandly.  '*  As 
long  as  I  traveUed  down  tovn  to  see  you,  and  find  you 
here  so  unexpectedly,  I  may  as  well  take  advantage  of 
this  opportunity  to  regulate  a  little  matter.  You  don't 
mmd  our  talking  shop  for  a  moment,  Lydia?  Thank 
you.  It's  just  a  little  business  matter  between  Mr.  Quar- 
ner  and  myself— a  matter  concerning  a  few  shares  of 
stock  which  I  once  held  in  one  of  his  companies,  bought 
at  par,  and  tumbled  to  ten  and—  What  is  the  fraction. 
Quarrier?    I  forget." 

Quarrier  thought  deeply  for  a  moment;  then  he 
raised  his  head,  looking  full  at  Mortimer,  and  under  his 
silky  beard  an  edge  of  teeth  glimmered.  «  Did  you  wish 
me  to  take  back  those  shares  at  par?  "  he  asked. 
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"Exactly!  I  knew  you  would!  I  knew  you'd  see 
It  in  that  way !  »  cried  Mortimer  heartily.  "  Confound 
It  all,  Quarrier,  I've  always  said  you  were  that  sort  of 
man— that  you'd  never  let  a  friend  in  on  the  top  floor, 
and  kick  him  clear  to  the  cellar!  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
I  sold  out  at  ten  and  three-eighths.  Wait!  Here's  a 
pencil.  Lydia,  give  me  that  pad  on  your  desk.  Here 
you  are,  Quarrier.  It's  easy  enough  to  figure  out  how 
much  you  owe  me." 

And  as  Quarrier  slowly  began  tracing  figures  on  the 
pad,  Mortimer  rambled  on,  growing  more  demonstrative 
and  boisterous  every  moment.  "It's  white  of  you, 
Quarrier— I'll  say  that !  Legally,  of  course,  vou  could 
laugh  at  me;  but  I've  always  said  your  business  con- 
science would  never  let  you  stand  for  this  sort  of  thing 

*  You  can  talk  and  talk,'  I've  told  people,  many  a  time, 

♦  but  you'll  never  convince  me  that  Howard  Quarrier 
hasn't  a  heart.'  No,  by  jinks!  they  couldn't  make  me 
believe  it.  And  here's  my  proof— here's  my  vindication! 
Lydia,  would  youTnind  hunting  up  that  cheque-book 
I  left  here  before  dinn " 

He  had  made  a  mistake.  The  girl  flushed.  He 
choked  up,  and  cast  a  startled  glance  at  Quarrier.  But 
Quarrier,  if  he  heard,  made  no  motion  of  understanding. 
Perhaps  it  had  not  been  necessary  to  convince  him  of 
the  conspiracy. 

When  he  had  finished  his  figures  he  reviewed  them, 
tracing  each  total  with  his  pencil's  point;  then  quietly 
handed  tlie  pad  to  Mortimer  who  went  over  it,  and  nodded 
that  it  was  correct. 

Lydia  rose.  Quarrier  said,  without  looking  at  her: 
"  I  have  a  blank  cheque  with  me.  May  I  use  one  of 
these  pens  ?  " 

So  he  had  brought  a  cheque !    Had  he  supposed  that 
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a  cheque  might  be  necessary  when  Ljdia  called  him  u7' 
V\  as  he  prepared  to  meet  any  demand  of  hers,  too,  even 
before  Mortimer  appeared  on  the  scene? 

"As  long  as  you  have  a  cheque  with  you,  Howard," 
said  Lydia  quietly,  "  suppose  you  simply  add  to  Mr 
Mortimer's  amount  what  you  had  intended  to  offer  me»  " 
He  stared  at  her  without  answering. 
"  That  little  remembrance  for  old  time's  sake.    Don't 
you  recollect.'' " 

"  No,"  said  Quarrier. 

"Why,  Howard!  Didn't  you  promise  me  all  sorts 
of  things   when   I  wanted  to  go  to  your  friend  Mr. 
bnvard,  and  explain  that  it  was  not  his  fault  I  got  into 
the  Patroons  Club.'     Don't  you  remember  I  felt  dread- 
fully that  he  was  expelled— that  I  was  simply  wild  to 
wnte  to  the  governors  and  tell  them  how  I  took  Mcrkle's 
clothes  and  drove  to  the  club  and  waited  until  I  saw  a 
lot  of  men  go  in,  and  then  crowded  in  with  the  push? " 
Morbmer  was  staring  at  Quarrier  out  of  his  pro- 
truding eyes.    The  girl  leaned  forward,  deliberate,  self- 
possessed,  the  red  lips  edged  with  growing  scorn. 

"  TAo/  was  a  dirty  trick ! "  said  Mortimer  heavilv. 
He  took  the  pad,  added  a  figure,  passed  it  to  Lydi'a, 
and  she  coolly  wrote  a  total,  underscoring  it  heavily. 
"  That  is  the  amount,"  she  said. 
Quarrier  looked  at  the  pad  which   she  had  tossed 
upon  the  desk.     Then  he  slowly  wetted  his  pen  with 
ink,  and,  laying  the  loose  cheque  flat,  began  to  fill  it 
m.     Afterward  he  dried  it,  and,  reading  it  carefully 
pushed  it  aside  and  rose. 

"  It  wouldn't  be  advisable  for  you  to  stop  payment, 
you  know,"  observed  Mortimer  insolently,  lying  back  in 
his  chair  and  stretching  his  legs. 

"  I  know,"  said  Quarrier,  pausing  to  turn  on  them 
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a  deathly  stare.  Then  he  went  away.  After  awhile  they 
heard  the  door  close.  But  there  was  no  sound  from  the 
electric  hansom,  and  Mortimer  rose  and  walked  to  the 
window. 

"  He's  gone,"  he  said. 

Lydia  stood  at  the  desk,  examining  the  cheque. 

"  We  ought  to  afford  a  decent  touring-car  now," 
she  suggested—"  like  that  yellow  and  black  Scrin-Chan- 
teur  car  of  Mr.  Plank's." 
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fK  ?'?/?*'  "l^,'"^  ^'^'^  ^'"  '^""^^  '"  J«n^'  driving 
the  last  fashionable  loiterer  into  the  country,  continued 

fiercely  throughout  July.  August  was  stifling;  the 
chestnut  leaves  in  the  parks  curled  up  and  grew  brittle; 
the  ehns  were  blotched;  brown  stretches  scarred  the 
lawns;  the  blazing  colour  of  the  geranium  beds  seemed 
to  intensify  the  heat,  like  a  bed  of  living  coals. 

Nobody  who  was  anybody  remained  in  town— 
except  some  wealthy  business  men  and  their  million 
odd  employes;  but  the  million,  being  nobodies,  didn't 
count. 

Nobody  came  into  town;  that  is  to  say  that  a  mil- 
lion odd  strangers  came  as  usual,  swelling  the  sweltering, 
resident  population  sufficiently  to  animate  the  main  cora- 
mercial  thoroughfares  morning  and  evening,  but  they 
didnt  count;  the  money  they  spent  was,  however,  very 
carefully  counted.  ^ 

The  fashionable  columns  of  the  newspape  informed 
the  fashionable  ex-urbanated  that  the  city  was  empty- 
though  the  East  Side  reeked  like  a  cattle-pen,  a.?  an- 
other milhon  or  two  gasped  on  the  hot,  tin  roofs  under 
the  stars,  or  buried  their  dirty  faces  in  the  parched 
park  grass. 

What  the  press  meant  to  say  was  that  the  wealthy 
section  of  the  city  within  the  shadow  of  St.  Patrick', 
twin  white  spires  and  north  of  Fifty^ninth  Street  wot 
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as  empty  and  silent  as  an  abandoned  gold-mine.  Which 
was  true.  Miles  of  elaborate,  untenanted  dwellings 
glimmered  blank  under  the  moon  and  stood  tomb-like  in 
barren  magnificence  against  the  blazing  blue  of  noon. 
Miles  of  plate-glass  windows,  boarded,  or  bearing  be- 
tween lowered  shade  and  dusty  pane  the  significant 
parti-coloured  placard  warning  the  honest  thief,  stared 
out  at  the  heated  park  or,  in  the  cross  streets,  con- 
fronted each  other  with  inert  hauteur,  awaiting  the 
pleasure  of  their  absent  owners. 

The    humidity    increased;    the    horses'   heads   hung 
heavily   under  their  ridiculously  pitiful  straw  bonnets. 
When   the  sun  was  vertical   nobody  stirred;  when  the 
bluish  shadows  began  to  creep  out  o\'er  baked  sidewalks, 
broadening  to  a  strip  of  superheated  shade,  a  few  stirred 
abroad  in  the  deserted  streets;  here  a  policeman,  thin 
blue  summer  tunic  open,  helmet  in  hand,  swabbing  the 
sweat  from  forehead  and  neck ;  there  a  white  uniformed 
street   sweeper  dragging   his   rubber-edged   mop  or  a 
section    of   wet   hose;   perhaps   a   haggard    peddler   of 
lemonade  making  for  the  Park  wall  around  the  Metro- 
pohtan   Museum   where,   a   little  later,  the   East   Side 
would  venture  out  to  sit  on  the  benches,  or  the  great 
electric  tourists'  busses  would  halt  to  dump  out  a  living 
cargo— perhaps  only  the  bent  figure  of  a  woman,  very 
shabby,  very  old,  dragging  her  ancient  bones  along  the 
silent  splendour  of  Fifth  Avenue,  and  peering  about  the 
gutters  for  something  she  never  finds— always  peering, 
always  mumbling  the  endless,  wordless,  soundless  miser- 
ere  of  the  poor. 

Quarrier's  huge  limestone  mansion,  looming  golden 
in  the  sun,  was  tenantless;  its  owner,  closing  even  The 
Sedges  his  Long  Island  house,  and  driven  northward 
tor  a  breath  of  air,  was  expected  at  Shotover. 
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The  house  of  Mrs.  Mortimer  was  closed  and  boarded 
up;  the  Caithness  mansion  was  closed;  the  Ferralls'  the 
Bonnesdels',  the  Pages',  the  Shannons',   Mrs.  Venden- 
nmg's   all  were  sealed  up  like  vaults.     A  caretaker  ap- 
parently guarded  Major  Belwether's  house,  peeping  out 
at  intervals  from  behind  the  basement  windows.     As  for 
Plunk  s  great  pile  of  masonry,  edging  the  ouhr  Hun- 
dreds m  the  north,  several  lighted  windows  were  to  be 
seen  in  it  at  night,  and  a  big  yellow  and  black  touring- 
car  whizzed  down  town  from  its  bronze  gateway  evenr 
morning  with  perfect  regularity. 

For  there  was  a  fight  on  that  had  steadily  grown 
hotter  with  the  weather,  and  Plank  had  little  time  to 
concern  himself  with  the  temperature  or  to  mop  his  red 
features  over  the  weatl    r  bureau  report.     Harrington 
and  Quarrier  were  after  him,  horse,  foot,  and  dragoons; 
Harrington  had  even   taken  a   house  at  Seabright  in 
order  to  be  near  in  person;  and  Quarrier's  move  from 
Long  Island  to  Shotover  House  was  not  as  flippant  as 
It  might  appear,  for  he  had  his  private  car  there  and 
a  locomotive  at  Black  Fells  Crossing  station,  and  he  was 
withm  striking  distance  of  Rochester,  Utica,  Syracuse 
and    Albany.      Which    was   what   Harringtx,n   thought 
necessary. 

The  vast  unseen  machinery  set  in  motion  by  Har- 
rington and  Quarrier  had  begun  to  grind  in  MaV;  and, 
at  the  first  audible  rumble,  the  aspect  of  things  finan- 
cial m  the  country  changed.  A  few  industrials  began 
to  rocket,  nobody  knew  why;  but  the  market's  first 
tremor  left  it  baggy  and  spineless,  and  the  reaction, 
alre^idy  overdue,  became  a  sodden  and  soggy  slump, 
rsobcdy  knew  why. 

The  noise  of  the  fray  in  the  papers,  which  had  first 
excited  then  stunned  the  ot.t.idc  public,  continued  in  a 
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delirium  of  rumour,  report,  forecast,  and  summing  up 
at  the  wcek*s  end. 

Scare  heads,  involving  everybody  and  everything, 
from  the  District-Attorney  to  Plank's  office  boy,  suc- 
ceeded one  another.     Plank's  name  headed  column  after 
column.     Already  becoming  familiar  in  the  society  and 
financial  sections,  it  began  to  appear  in  neighbouring 
paragraphs.     Who  was  Plank?     And  the  papers  told 
people  with  more  or  less  inaccuracy,  humour,  or  sarcasm. 
What  was  he  trying  to  do?     The  papers  tried  to  tell 
that,  too,  making  a  pretty  close  guess,  with  comments 
good-natured  or  ill-natured  according  to  circumstances 
over    which    somebody    ought    to    have    some    control. 
What  was  Harrington  trying  to  do  to  Plank— if  he 
was  trying  to  do  anything?      They  told  that  pretty 
clearly.      What  was  Quarrier  going  to  do  to  Plank? 
That,    also,   they   explained    in   lively   detail.      A    few 
clergymen  who  stuck  to  their  churches  began  to  volun- 
teer pulpit  opinions  concerning  the  ethics  of  the  battle. 
A  minister  who  was  generally  supposed  to  make  an  un- 
mitigated nuisance  of  himself  in  politics  dealt  Plank 
an  unexpected  blow  by  saying  that  he  was  a  "  hero." 
Some  papers  called  him  "  Hero  "  Plank  for  awhile,  but 
soon  tired  of  it  or  forgot  it  under  the  stress  of  the  in- 
creasing heat. 

Besides  Plank  scarcely  noticed  what  the  press  said 
of  him.  He  was  Uui  busy;  his  days  were  full  days, 
brimming  over  deep  into  the  night.  Brokers,  lawyers, 
sycophants,  tipsters,  treacherous  ex-empIoy^s  of  Quar- 
rier, detectives,  up-State  petty  officials,  lobbyists  from 
Albany,  newspaper  men,  men  from  Wall  Street,  Broad 
Street,  Mulberry  Street,  Forty-second  Street— all  these 
he  saw  in  units,  relays,  regiments— either  at  his  offices 
or  after  dinner— and  sometimes  after  midnight  in  his 
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own  house.  And  these  were  only  a  few,  picked  from 
the  interested  or  disinterested  thousands  who  besieged 
him  with  advice,  importunity,  threats,  and  attempted 
blackmail.  And  he  handled  them  all  in  turn,  stolidly 
but  with  decision.  His  obstinate  under  lip  protruded 
further  and  further  with  rare  recessions ;  his  heavy  head 
was  like  the  lowered  head  of  a  bull.  Undaunted',  inex- 
orable, slow  to  the  verge  of  stupidity  at  times,  at  times 
swift  as  a  startled  tiger,  this  new,  amazing  personality 
steadily  developing,  looming  higher,  heavier,  athwart 
the  financial  horizon— in  stature  holding  his  own  among 
giants,  then  growing,  gradually,  inch  by  inch,  domi- 
nated his  surrounding  level  sky  line. 

Th<^  youth  in  him  was  the  tragedy  to  the  old;  the 
«adden  silence  of  the  man  the  danger  to  the  secretive. 
Harrington  was  already  an  old  man;  Quarrier's  own 
weapon  had  always  been  secrecy ;  but  the  silence  of  Plank 
confused  him,  for  he  had  never  learned  to  parry  well 
another's  use  of  his  own  weapon.  The  left-handed 
swordsman  dreads  to  cross  with  a  man  who  fights  with 
the  left  hand.  And  Harrington,  hoary,  seamed,  scarred, 
maimed  in  onsUughts  of  long  forgotten  battles,  looked 
long  and  hard  upon  this  weird  of  his  own  dead  youth 
which  now  rose  towering  to  confront  him,  menacing 
him  with  the  armed  point  of  the  same  shield  behind 
which  he  himself  had  so  long  found  shelter— the  Law ! 

The  closing  of  the  courts  enforced  armed  truces 
along  cerUin  lines  of  Plank's  battle  front;  the  adjourn- 
ment of  the  legislature  emptied  Albany.  Once  it  was 
rumoured  that  Plank  had  passed  an  entire  morning  with 
the  Governor  of  the  greatest  SUte  in  the  Union  and  that 
the  conference  was  to  be  repeated.  A  swarm  of  news- 
paper men  settled  about  the  Governor's  summer  cottage 
at  Saratoga,  but  they  learned  nothing,  nor  could  they 
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find  a  trace  of  Plank's  tracks  in  the  trodden  trails  of 
the  great  Spa. 

Besides,  the  racing  had  begun ;  Desmond,  Bu  bank, 
Sneed,  and  others  of  the  gilded  guild  had  opened  new 
club-houses;  the  wretched,  half-starved  natives   in  the 
surrounding  hills  were  violating  the  game-laws  to  dis- 
tend the  paunches  of  the  overfed  with  five-inch  trout- 
Imgs   and   grouse   and   woodcock    slaughtered   out   of 
season ;  so  there  was  plenty  of  copy  for  newspaper  men 
without  the  daily  speculative  paragraph  devoted  to  the 
doings  of  Beverly  Plank.    Some  acandal,  too— but  news- 
papers never  touch  that;  and  after  all  it  was  nobody's 
affair  that  Leroy  Mortimer  drove  a  large  yellow  and 
black  Serin-Chanteur  touring-car,  new  model,  all  over 
Saratoga  county.     Perhaps  the  similarity  of  machines 
gave  rise  to  the  rumour  of  Plank's  presence;  perhaps 
not,  because  the  car  was  often  driven  by  a  tall,  slender 
girl  with  dark  eyes  and  hair;  and  nobody  ever  saw  that 
sort  of  pretty  woman  in  Plank's  Serin,  or  saw  Leroy 
Mortimer  for  many  days  without  a  companion  of  that 
species. 

Mortimer's  health  was  oxcellent.  The  races  had  not 
proved  romunerfitive  however,  and  his  new  motor-car  was 
horribly  expensive.  So  was  Lydia.  And  he  began  to 
be  seriously  afraid  that  by  the  end  of  August  he  would 
be  obliged  to  apply  to  Quarrier  once  more  for  some  slight 
temporary  token  of  that  gentleman's  goodwill.  He  told 
Lydia  this,  and  she  seemed  to  agree  with  him.  This 
pleased  him.  She  had  not  pleased  him  very  much  re- 
cently. For  one  thing  she  was  becoming  too  friendly 
with  some  of  his  friends— Desmond  in  particular. 

Plank,  it  was  known,  had  opened  his  great  house 
at  Black  Fells.  His  servants,  gamekeepers,  were  there- 
his  stables,  kennels,  greenhouses,  model  stock-farm— ali 
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Imd  been  put  in  immaculate  condition  pending  the  ad- 
vent of  the  master.  But  Plank  had  not  appeared ;  his 
new  sea-going  steam  yacht  still  lay  in  the  Eas*  Hiver, 
and,  at  rare  intervals,  a  significant  glimmer  of  bunting 
disclosed  the  owner's  presence  aboard  for  an  hour  or 
two.  That  was  all,  however;  and  the  cliff-watchers  at 
Shotover  House  and  the  Fells  looked  seaward  iti  vain 
for  the  big  Siwanoa,  as  yacht  after  yacht,  heralded 
by  the  smudge  on  the  horizon,  turned  from  ix  gray 
speck  to  a  white  one,  and  crept  in  from  the  sea  to 
anchor. 

The  Ferralls  were  at  Shotover  with  their  first  in- 
stalment of  guests.  Sylvia  was  there,  Quarrier  ex- 
pected— because  Kemp  Ferrall's  break  with  him  was  not 
a  social  one,  and  Grace's  real  affection  for  Sylvia  blinded 
neither  her  nor  her  husband  to  the  material  and  social 
importance  of  the  intimacy.  Siward  was  not  in'ited; 
neither  had  an  invitation  to  him  been  even  discussed  in 
view  of  what  Grace  was  aware  of,  and  what  everybody 
knew  concerning  the  implacable  relations  existing  be- 
tween him,  personally,  and  Howard  Quarrier. 

Bridge,  yaf  hting,  and  motoring  were  the  August 
sports :  the  shooting  set  had  not  yet  arrived,  of  course ; 
in  fact  there  was  still  another  relay  expected  before  the 
season  opened  and  brought  the  shooting  coterie  for  the 
first  two  weeks.  But  Sylvia  was  expected  to  last 
through  and  hold  over  with  a  brief  interlude  for  a  week's 
end  at  Lenox.  So  was  Quarrier;  and  Grace,  always 
animated  I)y  a  lively  but  harmh  ,  malice,  hoped  to 
Heaven  that  Plank  mipht  arrive  before  Quarrier  left, 
because  she  adored  the  tension  of  situations  and  was 
delightedly  persuaded  that  Plank  was  nore  than  able 
to  hold  his  own  with  her  irritating  cousin. 

"  Oh,  to  see  them  together  in  a  small  room,"  she 
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•ighcfl  fcstaticallj  m  SylviaN  ear;  «  Fd  ccrtainlv  poke 
them  up  if  they  only  turned  around  Hulkily  in  the  cor- 
ners of  the  ca^o  and  evinced  a  desire  to  lie  down." 

"  What  a  mischief-maker  you  are,"  said  Sylvia  list- 
lessly :  and  though  Grace  became  very  vivacious  in  de- 
scnbinK  her  plans  to  extract  amusement  out  of  Plank's 
hoped-for  presence  Sylvia  remained  uninterested 

There  seemed,  in  fact,  little  to  interest  her  that  sum- 
mer at  Shotover  House;  and,  though  she  never  refused 
any  plans  made  for  her,  and  her  attitude  was  one  of 
quiet  acqiuescence  always-she  never  expressed  a  pref- 
erence for  anything,  a  desire  to  do  anything;  and,  if 
let  alone,  was  prone  to  pace  the  cliffs  or  stretch  her 
Sim.,  rounded  body  on  the  sand  of  some  little,  sheltered, 
crescent  beach,  apparently  content  with  the  thunderous 
calm  of  sea  and  sky. 

Her  interest,  too,  in  people  had  seemingly  been  ex- 
tinguished.    Once  or  twice  she  did  inquire  as  to  Marion's 
whereabouts,  and  learned  that  Miss  Page  was  fishing 
m    Minnesota   somewhere   but    would    return    to    Shot- 
over  when  the  shooting  opened.       Somebody,  Captain 
Voucher,  perhaps,  mentioned  to  somebody  in  her  hear- 
ing that  Siward  was  still  in  New  York.     If  she  heard 
she  made  no  sign,  no  inquiry.     The  next  morning  she 
renmmed  abed  with  a  headache,  and  Grace  motoml  to 
Wondover  without  her;  but  Sylvia  spent  the  balance  of 
the  day  on  the  chffs,  and  played  Bridge  with  the  devil's 
own  luck  till  dawn,  piling  up  a  score  that  staggered 
Mr.  Fleetwood,  who  had  been  instructing  her  in  adver- 
sary play  a  day  or  two  before. 

The  hot  month  dragged  on;  Quarrier  came;  Agatha 
Caithness  arrived  a  few  days  later-scheme  of  the  Fer- 
ralls  involving  Alderdene  !-but  the  SUcama  did  not 
come,  and  Plank  remained  invisible.    Leila  Mortimer  ar- 
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rivcd  from  Swan's  Harbour  toward  tho  middle  of  the 
month,  offering  no  information  a«  to  the  whereabout,  of 
what  Major  BcJwether  delicately  desi|^nated  as  her  "  le- 
gitimate."    But  everybody  knew  he  wus  at  last  to  be 
crossed  off  and  struck  clean  out,  and  the  uglv  history 
of  the  wmter,  now  so  impudently  corroborated' at  Sara- 
toga, gave  many  «  hostess  the  opportunity  long  desired 
Mortmier,  as  f       ..  \\^  own  particular  circle  was  con- 
cerned, was  c?.»wr     n-l  ou   ,  f    Ha,  accepted  as  a  matter 
of  course  with.  „t  hin.    ,.,niu    1  quietly  uncommunica- 
tive     If  fhe  ouf  vT-rJ   pny.„-     change  in  her  was  .lue 
to  her  m.nt..  ,uj,turo  p.oph     ..ought  it  was  well  that 
It    had   c.  uu'   „     r  ,..       f.-r    ,].,   bloomed    like   a    lovely 
exotic;  a.  ,j  hn     ,iou.-t,.   md  cMthuhiasms,  and  the  frag- 
rant  freshncrs  ot    Ikt  a  ..loping  attitude  toward   the 
world  first  disccTH    .  d,  tiur  amused,  then  touched  those 
Who  had  supposea  u.Lu.scives  to  be  so  long  a  buckler  for 
her  foibles  and  a  shield  for  her  caprice. 

,  "Gad,"  said  Aid, rr;ene,  "  she's  well  rid  of  him  if 
he  8  been  choking  her  this  long-the  rank,  rotten  weed 
that  he  IS,  sapping  the  life  from  her  so  when  she  hunff 
over  toward  another  fellow's  bush  we  thought  she  was 
frail  m  the  stem— God  bless  us  all  for  a  simpering  lot 
of  blatherskites ! "  *-       m 

And  if,  in  the  comer  of  the  gun-room,  there  was  a 
man  among  them  who  had  ever  ventured  to  hold  Leila's 
smooth  little  hand,  unrebuked,  in  days  gone  by,  none 
the  ess  he  knew  that  Alderdene  spoke  truth;  and  none 
the  less  he  knew  thai  what  witness  he  might  be  called  to 
bear  at  the  end  of  the  end  of  all  must  only  incriminate 
himself  and  not  that  young  matron  who  now,  before 
their  very  eye.,  was  budding  again,  reverting  to  the 
esoteric  charm  of  youth  reincarnated. 

"  A  suit  before  a  referee  would  settle  him,"  mused 
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Voucher;  "he  hasn't  a  le,?  to  stand  on.     Lord!     The 
same  cat  that  tripped  up  Stephen  Siward ! " 

FIeetwoo<l's  quick  eves  gUnnnered  for  an  instant  in 
Quarricr's  direction.  Quarricr  was  in  the  hilHard-room, 
out  of  earshot,  practising  halk-hne  prohlems  with  Major 
Belwcther;  and  Fleetwood  said:  "The  same  cat  that 
tripped  up  Stephen  Siward.  Yes.  But  who  let  her 
loose.''  ** 

"It  was  your  dinner:  you  ought  to  know,"  said 
Voucher  bluntly. 

"I  do  know.  He  brought  her"— nodding  toward 
the  billiard-room. 

"  Belwether?  " 

"  No,"  yawned  Fleetwood. 

Somebody  said  presently:  «  Isn't  he  one  of  the  Gov- 
ernors? Oh,  I  say,  that  was  rather  rough  on  Siward 
though." 

"  Yes,  rough.  The  law  of  trespass  ought  to  have 
operated;  a  man's  liable  for  the  damage  done  by  his 
own  live-stock." 

A  A  T^*"'*  *  ^'""**^  ''*^  ***"  talking,"  said  somebody. 
And  the  subject  was  closed  with  the  entrance  of  Agatha 
m  white  flannels  on  her  way  to  the  squash  court  where 
■he  had  an  appointment  with  Quarrier. 

"  A  strange  girl,"  said  somebody  after  she  had  dis- 
appeared with  Quarrier. 

"  That  pallor  is  stunning,"  said  a  big,  ruddy  youth, 
with  sunburn  on  his  neck  and  forehead. 

"  It  isn't  healthy."  said  Fleetwood. 

"  It  attracts  w/r,"  persisted  the  ruddy  voung  man, 
voicing  naively  that  curious  truth  concerning  the  at- 
traction that  disease  so  often  exerts  on  health— the 
strangt?  curiosity  the  normal  has  for  the  sub-normal— 
that  fascination  of  the  wholesome  for  the  unhealthy.    It 
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is,  perhaps,  more  cxxnosWy  than  anything,  unless,  deep 
hidden  under  the  normal,  there  He  one  sin^He,  ptrvtrtul 
nerve. 

Sylvia,  passing  the  hull,  Klanml  in  through  the 
gun-room  door  with  an  absentmin.led  smile  at  the  men 
and  their  laughing  greeting,  as  thev  rose  with  ..nlifted 
glasses  to  salute  her. 

"  Tlw  sweetest  of  all,"  observed  a  man,  disconsolatelv 
emptymg  his  glass.     "  ()h  ironv  !     What  a  marriage ! '" 

"Do  jrou  know  any  ^irl  who  would  not  ehanire 
places  with  her?"  asked  another. 

Every  man  there  insisted  that  he  knew  w,e  girl  at 
least  who  would  not  exchange  Sylvia's  future  for  her 
own.  That  was  very  nice  of  then.;  it  is  to  be-  hoped 
they  beheved  it.  Some  of  then,  did-for  the  n.oment, 
anyhow.  Then  Alderdene,  blinking  furiously,  emitted 
one  of  his  ear-raeking  laughs;  and  everybod/,  as  usual, 
laughed  too. 

"  You  damned  cynic,"  observed  Voucher  affection- 
ately. 

"Somebody,"  said  Fleetwood,  "insists  that  she 
doubled  up  poor  Siwnrd." 

"  She  never  met  Siward  until  she  was  engaged  to 
Howard,"  remarked  Voucher. 

"Well.?" 

"  Oh,  don't  you  consider  that  enough  to  squelch  the 
story  ?  " 

"  Engage*!  girls,"  mused  Alderdene,  "  never  double 
up  except  at  Bridge." 

"  Everybody  has  been  or  is  in  love  wit}.  Sylvia  Lan- 
dis,"  said  Voucher,  "  antl  it's  a  man's  own  fault  if  he's 
hit.  Once  she  did  it,  ir.nocently  enough,  and  enjoyed 
It,  never  realising  that  it  hurt  a  man  to  be  doubled  up." 

Fleetwood  yawned  again  and  said :  "  She  can  have 
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mc  to-morrow.  But  she  won't.  She's  tired  of  the  sport 
Any  girl  would  get  enough  with  the  pack  at  her  heels 
day  in  a,.d  day  out.  Besides  she's  done  for— unless  she 
looses  Quarrier  and  starts  on  a  duke-hunt  over  in 
Bhnky's  country!  ...  Is  anybody  on  for  a  sail>  I* 
anybody  on  for  anything?  No?  Oh,  very  well.  Shove 
that  decanter  north  by  west,  Billy." 

This  was  characteristic  of  the  dog-days  at  Shot- 
over.  The  dog-days  in  town  were  very  different:  the 
city  threw  open  the  parks  to  the  poor  at  night;  horses 
fell  dead  m  the  streets;  pallid  urchins,  stripped  naked, 
splashed  and  rolled  and  screeched  in  the  *.a8in  of  the 
City  Hall  fountain  under  the  indifferent  eyes  of  the 
police. 

As  for  Plank  he  was  too  busy  to  know  what  the 
thermometer  was  about ;  he  had  no  time  for  anything 
outside  of  his  own  particular  business  except  to  go  every 
day  to  the  big,  darkened  house  in  lower  Fifth  Avenue 
where  the  days  had  been  hard  on  Siward  and  the  nights 
harder. 

Siward,  however,  could  walk  now,  using  his  crutches 
still,  but  often  stopping  to  gently  test  his  left  foot  and 
see  how  much  weight  he  was  able  to  bear  on  it— even 
taking  a  tentative  step  or  two  without  crutch  support. 
He  drove  when  he  thought  it  prudent  to  use  the  horses 
in  the  heat,  usually  very  early  in  the  morning,  though 
sometimes  at  night  with  Plank  when  the  latter  had 
time  to  run  his  touring-car  through  the  park  and  out 
into  tlic  Bronx  or  Westchester  for  a  breath  of  air. 

But  Plank  wanted  him  to  go  away,  get  out  of  the 
city  for  his  convalescence,  and  Siward  flatly  declined, 
demanding  that  Plank  permit  him  to  do  his  share  in 
the  fight  against  the  Intcr-County  people. 

And  Plank,  utterly  unable  to  persuade  him,  and  the 
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more  Irtunpered  because  of  his  anxiety  about  Siward— 
though  that  young  man  did  not  know  it— wore  himself 
out  providing  Siward  with  such  employment  in  the  mat- 
ter as  would  lightly  occupy  him  without  doing  any  good 
to  the  enemy. 

So  Siward,  stripped  to  his  pajamas,  pore<l  over 
reams  of  typewritten  matter  and  took  his  brief  walk- 
ing exercise  in  the  comparative  cool  of  the  evening  and 
drove  when  he  dared  use  his  horses;  or,  sitting  beside 
Plank,  whizzed  northward  through  the  starry  darkness 
of  the  suburbs. 

When  it  was  that  he  first  l)egan  to  like  Plank  very 
much  he  could  not  exactly  remember.     He  was  not,  per- 
haps, aware  of  ])ow  much  ho  liked  him.     Plank's  unex- 
pected  fits   of   shyness,  of   formality,   often   and   often 
amused  him.     But  there  was  a  subtler  feeling  under  the 
unexpressed  amusement,  and,  beneath  all,  a  constantly 
increasing  sub-stratum  of  respect.     Too,  he  found  him- 
self curiously  at  case  with  Plank,  as  with  one  born  to 
bis    own    caste.      And    this    feeling,    unconscious,    but 
more  and   more   appan^nt,   meant   more   to   Plank   than 
anything  that   had   ever  happened   to  him.      It   was  a 
tonic    in   hours    of  doubt,   a    pleasure   in   his   brfef  lei- 
sure, a  pride  never  to  be  hinted  at,  never  to  be  guessed, 
never  to  be  dreamed  of  by  any  living  soul  save  Plank 
alone. 

riitn.  one  sultry  day  toward  the  last  week  In 
August,  a  certain  judge  of  a  certain  court,  known 
among  some  as  "Harrington's  judge,"  sent  secretly 
for  Plank.  And  Plank  knew  that  the  crisis  was  over. 
But  neither  Harrington  nor  Quarrier  dreamed  of  such 
a  thing. 

Fear  sat   heavy   on    that  judge's  soul— the  godless, 
selfish  fear  that  ser.ds  the  first  coward  slinking  from  the 
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councils   of  conspiracy   to   seek   immunity    from   those 
slowlj  grinding  millstones  that  grind  exceeding  fine 

Quarrier  at  Shotover,  with  his  private  car  and  his 
locomotive  within  an  hour's  drive,  strolled  with  Sylvia 
on  the  eve  of  her  departure  for  Lenox  with  Leila  Mor- 
timer; then,  when  their  conference  was  endid,  lie  re- 
turned to  Agatha,  calmly  unconscious  of  impending 
events.  * 

Harrington,  at  Seabright,  paced  his  veranda,  await- 
mg  this   same  judge,  annoyed   as   two   boats   came   in 
without  the  expected  guest.     And  never  for  one  instant 
did  he  dream  that  his  creature  sat  closeted  with  Plank, 
tremulous,  sallow,  nearing  the  edge  of  cringing  avowal- 
only  held  back   from  utter  collapse  by   the  agonising 
necessity  of  completing  a  bargain  that  might  save  him- 
self from  the  degradation  of  the  punishment  that  had 
seemed  inevitable.     All  day  long  he   sat  with  Plank. 
Nobody   except  those  two   knew   he   was   there.     And 
after  a  very  long  time  Plank  consented  that  nobody  else 
except   Siward   and   Harrington   and   Quarrier  should 
ever  know.     So  he  called  up  Harrington  on  the  tele- 
phone, saying  that  there  was,  in  the  office,  somebodv 
who  desired  to  speak  to  him.     And  when  Harringtoi 
caught  the  judge's  first  faint,  stammered  word  he  reeled 
where    he   stood,   ashen,   unbelieving,    speechless.      The 
shaking  but  remorseless  voice  went  on,  dinning  horribly 
in  his  ear,  then  ceased,  and  Plank's  heavy  voice  sounded 
the  curt  coup  de  grace. 

Harrington  was  an  old  man,  a  very  old  man,  mor- 
tally hurt ;  but  he  steadied  himself  along  the  wall  of  his 
study  to  the  desk  and  sank  into  the  chair. 

There  he  sat,  feeling  the  scars  of  old  wounds  throb- 
bing, feeling  his  age  and  the  tragedy  of  it,  and  the 
new  sensation  of  fear— fear  of  the  wraith  of  his  own 
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youth,  wearing  the  mask  of  Plank,  and  menacing  him 
with  the  menace  he  had  used  on  others  so  long  ago— so 
very  long  ago. 

After  a  little  while  he  passed  a  thin  hand  over  his 
eyes,  over  his  gray  head,  over  the  mouth  that  all  men 
watched  with  fear,  over  the  sfiaven  jaw  now  grimly  set, 
but  trembling.  His  hand,  too,  shook  with  palsy  as  he 
wrote,  painfully  picking  out  the  words  and  figures  of 
the  cipher  from  his  code-book;  but  he  closed  his  thin 
hps  and  squared  his  unsteady  jaw  and  wrote  his  mes- 
sage to  Quarrier: 

"  it  is  all  up.  Plank  will  Uke  over  Inter-County.  Come 
at  once.  '' 

And  that  was  all  there  was  to  be  done  until  he 
could  come  into  Plank's  camp  with  arms  and  banners, 
a  conquered  man,  cynical  of  the  mercy  he  dared  not 
expect  and  which,  in  all  his  life,  he  had  never,  never 
shown  to  man,  to  woman,  or  to  child. 

Plank  slept  the  sleep  of  utter  exhaustion  that  night; 
the  morning  found  him  haggard  but  strong,  cool  in 
his  triumph,  serious,  stern  faced,  almost  sad  that  his 
work  WHS  done,  the  battle  won. 

Fronri  his  own  house  he  telegraphed  a  curt  summons 
to  Harrington  and  to  Quarrier  for  a  conference  in  his 
own  office;  then,  finishing  whatever  business  his  morning 
mail  required,  put  on  his  hat  and  went  to  see  the  one 
man  in  the  world  he  was  most  glad  for. 

He  found  him  at  breakfast,  sipping  coffee  and 
wrinkling  his  brows  over  the  eternal  typewritten  pages. 
And  Plank's  face  olearctl  at  the  sight  and  he  sat  down, 
laughing  aloud. 

"It's  all  over,  Siward,"  he  said.  "Harrington 
knows  it;  Quarrier  knows  it  hy  this  time.     Their  judge 
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crawled  in  jesterday  and  threw  himself  on  our  mercy; 
and  the  men  whose  whip  he  obeyed  will  be  on  their  way 
to  surrender  by  this  time.  .  .  .  Well!  Haven't  you  a 
word?" 

"  Many,"  said  Siward  slowly ;  «  too  many  to  utter, 
but  not  enough  to  express  what  I  feel.  If  you  will  take 
two  on  account,  here  they  are  in  one   phrase:   thank 

you." 

"  Debt's  cancelled."  said  Plank,  laughing.  "  Do 
you  want  to  hear  the  deUils?" 

They  talked  for  an  hour,  and,  in  the  telling,  even 
Plank  8  stolidity  gave  way  sufficient  to  make  his  heavy 
voice  nng  at  moments,  and  the  glimmer  of  excitement 
edge  h.«  ryes.     Yet,  in  the  telling,  he  scarcely  mentioned 
himself,  never  hinted  of  the  personal  part-the  inspira- 
tion which  was  his  alone;  the  brunt  of  the  battle  which 
centred  in  him;  the  tireless  vigilance:  the  loneliness  of 
the  nights  when  he  lay  awake,  perplexed   with  doubt 
and   nobody  to  counsel   him-because   men   who   wage 
such  wars  are  lonely  men  and  must  work  out  their  own 
salvation.     No,  nobody  but  his  peers  could  advise  him ; 
and  he  had  thought  that  his  enemy  was  his  peer,  until 
that  enemy  surrendered. 

The  narrative  exchangt^d  by  Plank  in  return  for 
Siward  8  intensely  interested  questions  was  a  simple, 
Jimpid  review  of  a  short  but  terrific  campaign  that  only 
yesterday  had  threatened  to  rage  through  court  aftoV 
court,  year  after  year.  In  the  midden  shock  of  the  ces- 
sation from  battle.  Plank  himself  was  a  little  dazed. 
Yet  he  himself  had  expected  the  treason  that  ended  all  • 
he  himself  had  foreseen  it.  He  had  counted  on  it  as  a 
good  general  counts  on  such  things,  confidently,  but 
with  a  dozen  plans  as  substitutes  in  rase  that  plan  failed 
—each  plan  as  elaborately  worked  out  to  the  last  de- 
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te.l  a.  though  .t  alone  exited  as  the  only  hope  of  vie 
torj.  But  If  Siward  su8pected  soinethinff  of  this  it 
was  not  fron.  Plank  that  he  Jearned  it 

world 7h"?'"  '"  ?'^  '*  ''"*'  ''  '^''^  '^  "^♦'^•"«  '"  th*^ 
world  that  men  admire  more  than  a  man.     It  is  «  ^ood 

deal  of  a  privilege  for  mc  to  tell  you  so." 

Plank  turned  red  with  surprise*  and  embarrassment, 
stammering  out  something  incoherent. 

That  wa^  all  that  w«.,  said  about  the  victory  Si- 
ward,  unusually  gay  for  awhile,  presently  turned  som- 
bre and  It  was  Plank's  turn  to  lift  him  out  of  it  by 
careless  remarks  about  his  rapid  convalescence,  and  the 
thance  for  vacation  he  so  much  needed 

ffo?      he  asked.     «  I'd  as  soon  stay  here." 

"But  I'm  going,"  insisted  Plank.     "The  Fells  i, 
all  ready  for  us." 

*'  The  Fells !    I  can't  go  there '  »♦ 

huri'eTer'**'  "  ''''''''^  ""^^^^  ^-'^'n*  at  Siward  with 

"Can't  you-don't  you  understand.?"  said  Siward 
m  a  low  voice. 

**  No.     You  once  promised " 

IM  ,Tk*"''iL^''L^  anywhere  except  there  with  you. 
I  d  rather  be  with  you  than  with  anybody.  Can  I  ,ay 
more  than  that?"  ^      ^au  i  say 

th.  7r*^'r\T  °"f^*  *"'  ^'''*^^-  ^-'^  f^""''  feel, 
the  refusal  of  his  offero<l  roof-tree." 

"Man!  man!  it  isn't  your  roof  I  am  refusing.  I 
want  to  go;  I'd  give  anything  to  go.  If  it  wer,  «nv- 
where  except  where  it  is,  I'd  go  fast  enough.  Now  do 
you  understand?  If-if  Shotover  House  L  Shotove^ 
people  we^.  not  next  door  to  the  Fells,  I'd  go.  \ow 
do  you  understand? "  »         tow 
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Plank  said :  "  I  don't  know  whether  I  understand. 
If  you  mean  Quarrier,  he's  on  his  way  here,  and  he'll 
have  business  to  keep  him  here  for  the  next  fiw  months, 
I  assure  you.  But  '* — he  looked  very  grnvely  across 
at  Siward — "  if  you  don't  mean  Quarrier — "  He  hesi- 
tated, ill  at  ease  under  the  expressionless  scrutiny  of  the 
other. 

"  Do  you  know  what's  the  matter  with  me,  Plunk?  " 
he  asked  at  length. 

"  I  think  so." 

"  I  have  wondered.  I  wonder  now  how  much  you 
know." 

"  Very  little,  Siward." 

''Hme  much?" 

Plank  looked  up,  hesitated,  and  shook  his  head: 
"  One  infers  from  what  one  hears." 

"Infers  what?" 

'*  The  truth,  I  suppose,"  replied  Plank  dimply. 

"  And  what,"  insisted  Siward,  "  have  you  inferred 
that  you  believe  to  he  the  truth?  Don't  parry.  Plank; 
it  isn't  easy  for  me,  and  I — I  never  before  spoke  this 
way  to  any  man.  .  .  It  is  likely  I  should  have  spoken 
to  my  mother  about  It.  ...  I  had  ex})ectt(l  to.  It 
may  be  weakness — I  don't  know ;  but  I'd  like  to  talk  a 
little  about  it  to  somebody.  Antl  tljcre's  nobody  fit  to 
listen,  except  you." 

"  If  you  feel  that  way,"  said  Plank  slowly,  "  I  will 
be  very  glad  to  listen." 

'•  I  feel  that  way.  I've  been  through — some  things ; 
I've  been  pretty  sick,  Plank.  It  tires  a  man  out;  a 
man's  head  and  shoulders  get  tired.  Oh,  I  don't  mean 
the  usual  reaction  from  self-contempt,  disgust — the 
dreadful,  aching  sadness  of  it  all  which  lasts  even 
while  desir» ,  stunned  for  the  moment,  wakens  into  crav- 
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ing.  I  don't  mean  that.  It  is  something  else — a  cicHthly, 
mental  soUtudc  that  terrifies.  I  tell  you,  no  man  ex- 
cept a  man  smitten  by  my  malady  knows  what  solitude 
can  be!  .  .  .  There!  I  didn't  mean  to  be  theatrical; 
I  hud  no  intention  of " 

"  Go  on,"  cut  in  Plank  heavily. 

"  Go  on  I  .  .  .  Yes,  I  want  to.  You  know  what  a 
pillow  is  to  a  tired  man's  shoulders.  I  want  to  use 
your  sane  intelligence  to  rest  on  a  moment.  It's  my 
brain  that's  tired,  Plank." 

Although  everybody  had  cynically  used  Plank,  no- 
body had  ever  before  found  him  a  necessity. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said  unsteadily.  "  If  I  can  be  of  use 
to  you,  Siward,  in  God's  name  let  me  be,  for  I  have 
never  been  necessary  to  anybody  in  all  my  life." 

Siward  rested  his  head  on  one  clinched  hand :  "  How 
much  chance  do  yoti  think  I  have?"  he  asked  wearilv. 

"  Chance  to  get  well?  " 

"  Yes." 

Plank  considered  for  a  moment,  then :  "  You  are 
not  trying,  Siward." 

"  I  have  been  trying  since — since  March." 

"Since  March?" 

"  Yes." 

Plank  looked  at  him  curiously :  "  What  happened  in 
March?" 

"Had  I  better  tell  you?" 

"  You  know  better  than  I." 

Siward,  cheek  crushed  against  his  fist,  his  elbow  on 
the  desk,  gazed  at  him  steadily : 

"  In  March,"  he  said,  '*  Miss  Lundis  spoke  to  me. 
I've  made  a  better  fight  since." 

Plank's  serious  face  darkened.  "  Is  she  the  only 
anchor  you  have?  " 
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"  Plank,  I  Ain  not  even  sure  of  her.  I  liave  made 
a  better  fight  lince  then;  that  h  all  I  dare  say.  .  .  . 
I  know  what  men  think  about  a  man  like  me:  I  know 
they  demand  character,  prit'i?,  Helf-deniul.  But,  Plunk, 
I  am  driving  faster  and  faster  toward  the  broakors,  and 
these  anchors  are  dragging.  For  it  i  not,  in  my  chm-. 
the  physical  failure  to  obey  the  will;  it  is  the  will  itHilf 
that  has  been  attacked  from  the  fin»t.  That  in  the 
horror  of  it.  And  what  is  there  behind  the  will-jiower 
to  strengthen  it?  Only  the  source  of  will-power— the 
mind.  It  is  the  mind  that  cannot  help  me.  Wlmt  uin 
I  to  do?  " 

"  There  is  a  spiritual  strength,'*  suid  Plank  tim- 
idly. 

"  I  have  never  dreamed  of  denying  it."  said  Si- 
ward.  "  I  have  tried  to  find  it  through  the  accepted 
sources— accepted  by  me,  too.  God  has  not  helped  me 
in  the  conventional  way  or  through  traditional  methods; 
but  that  has  not  inclined  mo  to  doubt  Him  as  the  tribu- 
nal of  lost  resort,"  he  added  hastily.  '•  I  don't  for  a 
moment  waver  in  faith  because  I  am  ignorant  of  the 
proper  manner  to  approach  Him.  The  Arbiter  of  all 
knows  that  I  desire  to  be  decent.  He  must  be  aware, 
too,  that  all  anchors  save  one  have  failed  to  hold  me." 

**  You  mean — Miss  Lar^dis?  " 

"  Yes.  It  may  be  weakness;  it  may  be  to  my  shame 
that  the  cables  of  pride  and  self-respect,  even  the  spir- 
itual respect  for  the  Highest,  cannot  hold  me  when  this 
one  anchor  holds.  All  I  know  is  that  it  holds — so  far. 
it  held  me  at  Shotover;  it  holds  me  again,  now.  And 
the  rocks  were  close  abeam.  Plank — very  close — when 
she  spoke  to  me  over  the  wires,  through  the  rain,  that 
dark  day  in  March." 

lie  moistened  his  lips  feverishly. 
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She  Maid  that  I  niigljt  mm-  her.     I  havf  wuitwl  a 
long  time.     I  have  taken  inv  Hf^hting  chance  again  and 


Fvcwon  out,  M>  far.*' 


He  looked 


Flank. 


riously  cmbarraHRed : 

**  Your  IkxI^'  is  noniml ;  your  intelligence  wholcKonir, 
balanced,  «ane;  und  I  want  to  aNk  jrou  if  you  think 
that  perhaps,  without  undtrstanding  how,  I  have  fount! 
in  her,  or  through  her,  in  some  way,  the  Hpi ritual  source 
that  I  think  might  help  me  to  help  myself.'  " 

And,  as  Plank  made  no  reply : 

**0r  am  I  talking  sentimental  cant.'  Don't  an  .ver, 
if  you  think  that.  I  ciin't  trust  my  own  mind  any  niorc, 
anyway;  and,"  with  an  ugly  laugh,  "I'll  know  it  all 
some  day— the  Kooner  the  b«»tter!" 

"Don't  say  tliat !  "  growled  Plank.  "You  were 
sane  a  moment  ago." 

Siward  looked  up  sharply,  but  the  other  silenced  him 
with  a  gesture. 

"Wait!  You  aske<l  me  a  perfectly  sane  qm^tion — 
so  wholesome,  so  normal,  that  I'm  trying  to  frame  an  an- 
swer worthy  of  it !  I  intinmtet!  that  after  the  physical, 
the  mental,  the  ethical  phenomena,  there  remained  al- 
ways the  spiritual  instinct.  Like  a  wireless  current,  if 
a  man  can  establish  comnmnicatiou  it  is  well  for  him, 
whatever  the  method.     You  assented,  I  think." 

"  Yes." 

"And  you  ask  me  if  I  believe  it  possible  that  she 
can  be  the  medium.'  " 

"  Yes." 

Plank  said  deliberately:  "  Yes,  I  do  think  so." 

The  silence  was  again  broken  by  Plank :  "  Siward, 

you  have  asked  me  what  I  think.     Now  you  must  listen 

to  the  end.     If  you  believed  that  through  her — her  love, 

niarrying  her— you  stood  the  best  chance  in  the  world 
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to  win  out,  It  would  be  cowardly  to  ask  her  to  take  the 
nsk      As  much  as  I  care  for  you  I  had  rather  see  you 
lose  the  fight  than  accept  such  a  risk  from  her.     Now 
you  know  what  I  think-but  you  don't  know  all.     Si- 
ward,  I  say  to  you  that  if  you  are  man  enough  to  take 
her,  take  her!    And  I  say  that  of  the  two  risks  she  is 
running  to-day,  the  chance  she  might  take  with  you 
IS  infinitely  the  lesser  risk.     For  with  you,  if  you  con- 
tinue slowly  losing  your  fight,  the  mental  suffering  only 
will  be  hers.    But  if  she  closes  this  bargain  with  Quar- 
rier,  selling  to  him  her  body,  the  light  will  go  out  of 
her  soul  for  ever.'* 

He  leaned  heavily  toward  Siward,  stretching  out  his 
powerful  arm: 

"  You  marry  her;  and  keep  open  your  spiritual  com- 
munication through  her,  if  that  is  the  way  it  has  be. 
established,  and  hang  on  to  your  God  that  way  until 
your  body  is  dead!     I  tell  you,  Siward,  to  marry  her. 
I  don  t  care  how  you  do  it;  I  don't  care  how  you  get 
her.     Take  her!     Yours,  of  the  two,  is  the  stronger 
character,  or  she  would  not  be  where  she  is.     Does  she 
want  what  you  cannot  give  her?     Cure  that  desire— it 
is  more  contemptible  than  the  craving  that  shatters  you  • 
I  say,  let  the  one-eyed  lead  the  blind.      Miracles  are 
worked  out  by  mathematics— if  you  have  faith  enough  " 
He  rose,  striding  the  length  of  the  room  once  or 
twice,  turned,  holding  out  his  broad  hand: 

"  Good-bye,"  he  said.  «  Harrington  is  about  due  at 
my  office;  Quarrier  will  probably  turn  up  to-night  I 
am  not  vindictive;  I  shall  be  just  with  them— as  just  as 
I  know  how,  which  is  to  be  as  merciful  as  I  dare  be 
Good-bye,  Siward.  I— I  believe  you  and  she  are  going 
to  get  well."  **     ^ 

When  he  had  gone,  Siward  lay  back  in  his  chair, 
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very  still,  eyes  closed.     A'fkhiT^olo^iThad^unted  to 
his  face  and  remained  there. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  ho  went  down, 
stairs,  using  his  crutches  lightly.     Gunihlo  handed  hi.n 

A^^rZ  a\^  ''P'"''^  *'^'  ^"^'^  '^"^  ^•■^"'•'^  cautiously 
descended  the  stoop,  stood  for  a  few  moments  on  the 

str  '  i't"^  "P  '*  *'^  ^^"^  ^'^^'  *^-  -heeled  and 
slowly  made  his  way  toward  Washington  Square  The 
avenue  was  deserted;  his  own  house  appear^  to  be  the 
only  remaining  house  still  open  in  all  that  old-fashioned 
out  respectable  quarter. 

He   swung   leisurely    southward,    a   slim,   well-built 
young  fellow,  strangely  out  of  place  on  crutches.     The 

C  rr  ^T^"^  "'  ^'"'  ^^^"^^  "^^^^  importuned 
him,  yet  found  him  agreeable  to  watch.  Children,  who 
seldom  look  up  into  the  air  far  enough  to  notice  grown 
people,  always  became  conscious  of  him  when  he  passed; 
often  smiled,  sometimes  spoke.  ^ ,  for  stray  cu\^  and 
tramp  cats,  they  were  for  ever  making  advances.  As 
long  as  he  could  remember,  there  was  scarcely  a  week 
m  town  but  some  homeless  dog  attached  himself  to  Si- 

l!!Z\  n  •'  T'*r''  *"°"^"«  ^^^"^  blocks,  some- 
times following  him  home-where  the  outcast  was  always 
cared  for,  washed,  fed,  and  ultimately  shipped  out  to 
the  farm,  where  scores  of  these  «  fresh-air"  dogs  re- 
sided on  his  bounty  and  rolled  in  luxury  on  his  lawns 

Cats,  too,  were  prone  to  notice  him,  rising  as  he 
passed  to  hoist  an  interrogative  tail  and  make  tentative 
observations. 

In  Washington  Square,  these,  and  the  ragged  chil- 
dren knew  him  best  of  all.  The  children  came  from 
Mmetta  Lane  and  the  purlieus  south  and  west  of  it-  the 
cats  from  the  Mews,  which  Siward  always  thought  most 
appropriate. 
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And  now,  as  he  passed  the  marble  arch  and  entered 
the  square,  glancing  behind  him  he  saw  the  inevitable 
cat  trottmg,  and,  at  his  left,  a  very  dirty  little  girl 
pretending  to  trundle  a  hoop,  but  plainly  enough  keep- 
ing sociable  pace  with  him. 

"Hello!"  said  Siward.    The  cat  stopped:  the  child 
tossed  her  clustering  curls,  gaye  him  a  rapid  but  fear- 
ess  s.dolong  glance,  laughed,  and  ran  on  in  the  wake  of 
her  hoop.     When  she  caught  it  she  sat  down  on  a  bench 
opposite  the  fountain  and  looked  around  at  Siward. 

"It's  pretty  warm,  isn't  it.?"  said  Siward,  coming 
up  and  seating  himself  on  the  same  bench. 
"Are  you  lame?"  asked  the  child. 
"  Oh,  a  little." 
"Is  your  leg  broken.?" 
"  Oh,  no,  not  now." 
"Is  that  your  cat.?" 

Siward  looked  around;  the  cat  was  seated  on  the 
bench  beside  him.  But  he  was  accustomed  to  that  sort 
ot  thing,  and  he  caressed  the  creature  with  his  gloyed 
hand.  ^ 

"  Are  you  rich.?  "  asked  the  child,  shaking  her  blond 
curls  from  her  eyes  and  staring  up  solemnly  at  him. 

Not  very,"  he  answered,  smiling.     «  Why  do  you 
askr 

''  You  look  rich,  somehow,"  said  the  child  shyly. 

"  What!    With  these  old  and  very  faded  clothes.?  " 

She  shook  her  head,  swinging  her  plump  legs :  "  You 
/oofr  It,  somehow.    It  isn't  the  clothes  that  matter." 

"I'll  tell  you  one  thing,"  said  Siward,  laughing: 

I  m  nch  enough  to  buy  all  the  hokey-pokey  you  can 

oat.      and  he  glanced  meaningly  at  the  pedlar  of  that 

staple  who  had  taken  station  between  a  vender  of  peaches 

and  a  Greek  flower-seller. 
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The  child  looked,  too,  but  made  no  comment 
"  How  about  it?  "  asked  Siward. 
"  I'd  rather  have  something  to  remember  vou  bv 
said  the  girl  innocently.  '  "^ 

"  What?  "  he  said,  perplexed. 

.  ♦"  t  T^'   .  ^^r^    *''*'   ^''   *^*^"*'''   ^"^   hokey-pokey 
costs  that  nmch-I  n,ean,  for  us  n.uch  as  you  c^n  eat 

Do  you  really  want  a  rose?  "  he  said  amused 
But  the  child  fell  shy.  and  he  beckoned  the  Greek 
and  selected  a  dozen  big,  perfumed  jacks. 

Then,  as  the  child  sat  silent,  he;  ragged  arms  piled 
with  roses,  he  asked  her  jestingly  what  else  she  desired. 
.        Nothing.      I   like  to  look  at  you,"  she  answered 
simply. 

*'  And  I  like  to  look  at  you.     Will  you  tell  me  vour 
name?  " 

"  Molly." 

But  that  is  all  the  information  he  could  extract. 
Presently  she  said  she  was  going,  hesitated,  looked  a 
very  earnest  good-bye,  and  darted  away  across  the  park, 
her  hoop  over  one  arm,  the  crimson  roses  bobbing  above 
her  shoulders.  Something  in  her  flight  attracted  the  er- 
rant cat,  for  she,  too,  jumped  down  and  bounded  after 
the  httle  flying  feet,  but.  catlike,  halted  half-way  to 
scratch,  and  then  forgetting  what  she  was  about,  ;an- 
dered  off  toward  the  Mews  again,  whence  she  had  been 
lured  by  instinctive  fascination. 

Siward,  intensely  amused,  sat  there  in  the  late  sun- 
light which  streamed  through  the  park,  casting  long 
shadows  fror.i  the  elms  and  sycamores.  It  was  that  time 
ol  the  day,  just  before  .sunset,  when  the  old  sqt.are 
looked  to  him  as  he  remembered  it  as  a  child.  Even 
the  marble  arch,  pink  in  the  evening  sun,  did  not  dis- 
turb the  harmony  of  his  nieniorirs.     He  saw  his  father 
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once  more,  «,.lk,„„  |„„„o  fr„„,  do»„  lo«n.  tail  ^sliT 

w.tl>  the  other  children-the  „u„es,  seated  i ,  a  n,? 
crochefng  under  the  svea„,ore., ;  he  sawl^e  "id-fX* 
mned  earnaKe  pass,  Mookett  on  the  box,  Wand  t  i 
him  and  h,s  pre.^v  mother  leaning  forward  to  wave  h^ 

"heeled  ,nto  F.fth  Avenue.     Little  unimportant  seenes 

or^  .  the  hrst  t.me  he  ever  saw  Marion  Page,  when,  aged 

sued  by  a  shnekmg  nurse:  and  a  eerlain  flight  aeros, 
the  grass  he  had  in<lulg„l  in  with  Leila  Mort^ner  tZ 
Le,la  tgerton,  aged  six,  in  hot  pursuit,  because  she 
found  that  ,t  bore<l  l,i„,  horribly  to  be  kissed,  and  she 
was  bound  to  do  it.  Ho  had  a  fight  onee,  ove  bv  th. 
gnarled  o!d,  silver  poplar-tree,  with  Kemp  Ferrall_he 
could  not  remember  what  about,  only  that  they  ended  by 

of  tt°  !"■'.""'•  .'""'^"'g  «<■">■«  t»  "hem  the  grav  towe., 
of  the  yn.vers,ty  onee  stood.  There  had  be.M  an  old 
stone  ehurch  there,  too:  and,  south  of  that,  old,  old 
houses  wjth  h,p-r«>fs  and  dormers  where  now  the  high 
wh,te  chffs  of  modern  architeeture  rose,  riddled  Juh 
tiny  windows,  every  pane  glittering  in  the  sun.  South 
the  old  houses  still  remained,  now  degraded  to  sTrfid' 

white  pillars  and  steps,  still  faced  the  sunset-the  last 

still  1-f-  ^![  •  ,'".'''"«  '"''  '"^  ^«»  "-"fronting, 
stdl  resisting  the  Inevitable  looming  in  limestone  and 

.outher;  X'  ""  '"""  "°"  "  ""'  "'"'""'«• 

444 


*.ry 


THE   SELLING    PIUCE 


horses  feet  slaj,p,„^,  the  aspl.alt  till  the  echoes  rattled 
back  from  the  marble  arch.     He  followed  it  idly  with 

middle  of  the  street;  saw  a  woman  spring  out,  "and 
for  a  moment  talking  to  her  companion,  then  turn  and 
look  toward  the  square. 

She  stood  so  long,  and  she  was  so  far  away,  that  he 
presently  grew  tared  of  watching  her.  A  doz^rl  ragged 
urch,ns  were  prowling  around  the  founUun,  casting 
sidelong  glances  at  a  distant  policenmn.  But  it  w^ 
not  hot  enough  that  eyening  to  permit  the  children  to 
spla  h  m  the  water,  and  the  policeman  droye  them  off. 
Poor  httle  dey.ls!"  said  Siward  to  himself;  and 
he  rose  adjusted  his  crutches,  and  started  through 
the^park  with  a  yague   idea  of  seeing  what  could   be 

As  he  limped  onward,  tl,e  sun  leyel  in  his  eyes,  he 
heard  somebody  speak  behind  him,  but  did  not  catch 
the  words  or  apply  the  hail  to  himself.     Then,  -  Mr 
Siward!''  came  the  low,  breathless  yoice  at  his  elbow.     * 

His  heart  stopped  as  he  did.  The  sun  had  dazzled 
his  eyes,  and  when  he  turned  on  his  crutches  he  could 
not  see  clearly  for  a  second.  That  past,  he  looked 
at  bylym,  looked  at  her  outstretched  hand,  took  it  me- 
chamcally,  still  staring  at  her  with  only  a  dazed  unbe- 
net  m  his  eyes. 

"I  am  in  town  for  a  day,"  she  said.  "Leila 
Mortimer  and  I  were  driving  up  town  from  the  bank 
when  we  saw  you;  and  the  next  thing  that  happened 
was  me,  on  Fifth  Ayenue,  running  after  you-no,  the 
next  thing  was  my  flying  leap  from  the  hansom,  and 
my  standing  there  looking  down  the  street  and  across 
the  square  where  you  sat.     Then  Leila  told  me  I  was 
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probably  craz^,  a^iTTim^;;;;;^     eonfirmed  Iut  dia«. 
nosis  by  running  after  you !  "  ^ 

less  t'rtrl'T'l-n^-'  ^^'^^'  sunburned,  and  brcath- 
less,  b^  left  hand  s  .11  .n  his,  bor  right  band  laid  over  it. 
Ob      sbe  said,  w,tb  a  sudden  cbange  to  anxiety 
does  It  tire  you  to  stand?  "  anxiety, 

1  vi"'     ^  "^""^  ^°'"«  *«  saunter  along." 
May  I  .saunter  witb  you  for  a  moment.?     I  mean 
—I  only  mean,  I  am  gkd  to  see  you  " 

..U:.";^™^^""  '  "-  «"■"«  ">  ■»'  -v-  BO  now?  "  he 

She  looked  at  him,  then  her  eves  ev„d«l  hi,  •  "  I^t 
us  walk  a  little,"  she  said,  withdm.ing  he  Id  'Sf 
Jo„  think  jou  are  strong  enough  " 

fo„f  %!,„,  •      ;?■     X    .         '■''*''"  "  ™'">''<l  "bout  mv 
.ftir  Sol;,.""-     '  "■"'  "°*  '"«  "-  """g^  .bou' 
''  Did  tbe  doctor  say  you  might.?  " 

«.  f  '*?''''  T^*^""  ^'"^^^-     ^  ^""^'l  ^alk  borne  now  with- 
out  tbem.    I  could  do  a  good  many  tbings  I  couldn"do 
a  fo«' minutes  ago.    Isn't  tbat  curious .? '^    '  "°"^^"  *  ^« 
^  ery,»»  sbe  said,  avoiding  bis  eyes 
He  laugbed.     Sbe  dared  not  look  at  him.     Tbe  ex- 
citement and  impetus  of  sbeer  i„,pulse  bad  carried  W 
this  far;  now  all  tbe  sadness  of  i^  was  cbitcb  ng  bard 
at  ber  tbroat  and  for  awbile  sbe  could  not  sp  ak-Jll^ 
-g  tbere  in  her  dainty,  summer  gon^i  besfde  bim    the 
very  incarnation  of  youth  and  health,  with  the    I'-tan 
on  wrist  and  throat,  and  /,..  white,  hollow-eyed,  criLr 
limping,  at  her  elbow !  "^     '  *^"PP'«*' 

glow  and  his  heart  clanmur  witb  tbe  courage  in  it    for 
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he  was  h.nk,ng  of  Plank's  words  and  lu-  knew  Plank 
had  spoken  the  truth.  She  could  not  give  herself  to 
Quarner,  ,f  he  stood  firm.  His  was  the  stronger  will 
after  ail;  h,s  was  the  right  to  interfere,  to  st:,.  her, 

druHn  her  from  the  fascination  of  destruction  when  she 
had  s«-«ved  ouf  too  far  over  the  cliffs  at  Shotover. 

the  incideT  ""^"'^''  ''^'' '^  '"'  ''''''^  ^"^  ^^^'^  "^ 
"  Yes,  I  remember,"  she  replied,  smiling. 

streak  Jn'^r  T^  'i  ^"  "°"*'""'=^'  '*  *hat  there  is  a  weak 
streak  in  people  wlio  are  affected  bv  great  heights  or 
who  hnd  a  dzzy  fascination  drawing  Lm  to/a  d 'the 
bnnk  ol  precipices." 

"Do  you  mean  me?  "  she  asked,  amused. 
But  lie  continued  serenely:  "You   have  seen  those 
p.Keons  called  '  tumbler  pigeons  '  suddenly  turn  a  cart! 

t^rrtrJ  ^^^^"*'-^*«  ^-y  ^^'^  not  for  pleasure 
they  do  It;  It's  because  they  get  dizzy.  In  other  words, 
they  are  not  perfectly  normal  " 

.  Jlxrcct;  '""^""'^^ "  '"'''• '"" """  -•■  - '- 

"  Only  a  moral  one,"  he  replied  airily 

"  Stephen,  what  on  earth  do  you  mean?    You're  not 

going  to  be  disagreeable,  are  you?  " 

"I  am  going  to  be  so  agreeable,"  he  said,  laughing, 

Jhat  you   will  find   it  very  difficult  to  tear  yolirseff 

;;  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  but  I  must,  and  very  soon." 

1  m  not  going  to  let  vou." 
"  It  can't  be  helped,"  sl.e  said,  looking  up  at  him 
I  came  in  with  Leila.     We're  asked  to  L^nox  for    he* 
week's  end.     We  go  to  Stockbridge  on  the  eariv  train 
to-morrow  morning."  * 
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"I  don't  care,"  he  said  doggedly ;  "  !'„,  not  going 
to  Ic.  you  go  yet."  **      *^ 

"  If  I  took  to  my  heels  here  in  the  park  ..ould  vou 
chase  me,  Stephen?  »  she  asked  with  n.ock  anxit tv      * 

Yes;  and  if  I  couldn't  run  fast  enough  I'd  call 
that  pohceman.    Now  do  you  bc'gin  to  understand  ?  " 

Uh  I  ve  always  understood  that  you  were  spoile.l. 
I  m  partly  gudty  of  the  spoiling  process,  too.  Listen : 
1 11  walk  with  you  a  little  way  "-she  looked  at  hin— 
a  iittle  way.  she  continued  gently ;  "  then  I  must  go. 
There  as  only  a  caretaker  in  our  house  and  Lnla  will 
be  funous  .f  I  leave  her  all  alone.  Besides,  we're  going 
to  d.ne  there  and  it  won't  be  very  gay  if  I  don't  give 
a  few  orders  first."  * 

"  But  you  brought  your  maid.?  " 
"  Naturally." 

out*"'^^^"  t^M^one  her  that  you  and  Leila  are  dining 

-•fj'  ^^^'H'  ''"^'^    ^"^  ^°"  ^""*  "«  *«  d'"e  somewhere 
With  your  " 

"  Want  you !    You've  got  to !  " 

"  Stephen,  it  isn't  best." 

"  It  is  best." 

She  turned  to  him  impulsively:  "Oh,  I  do  want  to 
so  much!    Do  you  think  I  might.?    It  is  perfectly  deli- 
cious to  see  you  again.     I-  you  have  no  idea—-" 
Yes,  I  have,"  he  said  sternly. 

They  turned,  walking  past  the  fountain  toward  Fifth 
Avenue  agam.  Furtively  she  glanced  at  his  hands  with 
the  cty  pallor  on  them  as  they  grasped  the  cross-bars 
of  the  erutches,  then  looked  up  at  his  worn  face.  He  was 
much  thmner,  but  now  in  the  softly  fading  light  the 
hadows  under  the  eyes  and  cheek-bones  seemed  less 
sharp,  his  face  fuller  and  more  boyish;  the  contour  of 
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head  and  shoulders,  the  short,  crisp  Imir  wore  as  she  rc- 
rnembercd— and  the  old  charm  held  her,  the  old  fascina- 
tion ^rcH-,  tightenincr  h.r  throat,  stealin^r  through 
overv  .e.n.  st.rrinK  her  pulses,  awakening  iniperceptiblv 
once  nu,re  the  bc«st  in  her.  T'  ..  twilight  of  a  thousand 
.rears  seemed  to  slip  fron,  the  v  rid  as  she  looked  out, at 
It  through  eyes  opcnin^r  fron.  a  lon^,  lon«  sleep;  the 
marble  arch  burned  rosy  in  the  evening  glow;  a  fairy 
haze  hung  over  the  enchanted  avenue,  stretching  away 
away  into  the  blue  magic  of  the  city  of  dreams. 

"  There  is  no  use,"  she  said  un'der  her  breath  •  "  I 
can't  go  back  to  Leila.  Stephen,  the  <lreadful  paA  of 
It  IS  that  I-I  wish  she  were  in  Jericho!  I  wish  the 
whole  world  were  in  Ballyhoo,  and  you  and  I  alone  once 

Under  their  gay  laughter  quivered  the  undertone  of 
excitement.     Sylvia  said : 

"  I'd  like  to  talk  to  you  all  alone.  It  won't  do, 
of  course;  but  I  may  say  what  I'd  like-mavn't  I? 
What  tame  .s  .t?  If  I'n,  dining  with  you  we've  got 
to  have  Leda  for  convention's  sake,  if  not  from  mo- 
tives of  sheer  decency,  which  you  and  I  seem  to  lack, 
Stephen." 

"  We  lack  decency,"  said  Siward,  «  and  we're  proud 
of  It  As  for  Leda,  I  am  going  to  arrange  for  her  verv 
simply  but  very  beautifully.  Plank  will  take  care  of 
her.  Sylvia !  There's  not  a  soul  in  town  and  we  can  be 
as  imprudent  as  we  please." 

"  No,  we  can't.  Agatha's  at  the  Santa  Regina.  She 
came  down  with  us." 

"  But  we  are  not  going  to  dine  at  the  Santa  Regina. 
We  re  going  where  Agatha  wouldn't  intrude  her  colour- 
less nose-to  a  thoroughly  unfashionable  and  selectlv 
common  resort  overlooking  the  classic  Harlem ;  and  we're 
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K"i..K  t"  »l"«  thither  in  I>i„„l.-,  .nr'^Z^'^i:^ „m„., 
tncnot'-  — 

"  You'll  k-  .MHclder  «hen  vou  ^et  tlure,  if  tin-  table 
Ims  not  nnprovtd." 

this"— n  '     '^.:  *''""^;''  ^"^''"^  "'"»^^'''^-''  O"  "  "iKl.t  like 
tin.  .  ^^    I  l.en  u .  h  .sud.len  self-reproach  and  quick  solici- 
ucle:      Jm  I  making  you  Halk  too  far?    \Vould..'t  you 
like  to  ^o  ui  now?"  ^ 

"No,  I'm  not  t.rcd;  I'„,  „„|lic,n.s  of  vear>  vouniror, 
and  I  „.  as  strong  as  the  nine  ^.ods  of  vour  friend  Por- 
^ena  Besules,  haven't  I  waited  for  this?"  and  under 
his  breath  fierce.^,  "Haven't  I  waited!"  he  reneatc.], 
turning  on  her.  '  ' 

"Do— do  you  mean  that  as  a  reproach?  "  >ho  asked 
lowering  her  eyes.  ' 

sunnV""!'    /" ''"'"'  ^'°"   ''""'''   ""*  "°"^^  ""   •  the  first 
sunny  day. 

"  Why  did  you  think  I  would  not  come?     Did  you 
know  me  for  the  coward  I  am?  " 

"  I  die!  not  think  vou  would  come,"  he  repeated,  halt- 
mg  to  rest  on  his  crutches.    He  4ood,  balanced,  staring 
dreamily  mto  the  dim  perspective;  and  again  her  fas 
anated  eyes  ventured  to  rest  on  the  worn,  white  face, 
hstless,  sombre  in  its  lixedness. 

throat  checked  speech.     At  length  she  stammered:  "I 
did  not  come  b-because  I  simply  couldn't  stand  it'" 

His  face  cleared  as  he  turned  quietly:  "  Child,  you 
must  not  confuse  matters.  You  must  not  think  of  bein^ 
sorry  for  me.  The  old  order  is  passing-ticking  away  on 
every  clock  m  the  world.     All  that  inverted  order  of 
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IruJv  I  don't  umlcrstHnd,  Slrnh,  t.      H„f  th 
I.UC  I  changed,'     Do  I  ^^  „,„„.  ,,„||,  '  "«- 

"Alone?" 

"  N-not  seeing  vou— sometimes." 
He    looked    at    her    with    smiling.,    sceptical    eve,. 
Uitln  t  vou  enjoy  the  winter?  "  ' 

"Do  you  enjoy  hein^r  drugged  with  champagne'- 

starfd  at  h-r th:1  '^",  '""f''  *'"*'  -"^"-^^ 'he  onlv 
cared  at  him,  the  fixed  sm.Ie  stamped  o„  her  lins-  then 

overwhelmed  in  the  revelation :  ^  '        "' 

did  1^/'^'''"'  ?''''■'  '"''^''^  >''''  J^"""  «''«t  I  "'canf  •    r 

n:l"lnHar/e„„?;::L'!r  -- "-  ••-  •.-:  J 

,ou"™c:„/°"  ""^  ""*  •""'  "-    »-"'-■  I  know  .hat 

bitint"hTs  irZl  '"  ""T  '"""""'  ""  '"•»  ""'<■'-. 
The,-  were  passing  the  big,  old-fashioned  hole"  w  th 

"  We'll  telephone  here."  he  said 

ente^'tn;  I'lf '  "^"*  ""  ""  '^"'•-  "™''  »'-P  ""'J 
"  If  you'll  speak  to  Leila,  I'll  rrpf  Plur,L        ^l 

Say  that  we'll  step  for  vou  ;*  se,S  •'  ""  ""^  "'"• 

She  gave  her  „,™bcr:  the,.,  at  the  „od  of  the  opera- 
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Siward  was  given  another 


tor,  entered  a  small  booth. 

booth  in  a  few  moments. 

Plank  answered  from  his  office;  his  voice  sounded 
grave  and  t  d  but  it  quickened,  tinged  with  surprise, 
when  Siwara  made  known  his  plan  for  the  evening. 

^s  Mrs.  Mortimer  in  town.?"  he  demanded.     "I 
had  a  wire  from  her  that  she  expected  to  be  here  and  I 

to  Lenox  »''      '  ^^  *^''  '***'°"  to-morrow  on  her  way 
"She's  stopping  with  Miss  Landis.    Can't  you  man- 
age to  come.?  »  asked   Siward   anxiously. 

"I  don't  know.    Do  you  wish  it  particularly?    I  have 
just  seen  Quarrier  and  Harrington.     I  can't  quite  un- 
derstand Quarner's  attitude.     There's  a  certain  hint  of 
defiance  about  ,t.     Harrington  is  all  caved  in.     He  is 
ready  to  thank  us  for  any  mercies.     But  Quarrier- 
there  s  somethmg  I  don't  fancy,  don't  exactly  under- 
stand about  his  attitude.     He's  like  a  dangerous  man 
whom  you've  searched  for  concealed  weapons,  and  who 
knows  you've  overlooked  the  knife  up  his  sleeve.    That's 
why  I  ve  expected  to  spend  a  quiet  evening,  studying 
up  the  matter  and  examining  every  loophole." 

"  You've  got  to  dine  somewhere,"  said  Siward.    "  If 
Jo«  could  fix  it  to  dine  with  us-    But  I  won't  urge 

"  AU  right.  I  don't  know  why  I  shouldn't.  I  don't 
know  why  I  feel  this  way  about  things.  I-I  rather 
felt-you'll  laugh,  Siward  !-that  som^ehow  I'd  Mter 
not  go  out  of  my  own  house  to-night;  that  I  was  safer, 

ter  ™,f  r"  7  7"  h-"«e»  studying  this  Quarrier  mat- 
ter out.  Im  tired,  J  suppose;  and  this  man  Quarrier 
has  come  close  to  worrying  m..  But  it's  all  right,  of 
cou«e  If  you  wish  It.  You  know  I  haven't  any  nlrves." 
If  you  are  tired—"  began  Siward. 
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tell  me   diH  O         •     '    ^°-     ^^'-^-^^  one  moment '- 

ceil  me,  did  Quarner  know  that  Mrs    \f«^- 

stop  with  Miss  Landis?  »  Mortamer  was  to 

"Wait  a  moment.     Hold  the  wire  » 

Mr.  Quarner  know  fif    t     i  °'''  '"'^^^  "  ^''^ 

with  your^  '"'  ^"^"  ""^  *°  ^t-^'   -ernight 

S.r*''^"  '^j/f '^•^'•^d  quietly,  surprised.     «  Whv?  " 
Siward  nodded  vainielv    closP.^  +K^  ^  -^ ' 

said  to  Plank :  ^'  ^^  '^''°''  ^^'^•"'  «"d 

ther'eTo'n'iltrr,  ^T"  ^^^     ""^  ^«"  ^^^'"'^  h^'^'  be 

don'w  ~t  kX  x^'ih'  r  *'^  -•-= "  ' 

a  little,  just  a  trffle   o'^worked"  *'s"'\  V"^^''"  ''"^ 
that  I  had  oie  n      '  '     Somebody  once  said 

;|  If  you  think  it  better  not  to  come " 

worry '  ,r;ij;"  tL  '7  r  ■"  "■-  "-""•  °»"*' 

Good  byo!"  '  '"*'  »'°«'-  fe*""?  <^'""<».' 

See   what  j,«,  have  done!"   he  said,   laughing 
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through  his  own  surprise.     "  I've  a  mind  to  leave  them 
there  now,  and  trust  to  your  new  cure." 

But  she  was  instantly  concerned  and  anxious,  and 
entering  the  bootli  brought  out  the  crutches  and  forced 
him  to  take  them. 

"  No  risks  now !  "  she  said  decisively.  «  We  have 
too  much  at  stake  this  evening.  Leila  is  coming.  Isn't 
it  perfectly  delightful.?  " 

"  Perfectly,"  he  said,  his  eyes  full  of  the  old  laugh- 
ing confidence  again ;  "  and  the  most  delightful  part 
of  it  all  is  that  you  don't  know  how  delightful  it  is 
going  to  be." 

"  Don't  I?  Very  well.  Only  I  inform  you  that  I 
mean  to  be  perfectly  happy !  And  that  means  that  I'm 
going  to  do  as  I  please!  And  that  means— oh,  it  may 
mean  anything!  What  are  you  laughing  at,  Stephen.'* 
I  know  I'm  excited.  I  don't  care!  What  girl  wouldn't 
be?  And  I  don't  know  what's  ahead  of  me  at  all;  and 
I  don't  want  to  know — I  don't  care !  " 

Her  reckless,  little  laugh  rang  sweetly  in  the  old- 
fashioned,  deserted  hall ;  her  lovely,  daring  eyes  met  his 
undaunted. 

"  You  won't  make  love  to  me,  will  you,  Stephen.'*  " 
"  Will  you  promise  me  the  same.?  " 
"  I  don't  know,  silly !  How  do  I  know  what  I  might 
say  to  you,  you  big,  blundering  boy,  who  can't  take  care 
of  himself.?  I  don't  know  at  all ;  I  won't  promise.  I'm 
likely  to  do  anything  to-night— even  before  Leila  and 
Mr.  Plank — when  you  are  with  me.  Shame  on  you  for 
the  shameless  girl  you've  educated!"  Her  voice  fell, 
tremulously,  and  for  an  instant  standing  there  she  re- 
membered her  education  and  his  part  in  it. 

'i'he  slow  colour  in  his  face  reflected  the  pink  con- 
fusion in  hers. 
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"  O  tongue!  tongue!  "  she  stammered,  "  I  can't  hold 
jou  in!  I  can't  curb  you,  and  I  can't  make  you  say 
what  you  ought  to  be  saying  to  that  boy.  There's 
trouble  coming  for  somebody;  there's  trouble  here  al- 
ready! Call  me  a  cab,  Stephen,  or  I'll  be  dragging  you 
into  that  big,  old-fashioned  parlour  and  planting  you 
on  a  chair  and  placing  myself  opposite,  to  moon  over 
you  until  somebody  puts  us  out !  There !  Now  will  you 
call  me  a  hansom?  .  .  .  And  I  will  be  all  ready*  at 
seven.  .  .  .  And  don't  dare  to  keep  me  waiting  one  sec- 
ond! .  .  .  Come  before  seven.  You  don't  want  to 
frighten  me,  do  you?  Very  well  then,  at  a  quarter  to 
ven— so  I  shall  not  be  frightened.  And,  Stephen, 
Stephen,  we're  doing  exactly  what  we  ought  not  to  do. 
You  know  it,  don't  you?  So  do  I.  Nothing  can  stop 
us,  can  it?    Good-bye!" 
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If  a  man's  grief  docs  not  awaken  his  dignity,  then 
he  has  none.  In  that  event,  grief  is  not  even  respect- 
able. And  so  it  was  with  Leroj  Mortimer  when  Lydia 
at  last  turned  on  him.  If  you  caress  an  Angora  too 
long  and  too  persistently  it  runs  away.  And  before 
it  goes  it  scratches. 

Under  all  the  physical  degeneration  of  mind  and 
flesh  tV  -  had  still  remained  in  Mortimer  the  capacity 
for  anin...I  affection ;  and  that  does  not  mean  sensuality 
alone,  but  generosity  and  a  sort  of  routine  devotion  as 
characteristic  components  of  a  character  which  had  now 
disintegrated  into  the  simplest  and  most  primitive  ele- 
ments. 

Lydia  Vyse  left  Saratoga  when  the  financial  strin- 
gency began  to  make  it  unpleasant  for  her  to  remain. 
She  told  Mortimer  without  the  slightest  compunction 
that  she  was  going. 

He  did  not  believe  her  and  he  gave  her  the  new 
car  — the  big  yeUow-P-d-black  Serin-Chanteur.  She 
sold  it  the  same  day  to  -ookmaker— an  old  friend  of 
hers;  withdrew  severa.  „  els  from  limbo— gems  which 
Mortimer  had  given  her- and  gathered  together  every- 
thmg  for  which,  if  he  turned  ugly,  she  might  not  be 
criminally  liable. 

She  had  never  liked  him— she  had  long  disliked  him. 
Such  women  have  an  instinct  for  their  own  kind,  and 
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no  matter  how  low  in  the  scale  a  man  of  the  other  kind 
sinks  he  can  never  entirely  supply  the  type  of  running 
mate  that  such  women  require,  understand,  and  usually 
conceive  a  passion  for. 

Not  hking  him  she  had  no  hesitation  in  the  matter; 
disliking  him,  whatever  unpleasant  had  occurred  during 
their  companionship  remained  as  an  irritant  to  poison 
memory.     She  resented  a  thousand  little  incidents  that 
he  scarcely  knew  had  ever  existed,  but  which  she  treas- 
ured without  wasting  emotion  until  the  sum  total  and 
the  time  coincided   to  retaliate.      Not  that   she  would 
have    cared    to   harm    him    seriously;    she   was    willing 
enough  to  disoblige  him,  however— decorate  him,  before 
she  left  him,  with  one  extra  scratch  for  the  sake  of  auld 
lang  syne.     So  she  wrote  a  note  to  the  governors  of  the 
Patroons  Club,  saying  that  both  Quarrier  and  Morti- 
mer were  aware  that  the  guilt  of  her  escapade  c-ould 
not  be  attached  to  Siward;  that  she  knew  nothincr  of 
Siward,  had  accepted  his  wager  without  meaning  to  at- 
tempt to  win  It,  had  never  again  seen  him,  and  had,  on 
the  impulse  of  the  moment,  made  her  entry  in  the  wake 
of  several  men.     She  added  that  when  Quarrier,  as  gov- 
ernor,  had  concurred   in   Siward's   expulsion   he  knew 
perfectly  well  that  Siward  was  not  guilty,  because  she 
herself  had  so  informed  Quarrier.     Since  then  she  had 
also  told  Mortimer,  but  he  had  taken  no  steps  to  do 
justice  to  Siward,  although  he,  Mortimer,  was  still  a 
governor  of  the  Patroons  Club. 

This  being  about  all  she  could  think  of  to  make 
mischief  for  two  men  whose  recent  companionship  had 
nourished  and  irritated  her,  she  shipped  her  trunks  by 
express,  packed  her  jewel-case  and  valise,  and  met  Des- 
mond at  the  station. 

Desmond  had  business  in   Europe;    Lydia  had  as 
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much  business  there  as  anywhere ;  and,  although  she  had 
been  faithless  to  Murtimer  for  a  comparatively  short 
time,  within  that  time  Desmond  already  had  sworn  at 
her  and  struck  her.  So  she  was  quite  ready  to  follow 
Desmond  anywhere  in  this  world  or  the  next.  And  that, 
too,  had  not  made  her  the  more  considerate  toward  Mor- 
timer. 

When  the  latter  returned  from  the  races  to  find  her 
gone  the  last  riddled  props  to  what  passed  for  his  man- 
hood gave  way  and  the  rotten  fabric  came  crashing  into 
the  mud. 

He  had  loved  her  as  far  as  he  had  been  capable  of 
imitating  that  passion  on  the  transposed  plane  to  which 
he  had  fallen ;  he  was  stupefied  at  first,  then  grew  vio- 
lent with  the  furniture,  then  hysterically  profane,  then 
pitiable  in  the  abandoned  degradation  of  his  grief. 
And,  suspecting  Desmond,  he  started  to  find  him.  They 
put  him  out  of  Desmond's  club-house  when  he  be- 
came noisy;  they  refused  him  admittance  to  several 
similar  resorts  where  his  noise  threatened  to  continue; 
his  landlord  lost  .j  time  in  interviewing  him  upon 
the  subject  of  damage  to  furniture  from  kicks  and  to 
the  walls  and  carpets  from  the  contents  of  smashed 
bottles. 

Creditors  with  sharp  iic^«?s  scented  the  whirlwind 
afar  off  and  hemmed  him  in  with  unsettled  accounts, 
mostly  hers.  Somebody  placed  a  lien  on  his  horses; 
a  deputy  sheriff  began  to  follow  him  about;  all  credit 
ceased  as  b}'  magic,  and  men  crossed  the  street  to  avoid 
meeting  with  an  old  companion  in  direst  need. 

Still,  alternately  stupefied  by  his  own  grief  and 
maddened  into  the  necessity  for  action,  he  packed  a  suit- 
case, crawled  out  of  the  rear  door,  toiled  across  country 
and  found  a  farmer  to  drive  him  twenty  miles  over  a 
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sandy  road  to  a  local  railroad  crossing,  where  he  man- 
aged to  board  a  train  for  Albany. 

At  Albany,  as  he  stood  panting  and  sweating  on  the 
Jong,  concrete  platform  which  paralleled  track  No.  1, 
he  saw  a  private  car,  switched  from  a  Boston  and  Al- 
bany train,  shunted  to  the  rear  of  the  Merchants'  Ex- 
press. 

The  private  car  was  lettered  in  gold  on  tiic  central 
panel,  "Algonquin."  He  boarded  the  Pullman  coupled 
to  It  forward,  pushed  through  the  vestibule,  shoved  aside 
the  Japanese  steward  and  darky  cook,  forcing  his  way 
straight  into  the  private  car.  Quarrier,  reading  a  mag- 
azine, looked  up  at  him  in  astonishment.  For  a  full 
moment  neither  spoke.  Then  Mortimer  dropped  his 
suit-case,  sat  down  in  an  armchair  opposite  Quarrier, 
and  leisurely  mopped  his  reeking  face  and  neck. 

"Scotch  and  lithia!"  he  said  hoarselv;  the  Japa- 
nese steward  looked  at  Quarrier;  then,  at  that  gentle- 
man's almost  imperceptible  nod,  went  away  to  execute 
the  commission. 

He  executed  a  great  many  similar  commissions  dur- 
ing the  trip  to  New  York.  When  they  arrived  there 
at  five  o'clock,  Quarrier  offered  Mortimer  his  hand,  and 
held  the  trembling,  pufFy  fingers  as  he  leaned  closer, 
saying  with  cold  precision  and  emotionless  emphasis 
something  that  appeared  to  require  the  full  concentra- 
tion of  Mortimer's  half-drugged  faculties. 

And  when  at  length  Mortimer  drove  away  in  a  han- 
som, Quarrier's  Japanese  steward  went  with  him— per- 
haps to  carry  his  suit  cast— a  courtesv  that  did  credit 
to  Quarrier's  innate  thoughtfulness  and  consideration 
for  others.  He  was  very  considerate;  he  even  called 
Agatha  up  on  the  telephone  and  talked  with  her  for 
ten    minutes.      Then   he    telephoned   to   Plank's   office, 
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learned  that  Harrington  was  already  there,  telephoned 
the  garage  for  a  Mercedes  which  he  always  kept  ready 
in  town,  and  presently  went  bowling  away  to  a  confer- 
ence on  which  the  last  few  hours  had  put  an  entirely  new 
aspect. 

It  had  taken  Plank  only  a  few  minutes  to  perceive 
that  something  had  occurred  to  change  a  point  of  view 
which  he  had  believed  it  impossible  for  Quarrier  to 
change.  Something  had  gone  wrong  in  his  own  careful 
calculations;  some  cog  had  slipped,  some  rivet  given 
way,  some  bed-plate  cracked.  And  Harrington  evi- 
dently had  not  been  aware  of  it ;  but  Quarrier  knew  it. 
There  was  something  wrong. 

It  was  too  late  now  to  go  tinkering  in  the  dark  for 
trouble.  Plank  understood  that.  Coolly,  as  though  ut- 
terly unaware  that  the  machinery  might  not  stand  the 
strain,  he  started  it  full  speed.  And  when  he  stopped 
it  at  last  Harrington's  grist  had  been  ground  to  atoms, 
and  Quarrier  had  looked  on  without  comment.  There 
seemed  to  be  little  more  for  them  to  do  except  to  pay 
the  miller. 

"  To-morrow,"  said  Quarrier,  rising  to  go.  It  was 
on  the  ed{">  oi  Plank's  lips  to  say,  "  to-day !  " — but  he 
was  silent,  knowing  that  Harrington  would  speak  for 
him.  And  the  old  man  did,  without  words,  turning  his 
iron  visage  on  Quarrier  with  the  silent  dignity  of  de- 
spair. But  Quarrier  coldly  demanded  a  day  before  they 
reckoned  with  Plank.  And  Plank,  profoundly  dis- 
turbed, shrugged  his  massive  shoulders  in  contemptuous 
assent. 

So  Quarrier  and  Harrington  went  away — the 
younger  partner  taking  leave  of  the  older  with  a  sneer 
for  an  outworn  prop  which  no  man  could  ever  again 
have  use  for.     Old  and  beaten— that  was  all  Harring- 
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ton  now  stood  for  in  Quarrier's  eyes.  Never  a  thought 
of  the  past  undaunted  courage,  never  a  memory  of  the 
old  victories  which  had  made  the  Quarrier  fortune  pos- 
8,ble— or)';)  contempt  for  age,  a  sneer  for  the  mind  and 
body  that  had  failed  at  last.  The  old  robber  was  done 
for,  his  armour  rotten,  his  buckler  broken,  liis  sword 
blade  rusted  to  the  core.  The  least  of  his  victims  might 
now  finish  him  with  a  club  where  he  swayed  in  his 
loosened  saddle,  or  leave  him  to  that  horseman  on  the 
pale  horse  watching  him  yonder  on  the  horizon. 

For  now,  whether  Harrington  lived  or  died,  he  must 
be  counted  as  nothing  in  this  new  struggle  darkly  out- 
hnmg  its  initial  strategy  in  Quarrier's  brain.     What 
was   coming  was   coming   between   himself   and   Plank 
alone;  and  whatever  the  result— whether  an  armed  truce 
leaving  affairs  indefinitely  in  statu  quo,  or  the  other  al- 
ternative, an  alliance  with  Plank,  leaving  Harrington 
hke  a  king  in  his  mail,  propped  upon  his  throne,  dead 
eyes  doubly  darkened  under  the  closed  helmet— the  re- 
sult must  be  atUined  swiftly,  with  secrecy,  and  with  the 
aid  of  no  man.     For  he  did  not  count  Mi^rtimer  a  man. 
So  Quarrier's  thin  lips  twitched  and  tl  e  glimmer  of 
teeth  showed  under  the  silky  beard  as  he  listened  with- 
out comment  to  the  old  man's  hesitating  words— a  trem- 
ulous suggestion  for  a  conference  that  evening—  and  he 
said  again,   "to-morrow,"    and    left    him   there    alone, 
groping  with  uncertain  hands  toward  the  door  of  the 
hired  coupe  which  had  brought  him  to  the  place  of  his 
earthly  downfall;  the  place  where  he  had  met  his  own 
weird  face  to  face— the  wraith  that  bore  the  mask  of 
Plank. 

Quarrier,  brooding  sullenly  in  his  Mercedes,  was  al- 
ready far  up  town  on  his  way  to  Major  Belwether's 
house. 
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At  the  door,  Sylvia's  maid  received  him  smihngly, 
saying  that  her  mistress  was  i.ot  at  home  but  that  Mrs. 
Mortimer  was— which  saved  Quarrier  the  necessity  of 
asking  for  the  private  conference  with  I,eila  which  was 
exactly  what  he  had  come  for.    But  her  first  unguarded 
words  on  receiving  him  as  he  rose  at  her  entrance  into 
the  darkened  drawing-room  changed  that  plan,  too- 
changed  it  all  so  utterly,  and  so  much  for  the  better, 
that  he  almost  smiled  to  think  of  the  crudity  of  human 
combinations  and  inventions  as  compared  to  the  mas- 
terly machinations  of  Fate.     No  need  for  him  to  com- 
plicate matters  when  here  were  pawns  enough  to  play 
the  game  for  him.     No  need  for  him  to  do  anything 
except  give  them   their   initial   velocity   and   let    them 
tumble  into  one  another  and  totter  or  fall.     Leila  said 
laughingly:  "Oh,  you  are  too  late,  Howard.     Wo  are' 
dm.ng  with  Mr.  Plank  at  Riverside  Inn.     What  in  the 
world  are  you  doing  in  town  so  suddenly.?  " 

"  A  business  telegram.  I  might  have  come  down 
with  you  and  Sylvia  if  I  had  known.  ...  Is  Plank 
dinmg  with  you  alone.?" 

"  I  haven't  seen  him,"  smiled  Leila  evasively.  "  He 
will  tell  us  his  plans  of  course  when  he  comes.'*' 

"  Oh,"  said  Quarrier,  dropping  his  eyes  and  glanc- 
ing furtively  toward  the  curtained  windows  through 
which  he  could  see  the  street  and  his  Mercedes  waiting 
at  the  curb.  At  the  same  instant  a  hansom  drove  up; 
Sylvia  sprang  out,  ran  lightly  up  the  low  steps,  and 
the  silent,  shrouded  house  rang  with  the  clamour  of 
the  bell. 

Leila  looked  curiously  at  Quarrier,  who  sat  motion- 
less, head  partly  averted,  as  though  listening  to  some- 
thing heard  by  him  alone.  He  believed  perhaps  that 
he  was  listening  to  the  voice  of  Fate  again,  and  it  mcw 
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have  been  so,  for  already,  for  the  third  time,  all  his 
plans  were  changing  to  suit  this  new  ally  of  his— this 
miraculous  Fate  which  was  shaping  matters  for  him  as 
he  waited.  Sylvia  had  started  up-stairs  like  a  fragrant 
whirlwind,  but  her  flying  feet  halted  at  Leila's  con- 
strained voice  from  the  drawing-room,  and  she  spun 
around  and  came  into  the  darkened  room  like  an  April 
breeze. 

"  Leila !    They'll  be  here  at  a  quarter  to  seven " 

Her  breath  seemed  to  leave  her  body  as  a  shadowy 
figure  rose  in  the  uncertain  light  and  confronted  her. 

"  You  !  " 

He  said :  "  Didn't  you  recog-  se  the  Mercedes  out- 
side? » 

She  had  not  even  seen  it,  o  excited,  so  deeply  en- 
gaged had  she  been  with  the  riotous  tumult  of  her  own 
thoughts.  And  still  her  hurt,  unbelieving  gaze  widened 
to  dismay  as  she  stood  there  halted  on  the  threshold ; 
and  still  his  eyes,  narrowing,  held  her  under  their  ex- 
pressionless inspection. 

"When  did  you  come.^  Why?"  she  asked  in  an 
altered  voice. 

*'  I  came  on  business.  Naturally,  being  here,  I  came 
to  see  yoi'.     I  understand  you  are  dining  out?  " 

"  Yes,  we  are  dining  out." 

"  I'm  sorry  I  didn't  wire  you  because  we  might  have 
dined  together.  I  saw  Plank  this  afternoon.  He  did 
not  say  you  were  to  dine  with  him.  Shall  I  see  you  later 
in  the  evening,  Sylvia?  " 

"  I — it  will  be  too  late " 

"  Oh !    To-morrow  then.     What  train  do  you  take  ?  " 

Sylvia  did  not  answer;  he  picked  up  his  hat,  re- 
peating the  question  carelessly,  and  still  she  made  no 
reply. 
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"SJiall  I  Bt«  you  to-morrow?"  he  asked,  twinffinff 
on  htr  rather  suddenly. 

**  I  think—not.    I— there  will  be  no  time ♦» 

He  bowed  quietly  to  Leila,  offering  his  hand.  "  Who 
did  you  say  was  to  dine  with  you— besides  Plank?  " 

Ix!iltt  stood  silent,  then,  withdrawing  her  finirers 
walked  to  the  window. 

Quarrier,  his  hat  in  his  gloved  hands,  looke<l  from 
one  to  the  other,  his  inquiring  eyes  returning  and  fo- 
cused on  Sylvia. 

"Who  are  you  dining  with?"  he  asked  with  au- 
thority. 

"  Mr.  Plank  ami  Mr.  Siword." 

"  Mr.  Siward  !  "  he  repeated  in  surprised  displeasure, 
as  though  he  had  not  already  divined  it. 
"  Yes.     A  man  I  like." 

"  A  man  I  dislike,"  he  rejoined  with  the  slightest 
emphasis. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  she  said  simply. 

"  So  am  I,  Sylvia.  And  I  am  going  to  ask  you  to 
make  him  an  excuse.     Any  excuse  will  do." 

**  Excuse?     What  do  you  mean,  Howard?  " 

"  I  mean  that  I  do  not  care  to  have  you  seen  with 
Mr.  Siward.  Have  I  ever  demanded  very  much  of  you, 
Sylvia?     Very  well;  I  demand  this  of  you  now." 

And  still  she  stood  there,  her  eyes  wide,  her  colour 
gone,  repeating:  "Excuse?  What  excuse?  W^iat  do 
you  mean  by  '  excuse,'  Howard?  " 

"  I  have  told  you.  You  know  my  wis.'  ■.  If  he  has 
a  telephone  you  can  communicate  with  him 


And  say  that  I— that  you  forbid  me- 
tv 1 


"  If  you  choose.  Yes;  say  that  I  object  to  him.  Is 
there  anything  extraordinary  in  a  man  objecting  to  his 
future  wife  dining  in  the  country  at  a  common  inn  with 
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•   notorimiH  outciiHt   from  ovirv  tkcent  ilub  and  tirric 
ill  Now  Vork?" 


»« 


What 


What!"  she  whisptrwJ,  white  as  drnth. 
did  vou  say?  " 

"  Shall  I  repeat  what  cverybo<lv  excoi.t  vou  »ecni« 
to  be  aware  of?  Do  you  care  to  have  n.c  explain  to 
vou  exactly  why  decent  people  have  ostracised  tluH  man 
with  whom  you  are  proposing  to  figure  in  a  public  re- 
sort?" 

He  turned  to  Leila,  who  stood  at  the  window,  her 
back  turned  toward  them:  "Mrs.  Mortimer,  when  Mr. 
I  lank  arnves,  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  explain  why 
Sylvia  is  unable  to  accompany  you." 

If  Leila  heard  she  neiti..  turned  nor  made  sign 
of  comprehension. 

"  We  will  dine  at  the  Santa  Regina,"  he  said  to  Syl- 
via. "Agatha  is  there  and  I'll  find  somebody  at  the 
club  to " 

"  Why  bother  to  find  anybody?  "  said  Leila,  eel- 
ing  on  him,  exasperated.     "  Why  not  dine  tht  ^h 

Agatha  alone?     It  will  not  be  the  first  time  I  fa 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  said  fiercely,  under  his 
breath.  The  colour  had  left  his  face,  too,  and  in  his 
eyes  Leila  saw  for  the  first  time  an  expression  that  she 
had  never  before  surprised  in  any  eyes  except  her  hus- 
band 8.  It  was  the  expression  of  fright;  she  recognised 
It.  But  Sylvia  stared,  unenlightened,  at  an  altered  vis- 
age she  scarcely  knew  for  Quarricr's. 

"  What  do  I  mean?  "  repeated  Leila;  "  I  mean  what 
I  say ;  and  if  you  don't  understand  it  you  can  find  the 
key  to  it,  I  fancy.  Nor  shall  I  answer  to  vou  for  mv 
guests  I  invite  whom  I  choose.  Mr.  Siw^rd  is  on^, 
Mr  Plank  is  another.  Sylvia,  if  you  care  to  come  I 
shall  be  delighted." 
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"  I  do  care  to  come,"  said  Sylvia.  Her  heart  was 
beating  violently,  her  eyes  were  on  Quarrier. 

"  If  you  go,"  said  Quarrier,  showing  the  glimmering 
edge  of  teeth  under  his  beard,  «  you  will  answer  to  me 
for  it." 

"I  will  answer  you  now,  Howard;  I  am  going  with 
Mrs.  Mortimer.     What  have  you  to  say?  " 

"  ^^^  T^  '*  to-morrow,"  he  replied,  contemplating 
her  m  a  duJl,  impassive  manner  as  though  absorbed  in 
other  things. 

*k     l^*-^  ^^^^  ^^"^""^  '^  *°  ^  "^^^  "°^-"  ^^^  insisted, 
the  hot  colour  staining  her  cheeks  again.     "  Do  you 

desire  me  to  free  you.?    Is  that  all?    I  will  if  you  wish." 
"No.     And  I  shall  not  free  you,  Sylvia.     This— 
all  this  can  be  adjusted  in  time." 
"  As  you  please,"  ?he  said  slowly. 
"In  time,"  he  repeated,  his  passionless  voice  now 
under  perfect  control.     He  turned  and  looked  at  Leila ; 
all  the  wickedness   of  his   anger  was   concentrated   in 
his  gaze.     Then   he  took   his   leave   of  them   as    for- 
mally, as  precisely  as  though  he  had  forgotten  the  whole 
scene;    nd  a  minute  later  the  big  Mercedes  ran  out  into 
a  half-circle,  backed,  wheeled,  and  rolled  away  through 
the  thickening  dusk,  the  glare  of  the  acetylenes  sweep- 
ing the  deserted  street. 

Into  the  twilight  sped  Quarrier,  head  bent,  but  his 
soft,  dark-lashed  eyes  of  a  woman  fixed  steadily  abend. 
Every  energy,  every  thought  was  now  bent' to  this 
newest  phase  of  the  same  question  which  he  and  Fate 
were  finding  simpler  to  solve  every  minute.  Of  all  the 
luxuries  he  permitted  himself  openly  or  furtively,  one 
—the  rarest  of  them  all— his  self-denial  had  practically 
ehminated  from  the  list :  the  luxury  of  punishing  where 
no  end  was  served  save  that  of  mere  personal  satisfac- 
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t.on.  The  temptation  of  this  luxury  now  presented  it- 
self;  and  the  means  of  gratification  were  so  simple,  so 
secret,  so  easy  to  command,  that  the  temptation  became 
almost  a  duty. 

Siward  he  had  not  turned  out  of  his  way  to  injure; 
biward  had  been  in  the  way,  that  was  all,  and  his  ruin 
was  to  have  been  merely  an  agreeable  coincidence  with 
the  purposed  ruin  of  Amalgamated  Electric  before  In- 
ter-County absorbed  the  fragments.     But  here  was  a 
new  phase;  Mrs.  Mortimer,  whom  he  had  expected  to 
use,  and  if  necessary  sacrifice,  had  suddenly  turned  vi- 
cious.    And  he  now  hated  her  as  coldly  as  he  hated 
Major  Belwether  for  betraying  suspicions  of  a  similar 
nature.      As  for  Plank,  fear  and  hatred  of  him  was 
becoming  hatred  and  contempt.     He  had  the  means  of 
checking  Plank  if  Mortimer  did  not  drop  dead  before 
midnight.     There   remained  Sylvia,   whom   he  had  se- 
lected as  the  fittest  object  attainable  to  transmit  his 
name.     Long  ago,  whatever  of  liking,  of  affection,  of 
passion  he  had  ever  entertained  for  her  had  quieted  to 
indifference  and  the  unemotional  contemplation  of  a  fu- 
ture  methodically   arranged   for.      Now  of   a  sudden 
this  young  girl  he  had  bou-ht— he  knowing  what  she 
sold  and  what  he  was  paying  for— had  become  exposed 
to  the  infection  of  a  suspicion  concerning  himself  and 
another  woman;  a  woman  unmarricil,  and  of  his  own 
caste,  and  numbered  among  her  own  friends. 

And  he  knew  enough  of  Sylvia  to  know  that  if  anv-    • 
body  could  once  arouse  her  suspicion  nothing  on  earth 
could  induce  her  to  look  into  his  face  again.     Suppose 
Leila  should  do  so  this  ovcning.? 

Certainly  Quarrier  had  several  matters  to  ponder 
over  and  provide  for;  and  first  and  foremost  of  all  to 
provide  for  his  own  security  and  the  vital  necesMtv  of 
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preserving  his  name  and  his  character  untainted.     In 
this  he  had  to  deal  with  that  miserable  judge  who  had 
betrayed   him;   with    Mortimer,   who   had   once   black- 
mailed him  and  who  now  was  temporarily  in  his  service- 
with  Mrs.   Mortimer,  who— God  knew   how,  when,  or 
wher^-had  become  suspicious  of  Agatha  and  himself; 
with  Major  Belwether,  who  had  deserted  him  before  he 
could  sacrifice  the  major,  and  whom  he  now  hated  and 
feared  for  having  stumbled  over  suspicions  similar  to 
Mrs.  Mortimer's.     He  had  to  deal  with  Sylvia  herself, 
and  with  Siward— reckon  with  Siward's  knowledge  of 
matters  which  it  wrre  best  that  Sylvia  should  not  know. 
But  first  of  all,  and  most  important  of  all,  he  had 
to  deal  with  Beverly  Plank.     And  he  was  going  to  do 
It  in  a  manner  that  Plank  could  not  have  foreseen-  he 
was  going  to  stop  Plank  where  he  stood,   and  to  do 
this  he  was  deliberately  using  his  knowledge  of  the  man 
and  paying  Plank  the  compliment  of  counting  on  liis 
sense  of  honour  to  defeat  him. 

For  he  had  suddenly  found  the  opportunity  to  de- 
fend himself;  he  had  discovered  the  joint  in  Plank\s 
old-fashioned  armour— the  armour  of  the  old  paladins 
—who  placed  a  woman's  honour  before  all  else  in  the 
world.     Now,  through  his  creature,  Mortimer,  he  could 
menace  Plank  with  a  threat  to  involve  him  and  Leila 
m  a  vile  publicity;  now  he  was  in  a  position  to  demand 
a  hearing  and  a  compromise  through  his  new  ambassa- 
dor,   Mortimer,   knowing   that   he    could   at    last    halt 
Plank  by  threatening  Leila  with  this  shameful  danger. 
Plank  must  sign  the  truce  or  'ace  with  Leila  an  action 
for  damages  and  divorce. 

First  of  all  he  went  to  the  Lenox  Club  and  dressed. 
Then  he  dined  sparingly  and  alone.  The  Mercedes  was 
waiting  when  he  came  out  ready  to  run  down  to  the 
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great  Hotel  Corona,  whither  the  Japanese  steward  had 
conducted  Mortimer.  Mortimer  had  dined  heavily,  but 
his  disorgamsed  physical  condition  was  such  that  it  had 
scarcely  affected  him  at  all. 

Again  Quarrier  went  over  patiently  and  carefully 
the  very  simple  part  he  had  reserved  for  Mortimer  that 
evening,  explaining  exactly  what  to  say  to  Leila  and 
what  to  «ay  to  Plank  in  case  of  insolent  interruption. 
1  hen  he  told  Mortimer  to  be  ready  at  nine  o'clock, 
turned  on  ins  heel  with  a  curt  word  to  the  Japanese, 
descended  to  the  street,  entered  his  motor-car  again,  and 
sped  away    o  the  Hotel  Santa  Regina. 

Miss  Caithness  was  at  home,  came  the  message  in 
exchange  for  his  cards  for  Agatha  and  Mrs.  Venden- 
r^*-  ,^^""*^^^d  *^^  giWed  elevator,  stepped  out  on 
the  sixth  floor  into  a  tiny,  rococo,  pubHc  reception- 
room.  Nobody  was  there  besides  himself;  Agatha's 
maid  came  presently,  and  he  turned  and  followed  her 
into  the  large  and  very  handsome  parlour  belonging 
to  the  suite  which  Agatha  was  occupying  with  Mrs 
Vendennmg  for  the  few  days  that  they  were  to  "-^op 
m  town.  ^ 

"Hello,''  she  said  serenely,  sauntering  in,  her  long, 
pale  hands  bracketed  on  her  narrow  hips,  her  lips  dis- 
closing her  teeth  in  a  smile  so  like  that  nervous  muscular 
recession  which  passed  for  a  smile  on  Quarrier's  visage 
that  for  one  moment  he  recognised  it  and  thought  she 
^^;as  mocking  him.  But  she  strolled  up  to  him,  meeting 
his  eye  calmly,  and  lifted  her  slim  neck,  lips  passive 
under  his  impetuous  kiss. 

"Is  Mrs.  Vendenning  out.?"  he  asked,  laying  his 
hands  on  the  bare  shoulders  of  the  tall,  pallid  girl— tall 
as  he,  and  as  paUid.  f  s  ii 

"  No,  Mrs.  Ven.  is  in,  Howard.'* 

469 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


"  Now? 
rupt- 


»» 


You    mean    she    is    coining   in    to    intcr- 

"  Oh  no ;  she  isn't  fond  of  you,  Howard." 

"  You  said—"  he  began  almost  angrily,  but  she  laid 

her  fingers  across  his  lips. 

"  I  said  a  very  foolish  thing,  Howard.     I  said  that 

1  d  manage  to  dispense  with  Mrs.  Ven.  this  evening." 
"You  mean  that  you  couldn't  manage  it.?" 
"  Not  at  all ;  I  could  easily  have  managed  it.     But 

— I  didn't  care  to." 

She  looked  at  him  calmly  at  close  range  as  he  held 
her  embraced,  lifted  her  arms  and,  with  slender,  white 
fingers  patted  her  hair  into  place  where  his  arm  around 
her  head  had  disarranged  it,  watching  him  all  the  while 
out  of  her  pale,  haunted  eyes. 

"  You  promised  me,"  he  said,  «  that  you " 

"Oh  Howard!  Do  men  still  believe  in  promises.?" 
Quarner's  face  had  colour  enough  now;  his  voice, 
too,  had  lost  its  passionless,  monotonous  precision. 
Whatever  was  in  the  man  of  emotion  was  astir;  his  im- 
patient voice,  his  lack  of  poise,  the  almost  human  lack 
of  caution  in  his  speech  betrayed  him  in  a  new  and  in- 
teresting light. 

"  Look  here,  Agatha,  how  long  is  this  going  to  last? 
Are  you  trying  to  make  a  fool  of  me.?  What  is  the 
matter?     Is  there  anything  wrong?  " 

Wrong?    Oh  dear  no!    How  could  there  be  any- 
thing wrong  between  you  and  me " 

"  Agatha,  what  is  the  matter!  Look  here;  let's  set- 
tle this  thing  now  and  settle  it  one  way  or  the  other ' 
I  won't  stand  it ;  I — I  can't !  " 

"  Very  well,"  she  said,  releasing  herself  from  his 
tightening  arms  and  stepping  back  with  another  glance 
at  the  mirror  and  another  light  touch  of  her  finger  tips 
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on  her  burnished  hair.    "  Very  well,"  she  repeated,  gaz- 
Z3A"*°  *'^  ""'"^^^  "  "'"^^  ^'^  '  to  unders'tf:! 

voicr-°"v''T  ''^*\*''  understand,"  he  said  in  a  low 
whenlJ°"  '  ^'  ^'^   understood  when- 

"  When  what?  " 

"  When  I — when  you " 

he  answered  m  brutal  exasperation,  and  for  the  fir"  t 
t.n,e  so  p  a,nly  that  a  hint  of  rose  tinted  her  stnu^o 

tlarTv  '  7'  Yl'l.  ""  '■•"  *''^  "-""■  "■»  ■- 

vu^^drhefLr" """  '""""^ "'  ""^  """•  '■"■-^ 

hotly  °'"  Did  T-  '"'"'"'''^"*»"''  ">-?"  l-e  demanded 
nofly.  Did  I  give  you  any  ehanee  to?  Were  vou 
.Knorant  of  what  Hat  meant,"  with  a  gesture  toward'the 
splendid  ereseent  of  flashing  ge„s,  seintiUating  ll,  1 
the  low,  lace  bod  ee  met  the  silky   lustre  of  t  ski 

Uld   you    misinterpret    the    collar?      Or    the    sudden 
ehange  of  fortune  in  your  own  family's  eonc '  ns      An- 

alter  all .  /  know  you  have  never  misunderstood  me '  " 

quite  rigr""'"'^   "°"""«"  ^'■'  -■''=   ">■'>"'-« 
"  Then  what  are  jou  going  to  do?  " 

to  dl^Howa'rd^  "''"  '"  ='•'"-'?"-•     "  What  am  I 

"  You  have  said  that  you  loved  nie." 
"  I  said  the  truth,  I  think." 

«  Then " 

"  Well?  " 

length?  "he  asked  violently.  ^   arm  3 
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"  That  lies  with  you,"  she  said,  smiling.    She  looked 
at  him  for  a  moment,  then,  resting  her  hands  on  her 
hips,  she  began  to  pace  the  floor,  to  and  fro,  to  and 
fro,  and  at  every  turn  she  raised  her  head  to  look  at 
him.    All  the  strange  grace  of  her  became  insolent  prov- 
ocation—her pale  eyes,  clear,  limpid,  harbouring  no  de- 
lusions, haunted  w  ith  the  mockery  of  wisdom,  challenged 
and  checked  him.     "Howard,"  she  said,  "  why  should 
I  be  the  fool  you  want  me  to  be  because  I  love  you? 
Why  should  I  be  even  if  I  wished  to  be?     You  desire 
an  understanding?     Voda\     You  have  it.     I  love  you; 
I  never  misunderstood  you  from  the  first;  I  could  not 
afford  to.     You  know  what  I  am ;  you  know  what  you 
arouse  in  me  ?  " 

Slim,  pale,  depraved  in  all  but  body  she  stood,  eye- 
ing him  a  moment,  the  very  incarnation  of  vicious  per- 
versity. 

"  You  know  what  you  arouse  in  me,"  she  repeated. 
"  But  don't  count  on  it !  " 

"  You  have  encouraged — permitted  me  to  count — " 
His  anger  choked  him— or  was  it  the  haunting  wisdom 
of  her  eyes  that  committed  him  to  silence. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  musingly,  «  what  it  is  in 
you  that  I  am  so  mad  about— whether  it  is  your  brutal- 
ity, or  the  utter  corruption  of  you  that  holds  me,  or 
your  wicked  eyes  of  a  woman,  or  the  fascination  of  the 
mask  you  turn  on  the  world,  and  the  secret  visage,  naked 

in  its  vice,  that  you  reser\'e  for  me.     But  I  love  you 

in  my  own  fashion.  Count  on  that,  Howard ;  for  that 
is  all  you  can  surely  count  on.  And  now,  at  last,  you 
know." 

As  he  stood  there,  it  came  to  him  slowly  that,  deep 
within  him  he  had  always  known  this ;  that  he  had  never 
really  counted  on  anything  else  though  he  had  throt- 
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unadmitted  even  to  him.^lf   «]  ^"  ^^"^^ 

secret  within  fll  T       '  ^''*^'  remained  a  hidden 

secret  withm  this  secret  man-an  unacknor.ledijed  un- 
drawn-on  reserve  in  case  of  the  failure  which  he  even 
in  sanguine  moods,  knew  i„  his  inmost  corrupted  soul 
that  hjs  quest  was  doomed  to.  ^ 

And  now  he  had  no  more  need  of  secrets  from  h.m 

with  uhich  he  had  chosen  to  deceive  himself.    And  there 

was  nothing  left  for  self-deception.  ' 

If  I  marry  you!"  he  said  calmly,  "at  lea^t   T 

know  what  I  am  getting."  ^  *  *  ^ 

l-or  an  instant  a  vicious  light  flashed  in  his  nar 

vo./'^'ir'-""*  \^^'     '*  ^°"^^  "°*  attract  me  even  with 

'c^^ell^::^^''^^^^  NoVelle 

thaf  Lr    T  ;  ""^  ''  ^  depravity  in  marrying  you 

that  makes  all  lesser  vices  stale  as  virtues."         ^  ^ 

th.n       Z    T-"**^'"^'  '^"  "^^  ^*  ^™»  Jazily  amused- 
then,  inattentive,  turned  and  paced  the  floor  agaT       ' 
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"  Shall  I  sec  you  to-morrow?  "  he  demanded. 

"  If  you  wish.  Captain  Voucher  came  down  on  the 
same  train  with  me.    I'll  set  him  adrift  if  you  like." 

"  Is  he  preparing  for  a  declaration  ?  "  sneered  Quar- 
rier. 

"  I  think  so,"  she  said  simply. 

"  Well  if  he  comes  to-night  after  I'm  gone,  you  wait 
a  final  word  from  me.  Do  you  understand .?"»  he  re- 
peated with  repressed  violence. 

"  No,  Howard.  Are  you  going  to  propose  to  me 
to-morrow  ?  " 

"  You'll  know  to-morrow,"  he  retorted  angrily.  "  I 
tell  you  to  wait.  I've  a  right  to  that  much  considera- 
tion anyway." 

"  Very  well,  Howard,"  she  said,  recognising  in  him 
the  cowardice  which  she  had  always  suspected  to  be 
there. 

She  bade  him  good  night;  he  touched  her  hand  but 
made  no  offer  to  kiss  her.  She  laughed  a  little  to  her- 
self, watching  him  striding  toward  the  elevator,  then, 
closing  the  door,  she  stood  still  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
staring  at  her  own  reflection,  full  length,  in  the  gilded 
pier-glass,  her  lips  edged  with  a  sneer  so  like  Quarrier's 
that,  the  next  moment  she  laughed  aloud,  imitating 
Quarrier's  rare  laugh  from  sheer  perversity. 

"  I  think,"  she  said  to  her  reflected  figure  in  the 
glass,  "  I  think  that  you  are  cither  mentally  ill  or  inher- 
ently a  kind  of  devil.     And  I  don't  much  care  which." 

And  she  turned  leisurely,  her  slim  hands  balanced 
lightly  on  her  narrow  hips,  and  strolled  into  the  second 
dressing-room,  where  Mrs.  Vendcnning  sat  sullenly  in- 
dulging in  that  particular  species  of  solitaire  known  as 
"  The  Idiot's  Delight." 

"Well?"  inquired  Mrs.  Vendenning,  looking  up  at 
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the  tal]  pale  girl  she  was  chaperoningsocarcfulTv  during 
their  sojourn  in  town.  *  "uring 

"  Oh,  vou  know  the  rhyme  to  that,"  vawncd  Agatha  • 
let's  nng  up  son.ebody.     I'n.  bored  stiff."  ^ 

What  did  Howard  QUarrier  want.?" 

.  pn  f,?-^'  ^  *'"""'^'  »^"t  h<>  ''-n't  yet  inforn,ed  me." 

iil  tell  you  one  thing,  Agatha,"  said  Mrs    Ven- 

denn.ng    gat  ering   up   the   packs   for  a   new    shuffl- 

and  T'  r  ^"""''  ^"'"^  "°^-^'«  «tt->ti.,n  tofou 
and  she  s  beginning  to  say  so.  When  you  go  back  to 
bhotover  you'd  better  let  him  alone  " 

«  Wrt^\?°'"«  ^"'"^  *°  Shotover,"  said  Agatha. 

tomorrow.      It  all  depends-but  I  don't  expect  to."    She 

Voucher"  a"  ""^  *"FP^^  °"  *'^  ^°-  "  O^'  C-aptain 
Voucher.  Are  you  at  home  to  him.?  "  flipping  the  paste- 
board onto  the  table  among  the  scattereS'cafds.     '    '' 

you  el^k  hTm  t  fl"  'r''""'"^  aggressively,  ^.  unless 
you  «pect  him  to  flop  down  on  his  knees  to-night.    Do 

"  I  don't— to-night.     Perhaps  to-morrow      I  dnn'f 
know;  I  can't  tell  vet"     And  fn  h.  !?^:     ^  7"* 

tH«f  f},o,r  «,  ^1"^^^'  And  to  her  maid  she  nodded 
that  they  were  at  home  to  Captain  Voucher. 

th    ?T^TL^^  """*  ^'"''  *°°'  J"«t  as  he  was  leavin^r 
the  hotel  lobby     They  exchanged  the  careful  salutation! 
of  men  who  had  no  use  for  one  another.    On  the  Enghsh 
man's  clean-cut  face  a  deeper  hue  settled  as  he  pated  • 
on  Quarrier's,  not  a  trace  of  emotion;  but  wL Te  e„- 

t  ff-necked    his  long  gray-gloved  fingers  moving  rest- 
lessly over  his  pointed  beard.  ^ 

The  night  was  magnificent ;  myriads  of  summer  stars 
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spangled  the  heavens.  Even  in  the  recking  city  itself 
a  slight  freshness  grew  in  the  air,  although  there  was 
no  wind  to  stir  the  parched  leaves  of  the  park  trees, 
among  which  fire-flies  floated— their  intermittent  phos- 
phorescence breaking  out  with  a  silvery,  star-like  bril- 
liancy. 

Plank,  driving  his  big  motor  northward  through  the 
night,  Leila  Mortimer  beside  him,  twice  mistook  the  low 
glimmer  of  a  fire-fly  for  the  distant  lamp  of  a  motor, 
which   amused   Leila,    and   her   clear,   young   laughter 
floated  back  to  the  ears  of  Sylvia  and  Siward,  curled  up 
in  their  corners  of  the  huge  tonneau.    But  they  were  too 
profoundly  occupied  with  each  other  to  heed  the  sudden 
care-free   laughter   of   the   young   matron,   though   in 
these  days  her  laughter  was  infrequent  enough  to  set 
the  more  merciless  tongues  wagging  when  it  did  sound. 
Plank  had  never  seen  fit  to  speak  to  her  of  her  hus- 
band's scarcely  veiled  menace  that  day  he  had  encoun- 
tered him  in  the  rotunda  of  the  Algonquin  Trust  Com- 
pany.   His  first  thought  was  to  do  so— to  talk  it  over 
with  her,  consider  the  threat  and  the  possibility  of  its 
seriousness,  and  then  come  to  some  logical  and  definite 
decision  as  to  what  their  future  relations  should  be. 
Again  and  again  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  doing  this 
when  alone  with  Leila — uncomfortable,  even  apprehen- 
sive, because  of  their  frank  intimacy;  but  he  had  never 
had  the  opportunity  to  do  so  without  deliberately  drag- 
ging in  the  subject  by  the  ears  in  all  its  ugliness  and 
implied  reproach  for  her  imprudence,  and  seeing  that 
dreadful,  vacant  change  in  Leila's  face,  which  the  mere 
mention  of  her  husband's  name  was  sure  to  bring,  turn 
into  horror  unspeakable, 

A  man  not  prone  to  fear  his  fellows,  he  now  feared 
Mortimer,  but  that  fear  struck  him  only  through  Leila— 

476 


E  ili^l^  i 


\.-^.  .*-  •- 


pOMible  danpr  ho  1,«,1  been  ovcr-,crupulou,  ove7 
aonormal  had  evoked  »  „„„ter  powibility— he  did  not 

iriira  "  "■""'  "'  •'''"*'"■"''  *<•  involve  Plank 
wr^h  Le,  a  m  one  com„,cn  ruin,  that  boa«t  that  Ik^  «a, 
.We  to  do  ,0  eou  d  no.  be  ignoml  a.  a  p„.siblc  „e„Z 

«"''";;". ''-"W  by  any  cl,.nee  learn  of  it.      ^ 
once    h"a^  t  ^'V"  '"f  '"'''"  !■"'«  '"'"  hi'  «"„,  but 

root.     S„„,e  pry,„g  «,„„„t  h^j  ^i,^ 

-perhaps  a  ghmmer  .fa  mirror  had  betrayed  them     At 

t'lr  a^d :  rr '""' '-'"  ^  •■™"' '"«'  ■•"^0™^  mo" 

rTn^n  an  .r      ,  Tu  '*'  "'"'PP«'=  »'><^  """^  -""i  only 
™n  .„  all  the  world  who  could  with  truth  accuse  Plank  • 

the  only  man  of  whom  he  stood  in  honest  fear 

And  It  was  characteristic  of  Plank  that  i,.^..,  r  . 

TitTCw':^  i!  TT'*"  -^ «"'» '^'"'- '»' 

01  It  all  lay  w,th  Le.la;  that  it  was  her  imprudence  alone 

SnerStve'"  ^^"^  """"''  '"  "^'  ■-  '""^  -  ^'- 

of  tt'  "'K-'i'-f  V"  '"■'  ""■"•»«'••  P«n^takinK  review 
of  the  subject,  had  taken  into  account;  and  ife  could 

Muse  Quamer  was   in    New   York    and    Mortimer  in 
Saratoga,  and  unless  the  latter  had  already  sold  hL  i^" 

CZl  X'"™"  ™""  "°*  "'^"^ "  ^'-  '--^^ 

And  yet  a  curious   reluctancy,  a   hesitation    inex- 
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plical)k— -unleuM  overwork  explained  it — had  come  over 
liini  when  Siward  had  proijoued  their  dining  together 
on  the  very  eve  of  his  conipletecj  victory  over  Quarrier. 
It  seemed  absurd,  and  Plank  was  too  stolid  to  enter- 
tain superstitions,  hut  he  could  not,  even  with  Leila 
laughing  there  beside  him,  shake  off  the  dull  instinct  that 
all  was  not  well— that  Quarrier's  attitude  was  still  the 
attitude  of  a  dangerous  man ;  that  he,  Plank,  should  have 
had  this  evening  in  his  room  alone  to  study  out  the 
matters  he  had  so  patiently  plodded  through  in  the  long 
hours  while  Siward  slept. 

Yet  not  for  one  instant  did  he  dream  of  shifting  the 
responsibility  —  if  responsibility  entailed  blame  — on 
Siward,  who,  against  Plank's  judgment  and  desire,  had 
on  the  very  eve  of  consummation  drawn  him  away  from 
that  sleepless  vigila,  ce  which  must  for  ever  be  the  price 
of  a  business  man's  safety. 

Leila,  gay  and  excited  as  a  schoolgirl,  chattered  on 
ceaselessly  to  Plank :  all  the  silence,  all  the  secrecy  of  the 
arid  years  turning  to  laughter  on  her  red  lips,  pouring 
out,  in  broken  phrases  of  delight,  words  strung  together 
for  the  sheer  pleasure  of  speech  and  the  happiness  of 
her  lot  to  be  with  him  unrestrained. 

He  remembered  once  listening  to  the  song  of  a  wild 
bird  on  the  edge  of  a  clearing  at  night,  and  how,  stand- 
ing entranced,  the  low,  distant  jar  of  thunder  sounded 
at  moments,  scarcely  audible— like  his  heart  now,  at 
intervals,  dully  persistent  amid  the  gaiety  of  her  voice. 
"  And  would  you  believe  it,  Beverly,"  she  said,  "  I 
formed  the  habit  at  Shotover  of  walking  across  the 
boundary  and  strolling  into  your  greenhouses  and  de- 
liberately helping  myself.  And  every  time  I  did  it  I 
was  certain  one  of  your  men  would  march  me  out !  " 
He  laughed,  but  did  not  tell  her  that  his  men  had 
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reported  the  first  cpismK'  mul  that  \\v  iiad  iri-.tructc(l  tliiin 
that  Mrs.  Mortimer  aiui  hi-r  frieiHU  werr  to  do  exnctlv 
as  they  pleaned  at  the  FelU.  However  she  knew  it, 
because  a  Karruhius  gardener,  proud  of  his  serAice  with 
Phuik,  had  informed  her. 

"  Beverly,"  she  sjiid,  "  you  are  a  char.  If  people 
only  knew  what  I  know  ! " 

He  began  to  turn  red;  Hhe  oould  see  it  even  in 
the  flickering,  lamp-.shot  darkness.  And  ihe  teased  him 
for  a  while,  very  gently,  even  tenderly;  and  their  voices 
grew  lower  in  a  half-serious  ba<linage  that  ended  with  a 
quiet,  indrawn  breath,  a  sigh,  and  silence. 

And  now  the  river  swept  into  view,  a  darkly  luminous 
sheet  set  with  reflected  stars.  Mirrored  lights  gleamed 
in  it;  sudden  bright,  yellow  flashes  zigzagged  into  its 
sombre  depths ;  the  foliage  edged  it  with  a  <lee[)er  gloom 
over  which,  on  the  heights,  twinkled  the  multicoloured 
lights  of  Riverside  Inn. 

Up  the  broad,  gentle  grade  they  sped,  curving  in 
and  out  among  the  clumps  of  trees  and  shrubbery,  then 
on  a  level,  sweeping  in  a  great  circle  up  to  tiie  steps 
of  the  inn. 

Now  all  about  them  from  the  brilliantly  lighted  ve- 
randas  the  gay  tumult  broke  out  like  an  uproarious  wel- 
come after  the  swift  silence  of  their  journey ;  the  stir  of 
jolly  people  keen  for  pleasure ;  the  clatter  of  crockery ; 
the  coming  and  going  of  waiters,  of  guests,  of  hansoms, 
coupes,  victorias,  and  scores  of  motor-cars  wheeling  and 
tvming  through  the  blinding  glare  of  their  own  head- 
lights. 

Somewhere  a  gips\  orchestra,  full  of  fitful  crescen- 
does and  throbbing  suspensions  of  caprice,  furnished 
resonant  accompaniment  to  the  joyous  clamour;  the 
scent  of  fountain  spray  and  flowers  was  in  the  air. 
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"  I  didn't  know  you  had  telephoned  for  a  table," 
said  Siward,  as  a  head-waiter  came  up  smiling  and 
bowing  to  Plank.  "  I  confess,  in  the  new  excitement  of 
things,  I  clean  forgot  it !  What  a  man  you  are  to 
think  of  other  people !  " 

Plank  reddened  again,  muttering  something  evasive, 
and  went  forward  with  Leila. 

Sylvia,  moving  leisurely  beside  Siward  who  was 
walking  slowly  but  confidently  without  crutches,  whis- 
pered to  him :  "  I  never  really  liked  Mr.  Plank  before  I 
understood  his  attitude  toward  you." 

''  He  is  a  man,  every  inch,"  said  Siward  simply. 
"  I  think  that  generally  includes  what  men  of  your 
sort  demand,  doesn't  it.?  "  she  asked. 

"  Men  of  my  sort  sometimes  demand  in  others  what 
they  themselves  are  lacking  in,"  said  Siward,  laughing. 
Sylvia,  look  at  this  jolly  crowd!  Look  at  all  those 
tables!  It  seems  an  age  since  I  have  done  anything  of 
this  sort.  I  feel  like  a  boy  of  eighteen-the  same  funny, 
quickenmg  fascination  in  me  toward  everything  gay  and 
bnght  and  alive!"  He  looked  around  at  her,  laugh- 
ingly. «  As  for  you,"  he  said,  "  you  look  about  six- 
teen. You  certainly  are  the  most  beautiful  thing  this 
beautiful  world  ever  saw !  " 

"Schoolboy  courtship!"  she  mocked  him,  lingering 
as  he  made  his  slow  way  through  the  crowded  place.  The 
tint  of  excitement  was  in  her  eyes  and  cheeks;  the  echo 
of  It  m  her  low,  happy  voice.  «  Where  on  earth  is  Mr. 
Plank?  Oh,  I  see  them!  They  have  a  table  by  the 
balcony  rail,  in  the  corner;  and  it  seems  to  be  rather 
secluded,  Stephen,  so  I  shall,  of  course,  expect  you  to 
say  nothing  further  about  beauty  of  any  species 
Are  you  a  trifle  tired?  No?  .  .  .  Well,  you  need* not 
be  indignant.    /  don't  care  whether  you  tumble.    Indeed, 
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I  don't  believe  there  is  really  anything  the  matter  with 
you— you  are  walking  with  the  same  old  careless  saunter. 
Mr.  Plank,"  as  they  arrived  n:  .  i?oted  themselves,  "  Mr. 
Siward  has  just  admitted  U)at  he  u>t..-:  rutches  onlv  be- 
cause they  are  ornamen  il.  Leilu.  ..^'t  this  air  de- 
hcious.?  All  sorts  of  pc-.pV,  ioo,  aren't  there,  Mr. 
Plank.?  Such  curious-looking  women,  some  of  them— 
quite  pretty,  too,  in  a  certain  way.  Are  you  hungry, 
St— Mr.  Siward.?"  **  ' 

"Are  you,  St— Mr.  Siward.?"  mimicked  Leila 
promptly. 

"  I  am,"  said  Siward,  laughing  at  Sylvia's  significant 
colour  and  noting  Plank's  direct  gaze  as  the  waiter  filled 
Leila's  slender-stemmed  glass.  And  "nothing  but 
Apollinaris,"  he  said  coolly,  as  the  waiter  approached 
him;  but  though  his  voice  was  easy  enough,  a  dull  patch 
of  colour  came  out  under  the  cheek-bones. 

"  That  is  all  I  care  for,  either,"  said  Sylvia  with 
elaborate  carelessness. 

Plank  and  Leila  immediately  began  to  make  conver- 
sation. Siward,  his  eyes  bent  on  the  glass  of  mineral 
water  at  his  elbow,  looked  up  in  silence  at  Sylvia  ques- 
tioningJy. 

There  was  something  in  her  face  he  did  not  quite 
comprehend.     She  made  as  though  to  speak,  looked  at 
him,  hesitated,  her  lovely  face  eloquent  under  the  im- 
pulse.   Then,  leaning  toward  him,  she  said : 
"  *  And  thy  ways  shall  be  my  ways.'  " 
"  Sylvia,  you  must  not  deny  yourself,  just  because 

"  Let  me.     It  is  the  happiest  thing  I  have  ever  done 
for  myself." 

"  But  I  don't  wish  it." 

"  Ah,  but  I  do,"  she  said,  the  low  excited  lauo-htcr 
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scarcely  fluttering  her  lips.  "  Listen :  I  never  before,  in 
all  niy  life,  gave  up  anything  for  your  sake,  only  this 
one  httle  pitiful  thing." 

"I  won't  let  you!"  he  breathed;  "it  is  nonsense 
to -" 

"You  must  let  me!  Am  I  to  be  on  friendly 
terms  with— with  your  mortal  enemy?"  She  was  still 
smihng,  but  now  her  sensitive  mouth  quivered  sud- 
denly. 

He  sat  silent,  considering  her,  his  restless  fincrer^ 
playing  with  his  glass  in  which  the  harmless  bubbles 
were  breaking. 

"  I  drink  to  your  health,  Stephen,"  she  said  under 
her  breath.  «  I  drink  to  your  happiness,  too ;  and— and 
to  your  fortune,  and  to  all  that  you  desire  from  fortune  " 
And  she  raised  her  glass  in  the  star-light,  looking  over 
it  into  his  eyes. 

cantl"^"  ^  '^^'''^*'  ^'^°"'  fortune.?"  he  repeated  signifi- 

"All — almost  all " 

"  No,  all,"  he  demanded. 

But  she  only  raised  the  glass  to  her  lips,  still  looking 
at  him  as  she  drank. 

They  became  unreasonably  gay  almost  immediately, 
though  the  beverage  scarcely  accounted  for  the  deli- 
cate intoxication  that  seemed  to  creep  into  their  veins 
Yet  It  was  sufficient  for  Siward  to  say  an  amusing 
thing  wittily,  for  Sylvia  to  return  his  lead  with  all  the 
delightful,  unconscious  brilliancy  that  he  seemed  to 
mspire  in  her-as  though  awaking  into  real  life  once 
more.  All  that  had  slumbered  in  her  through  the  winter 
and  spring,  and  the  long,  arid  summer  now  crumbling 
to  the  edge  of  autumn,  broke  out  into  a  delicate  riot  of 
exquisite  florescence;  the  very  sounds  of  her  voice,  every 
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intonation  every  a  cent,  every  pause,  were  charming 
surprises;  lier  laughter  was  a  miracle,  her  beautv  a 
revelation. 

Leila,  aware  of  it,  exchanged  glance  after  glance^ 
with  Plank.     Siward,  alternately  the  leader  in  it  all,  then 
the  enchanted  listener,  bewitched,  enthralled,  felt  care 
slipping  from  his  shoulders  like  a  mantle,  and  sadness 
exhaling  from  a  heart  that  was  beating  strongly,  steadily 
fearlessly— as  a  heart  should  beat  in  the  breast  of  him 
who   has  taken  at  last  his  fighting  chance.     He  took 
It  now,  under  her  eyes,  for  honour,  for  manhood,  and 
for  the  ideal  which  had  made  manhood  no  longer  an 
empty  term  muttered  in  desperation  by  a  sick  body,  and 
a  mind  too  sick  to  control  it. 

Yes  at  last  the  lifelong  battle  was  on.  He  knew 
It.  He  knew,  too,  whatever  his  fate  with  her  or  without 
her,  he  must  always  go  on  with  the  battle  for  the  safe- 
guarding of  that  manhood  the  consciousness  of  which 
she  had  aroused. 

All  he  knew  was  that,  through  the  medium  of  his 
love  for  her,  whatever  in  him  of  the  spiritual  re.nuined, 
or  had  been  generated,  was  now  awake,  alive,  strong, 
vital,  indestructible— an  impalpable  current  flowing 
from  a  sane  intelligence,  through  medium  of  her,  back 
to  the  eternal  truth,  returning  always,  always,  to  the 
deathless  source  from  whence  it  came. 

Lingering  over  the  fruit,  the  champagne  breaking  in 
the  glasses  standing  on  the  table  between  them,  rim  to 
nm,  Leila  and  Plank  had  fallen  into  a  low,  desultory, 
yet  guarded  exchange  of  words  and  silences. 

Sylvia  sprang  up  and  pushed  her  chair  into  the 
farther  comer  against  the  balcony  rail,  where  no  light 
lell  except  the  radiance  of  the  stars.  Here  Siward 
joined  her,  dragging  his  chair  around  so  that  it  faced 
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her  as  she  leaned  back,  tilted  against  a  shadowy  column. 
Is  thM  Bohemianism,  Stephen?  If  it  is,  I  rather 
hke  It.  Don't  you?  You  are  going  to  smoke  now, 
arent  you?  Ah,  that  is  delightful!"  daintily  sniffing 
the  aroma  from  his  cigarette.  "  It  always  reminds  me 
of  you-there  on  the  cliffs,  that  first  day.  Do  you  re- 
member.P-the  smoke  from  your  cigarette  whirling  up 
m  my  face?  .  .  .  You  say  you  remember.  ...  Oh,  of 
course  there's  nothing  else  to  say  when  a  girl  asks  vou 
.  ..  IS  there?  Oh,  I  won't  argue  with  youj  if  you 
insist  that  you  do  remember.     You  will  not  be  like  any 

other  man  if  you  do,  that's  all The  little  things 

that  women  remember!  ...  And  believe  that  men  re- 
member!   It  is  pitiful  in  a  way.    There!    I  am  not  going 
to  spill  over,  and  I  don't  care  a  copper  penny  whether 
you  really  do  remember  or  not!  .  .  .  Yes,  i  do  care' 
...  Oh    all  women  care.     It  is  their  first  disappoint- 
ment to  learn  how  much  a  man  can  forget  and  still  re- 
member to  care  for  them-a  little !  .  .  .  Stephen,  I  said 
a  Utile;  and  that  is  all  that  you  are  permitted  to  care 
for  me;  isn't  it?  .  .  .  Please,  don't.     You  are  delib- 
erately  beginning  to   say    things!  .  .  .  Stephen,  you 
silly!  you  are  making  love  to  me! " 

In  the  darkness  his  hand  encountered  hers  on  the 
wooden  rail,  and  the  tremor  of  the  contact  silenced  her. 
She  freed  one  finger,  then  let  it  rest  with  its  slender 
fellow-pnsoners.  There  was  no  use  in  trying  to  speak 
just  then—utterly  useless  her  voice  in  the  soft,  rounded 
throat  imprisoned  by  the  swelling  pulses  that  tightened 
and  hammered  and  tightened. 

Years  seemed  to  fall  away  from  her,  slipping  back, 
back  into  prlhood  into  childhood,  drawing  not  her  alone 
on  the  gliding  tide,  but  carrying  him  with  her.  An 
eiquisite  languor  held  her.    Through  it  vague  hints  of 

484 


^  IK^  'k^ 


those  splendid  visions  of  her  lonely  childhood  rose  shain 
.n«  then,selves  i„  the  starry  darkncss-the  oldlster^ 
of  d«ams,  the  old,  innocent  desires,  the  old  simpliri^ 

^ront'T'nTK"''"'^'"  "«'■'  '-^  "■«•"  ""«'  -">  «! 
"rong— m  all  the  conventional  significance  of  richt  anH 

Drifting   deliciously,    her   eyes   sometimes    ,neeting 

n.s,  so.„etunes  lost  in  the  magic  of  her  reverie    Zlly 

there^  ,n    her    chair,    her    unresisting    fingerJ  tcke^ 

thou'lli'th  V'""^i*'/'"^  ^"'^^^"^  '"*«  ^-  -verie- 
thought,  that  seemed  distantly  famihar,  the  direct    un- 

the  only  motive  for  expression;  to  think  fearlessly  was 
once  more  inherent;  to  desire  was  to  demand-unlLk 
her  hps,  naively,  and  ask  for  what  she  wished. 

Under  the  spell,  she  turned  her  blue  gaze  on  him 
and  her  lips  parted  without  a  tremor-  ' 

you  still  ask  It?      Is  It  w  you  are  asking  me  for ^     Be- 
cause you  love  me?    And  what  do  vou  givo-lo  .P'^ 
;;  Weigh  It  with  the-other,"  h;  sail 

vou      AnJt;;"^'""^'''''''^  "'"'"'"*  ^'"^^  I  ^«^'^  known 
you.    And  what  a  wintor '  "     xt«- 

audible     "  Wh^         X  '"'"^^  ''''^  ^'''"ost  in- 

«Th  f  Tf,      ^  ^'"*^^-^ithout  you!  " 

what  Task      A  Z  7^^  '°'  "^'  *°«-     S^'-'«'  ^  ^^now 
;ou1it?»^"''"''     ^  ^— hat  I  offer.     Will 

"  Yes,"  she  said. 

He  rose,   blindly.      She  stood   up,  pale,   wide-eved 
confronting  him,  stammering  out  the  bargain  *'' 

I  take  all-all!  every  virtue,  every  vice  of  vou 
I  give  all-all!  all  I  have  been,  all  I  am."  alU  shill  bl i 
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Is  that,  enough?     Oh,  if  there  were  only  more  to  give! 
Stephen,  if  there  were  only  more!'* 

Her  Imnds  had  fallen  into  his,  and  they  looked  each 
other  in  the  eyes. 

Suddenly,  through  the  hush  of  the  enchanted  mo- 
ment, a  sullen  sound  brok(--the  sound  of  a  voice  they 
knew,  threateningly  raised,  louder  and  louder,  growling, 
profanely  menacing. 

Aghast,  they  tu^-ned  in  the  darkness,  peering  tow- 
ard the  lighted  space  beyond.  Leroy  Mortimer,  his 
face  shockingly  congested,  stood  unsteadily  balancing 
there,  confronting  his  wife,  who  sat  staring  at  him  in 
horror.  At  the  same  instant  Plank  rose  and  laid  a 
hand  on  Mortimer's  shoulder,  but  Mortimer  shook  him 
off  with  a  warning  oath. 

"  You  and  I  will  settle  with  each  other  to-morrow  '  " 
«\r'*;?,  }^^^^^'  pointing  a  puffy  finger  at  Plank. 
You  II  find  me  at  the  Algonquin  Trust.  Do  you  hear? 
'^at's  where  you'll  settle  this  matter— in  the  president's 
office!"  He  stood  swaying  and  leering  at  Plank,  re- 
peating loudly:  "In  Quarrier's  office!  Understand? 
That's  where  you'll  settle  up!    Sec?" 

Leila,  white  face  quivering,  shrank  as  though  he  had 
struck  her,  and  he  turned  on  her  again,  grinning:  "As 
for  you,  you  come  hom-!    And  that'll  be  about  all  for 


>» 


yours. 

"  Are  you  insane,  to  make  a  scene  like  this?  "  whis- 
pered Plank. 

But  Mortimer  swung  on  him  insultingly :  «  That's 
about  all  from  you,  too!"  he  said.  "Leila,  are  you 
coming?  " 

He  stepped  heavily  toward  her;  but  Plank's  sudden 
crushing  grip  was  on  his  fat  arm  above  the  elbow,  and 
he  emitted  a  roar  of  surprise  and  pain. 
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"Don't  touch  him!     Don't    i»  «         , 
»lamniered  Leila  a.  Pl«„l,       .      •       "™"'' »   ""™!" 
beside  h.r  chair      '  ri^?'  "'""""f  "■""'  »'^PP^^  Wk 

.round  her,  Xre  for.,    f''  """  ""'  '""f^'^  «'«"« 
at  ever,  taL.f ;"pTe°:L:?tlX '""!  ""^^  T'-^  """ 

-  eS/ht-hl^'^^"-  '~-a.- 

<io  wiir^ofik trn.tr;: i'':,ifd  -ti'-^- "  '•" 

't  you'll  go  noa,!  ••  "  '  "'"  ''"  *■"'  >»"  ""k. 

don't  ru  „,ako  a  tn  tre la?™''^,,"^"-  "  "  y" 
end  of  a,  lon^  as  IZ  ,  ..  ^'"'  "  """  '"•■"■■  "» 
.alt  over  in  Q^r/e^X  1,1 1"'"  *"  """■■"'^  "> 

Wd  the't^nda  .t!!,'"'^  T'  "»"  "-«'  '-"'^ 
the  burnin«X:f«S;  t'h  rtrn-  "■"•'■^• 

*HoId   on,"  he  irrowlpfl-   «*  t» 
i;n  drive  yon  back-S  liere  it  i,?  -^r"*"  ''T,; 
And  to  Quarrier's  machinist  hesad- "v"      7'  T' 
tonneau.     I  want  t„  .!,„     \,       I         ""  S''  '"*"  t » 
driving  is.    iTyluh^'T  itu  *"":™"  "'-'"  "■■«"- 
this  machine  and  Iw  you  hlw.^™  '  ""  «»■"«  ">  ""« 

in«  straight  ah^d  ofTer^fthXi^"  '^  t  ^"''  '*"" 
that  saw  nothing.  "*  *"''  ^'"-a^'-ing  eyes 

Then  Mortimer  clambered  to  his  seat   .nJ      -.u     . 
an  msUnt's  wamin,,  „,       j  '  a"d,  without 

1      """«•  °P™«'  up  and  seized  the  wheel. 
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Unprepared,  the  machinist  attempted  to  swing 
aboard,  missed  his  footing  in  the  uncertain  light,  and 
fell  sprawling  on  the  gravel.  Plank  saw  him  from  the 
veranda  and  instantly  vaulted  the  rail  to  the  lawn  below. 
"You  damn  fool!"  yelled  Mortimer,  looking 
around,  "  what  in  hell  do  you  think  you'll  do?  "  And 
he  clapped  on  full  si  jed  as  Plank  made  a  leap  for  the 
car  and  missed. 

Mortimer  laughed,  and  turned  his  head  to  look 
back,  and  the  next  instant  something  seemed  to  wrench 
the  steering-wheel  from  its  roots.  There  was  a  blinding 
glare  of  light,  a  scream,  and  the  great  machine  bounded 
into  the  air  full  length,  turned  completely  over,  and  lay 
across  a  flower-bed,  partly  on  one  side. 

Something  was  afire,  too.  Men  were  rushing  from 
the  verandas,  women  screamed,  and  stood  up  wringing 
their  hands;  a  mounted  policeman  came  galloping 
through  the  darkness ;  people  shouted :  "  Throw  sand  on 
it!  Get  shovels,  for  God's  sake!  Lift  that  tonneau! 
There's  a  woman  under  it." 

But  they  were  mistaken,  for  Leila  lay  at  the  foot 
of  the  slope,  one  little  bloody  hand  clutching  the  dead 
grass;  and  Plank  knelt  beside  her,  giving  his  orders 
quietly  to  those  who  came  running  down  the  hill  from 
the  roadway  above,  which  was  now  fiercely  illuminated 
by  burning  gasoline.  At  last  they  got  sand  enough  to 
quench  the  fire  and  men  sufficient  to  lift  the  weight 
from  the  dead  man's  neck,  and  drag  what  was  left  of 
him  onto  the  grass. 

"Don't  look,"  whispered  Siward,  drawing  Sylvia 
back. 

He  and  she  both  had  put  their  shoulders  to  the  ton- 
neau along  with  the  others;  and  now  they  stood  there 
together  in  the  shifting  lantern-light,  sickened,  shiver- 
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iiig  under  the  summer  stars,  staring  at  the  gathering 
crowd  around  that  shapeless  lui.  j,  on  the  grass. 

Piank  passed  them,  walking  heside  an  improvised 
stretcher,  calm,  ahnost  smiling,  as  Sylvia  sprang  for- 
ward with  a  little  sob  of  inquiry. 

"There's  the  doctor,  ever  there;  that  man  is  a  doc- 
tor; Air  knows,"   repea>d  Plank  with  studied  delibera- 
tion, looking  down  at  L.ila's  deathly  face.     "  He  says 
It's  all  right ;  he  says  he'll  get  a  candle,  and  that  he  can 
tell  by  the  flame's  effect  on  the  pupils  of  the  eves  what 
exactly   is   the   matter.      No,"   to   Siward    beside    him, 
pressing  forward  through  the  crowd  which  eddied  from 
the  dead  man  to  the  stretcher;  «  no,  there  is  not  a  bone 
broken.    She  is  stunned,  that's  all ;  she  fell  in  the  shrub- 
bery      We'll   have   an    ambulance    here   pretty    quick, 
btephen,     using  his  first  name  unconsciously,  "  won't 
you  look  out  for  Sylvia.?     I'm  going  back  on  the  am- 
bulance.    If  you'll  find  somebody  to  drive  my  machine. 
I  wish  you  would  take  Sylvia  back.     No,  I  don't  want 
you  to  drive,  Stephen— if  you  don't  mind.     Get  that 
machinist,  please.     I'm  rattled,  and  I  don't  want  you  to 

Leila  lay  on  the  stretcher,  her  bloodless  face  up- 
turned to  the  stars.  Beyond,  under  a  blanket,  some- 
thing else  lay  very  still  on  the  lawn. 

Plank  beckoned  a  policeman,  and  whispered  to  him. 

1  hen,  far  away  in  the  darkness,  a  distant  clamour 
grew  on  the  night  air,  nearer,  nearer. 

Plank,  stajiding  beside  the  stretcher,  raised  his  head, 
listening  to  the  ambulance  arriving  at  full  speed 
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Iv   September,   her  marriage  to  Siward  excitingly 
imminent,   Sylvia  had  been  seized  with  a  passion   for 
wholesale  renunciation  and  rigid  self-chastisement.     All 
that  had  been  so  materially  desirable  to  her  in  life    all 
that  she  had  heretofore  worshipped,  in  and  belonging 
to  her  own  world,  she  now  denied.    Down  went  the  min 
lature  golden  calf  from  the  altar  in  her  private  shrine, 
Its    tmy    crashing    fall    making    considerable    racket 
throughout  her  world,  and   the  planets  and  satellites 
adjacent  to  that  section  of  the  social  system  which  she 
had  long  been  expected  to  dominate. 

The  spectacle  of  their  youthful  ruler-elect  in  sack- 
cloth as  the  future  bride  of  a  business  man  had  more 
than  disconcerted  them.  The  amazing  announcement 
of  Quamer  s  engagement  to  Agatha  Caithness  stupe- 
fied the  elect,  rendering  in  one  harrowing  instant  null 
and  void  the  thousand  petty  plans  and  plots,  intrigues 
and  schemes,  upon  which  future  social  constructions  on 
the  social  structure  had  been  based. 

The  grief  and  amazement  of  Major  Belwether  al- 
ready distracted  by  his  non-participation,  through  his 
OH^  fault,  in  Plank's  consolidation  of  Amalgamated 
with  Inter-County,  was  pitiable  to  the  verge  of  the  un- 
pleasant. Like  panic-stricken  rabbits,  his  thoughts  ran 
m  circles,  and  he  skipped  in  their  wake,  scurrying  from 
Quamer  to  Harrington,   from   Harrington  to  Plank 
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from  Plank  to  S.ward.  in  di.tracM  hope  of  r.^;:;^ 
1".  cqu,  .brmrn  and  ,quatling  ,afdy  «„LlJ,.  ™  ',  I" 
body,  luxuriantly  perpetual  cabbage-patcl         iV     1' 

Ca.ll.neM  trod  upon  the  ,„ajor.  and  there  .as  „„t .  „„ 

a^H  r/^1    »■""  '°  "^■""'  ^'^  '•>  •>'»  own  brus  ,      "^ 
.nd  huddle  there,  ^ueaking  pitifully.  •" 

As  for  Grace  Ferrall,  she  lost  no  time  in  tear,  but 
t«k  Aga  ha  publicly  to  her  bosom,  turned  fu  ou:i v  on 
^ZVJ:  "T^  ""''  '"  "'«  «"»  'i™  in  her  life 

s^eT^uihtTMr  """"^ "'  *""■"« """  --"-V  whi: 

.II  "^"''  l^.^""'  "hance,"  she  said:  "but  you  are 
M  surface!  There's  nothing  to  you  but  soft  beard  and 
m«>.cur,„g,  and  the  reticence  of  stupidity  I  The  Zt 
pri  for  you-and  you  couldn't  hold  on  to  her!  ^ 
one  chance  of  your  lif^and  i-s  escaped  you,  leav'! 

protruding    from    the   golden    dust-heap    your    father 
buned  you  m.     Now  you'd  better  sit  the«  and  kt  it 
ToL"  Trr^'^-r''  ''>    *"  '"^""■e  through  ylj 
eyerytlung  now  she's  going  to  try  you,  that's  all      Sh. 
will  be  an  .nyaluable  leader,  Howard,  Ind  we  shall  tl 

for"?:  I  TV"-     «■'*•  ■""  "■'  cbance  you-'e  lo" t 

vou  tZ    %  t°^  "'  "^  "O"''  ""d  a  barber  to  gTJl' 
you  the  beard  of  a  man '  "  ^ 

depths  of  las  silk-wadded  cradle.    As  for  Kemp  Fer- 

491  ^ 


iiirj^:'W^# 


THE   FIGHTING   CHANCE 


m 


■*: 


rail,  now  third  vice-president  of  Inter-County,  he  only 
laughed  with  the  tolerance  of  a  man  in  safety;  and, 
looking  at  Quarrier  through  the  pickets  of  the  financial 
fence,  not  only  forgot  how  close  his  escape  had  been, 
but,  being  a  busy  and  progressive  young  man,  began 
to  consider  how  he  might  ultimately  extract  a  little 
profit  from  the  expensive  tenant  of  the  enclosure. 

Grace  made  the  journey  to  town  to  express  herself 
freely  for  Sylvia's  benefit;  but  when  she  saw  Sylvia,  the 
girl's  radiant  beauty  checked  her,  and  all  she  could  say 
was:  "  My  dear!  my  dear,  I  knew  you  would  do  it!  I 
knew  you  would  fling  him  on  his  head.  It's  in  your 
blood,  you  little  jade!  you  little  jilt!  you  minx  of  a 
baggage!  I  knew  you'd  behave  like  all  the  women  of 
your  race ! " 

Sylvia  held  Mrs.  Ferrall's  protty  face  impressed  be- 
tween both  her  hands,  and  looking  her  mischievously  in 
the  eyes,  she  whispered: 

"'Comme  vous,  maman,  faut-il  faire  f 
— ^\!  J""*.  V*^^-*^Snnts,  ponrquoi, 
QuandJ'aifait  comme  ma  grand' mere, 
Ne  feriez-vous  pas  comme  mot?'" 

"O  Lord!"  said  Mrs.  Ferrall,  "I'll  never  meddle 
again— and  the  entire  world  may  marry  and  take  the 
consequences!"  Then  she  drove  to  the  Santa  Regina. 
where  Marion  was  to  join  her  in  her  return  to  Shotover; 
and  she  was  already  trying  to  make  up  her  disturbed 
mmd  as  to  which  might  prove  the  more  suitable  for 
Marion— Captain  Voucher,  gloomily  recovering  from 
his  defeat  by  Quarrier,  or  Billy  Fleetwood,  who  didn't 
want  to  marry  anybody. 

In  the   meanwhile,   Siward's   new  duties   as   second 
vice-president   of   Inter-County    had    given    him    scant 
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^..urc  for  open-air  convalescence.     He  wa«  buMV  with 
Plank;  he  was  also  bu.sy  with  the  private  invc.tiUon 

which  wa.  slowly  but  inevitablv  resulting  in  clearing 
ham,  «,  thai  his  restoration  to  Kood  ^tandin^  and  u^ 
ni«nbe«h,p  r.m^,^  no.  only  a  matter  of  fornraFp;:, 

men^ari'^pr^  was  becoming  a  very  busy  nmn  an.onK 
men ,  and  Plank,  st,Il  carrying  on  his  broad  shoulders 
burdens  ^.bearable  by  any  man  save  such  a  n.an  a    h^ 
aZ\      heavy  head,  and  ordered  Siward  into  the  open 
And  S.ward,  who  had  learned  to  obey,  obeyed 

PUnk'*   ^P*:*"^^^   ^'^   "^^^'•b'   ended,   when   Leila,   in 
Plank  8  pnvate  car,  attended  by  Siward  and  Sylvia  and 
two  trained  nurses,  arn\  d  at  the  Fells      Th.    1! 
PIont»»  :a^^  x-tiis.      ihe  nurses 

out  of  bed,  and  dressed  and  came  downstairs  all  alole 
on  a  pair  of  sound  though  faltering  legs. 

busifv  r*  '"^  ^'"r^  "^'^  •"  *^^  music-room,  very 
busdy  figunng  out  the  probable  cost  of  a  house  in  tilt 
section  of  the  ci^v  east  nf  P«rl-   *  ,  . 

„„,  .   ,  .  ,  -y  ***^  °^  '^^rk  Avenue,  where  the  newlv 

marned  imprudent  are  forming  colo„ies-a  just  pu„Ih^ 
ment  for  those  reckless  brides  who  marry  for  Lrrnd 

wealthy  friends  and  relatives  of  the  Golden  Zone. 

And   Leila,   ,n   her  pretty   invalid's  gown  of  lace 
Stood  silent^  at  the  music-room  door,  witching  them 

f  hi  *tt'  l\^r  ""^  ^"^'"^'^^  -^  J-P^-i  up  under 
a  black  bow  behind;  and  she  looked  like  a  curious  and 
jmpertinent  schoolgirl  peeping  at  them  there  through 

«ar^\°/t;tnt;:  ktef^  '^-'^  '^  -^^  ^^^^ 
"  Oh,-  she  said  at  length,  in  a  frankly  disappointed 
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Ibed?  "** ''   '*"*   *"  *''°"   ^"^  ''*''"   ^°"'   chaperone   is 
"Angel!"  cried  Sylvia,  springing  up,  "how  i„  the 
world  did  you  ever  manage  to  come  downstairs?  " 

"  On  the  usual  number  of  feet.  If  you  think  it's 
very  gay  up  there-"  She  laid  her  hands  in  Sylvia's, 
and  looked  at  Siward  with  all  the  old  mockery  in 
her  eyes— eyes  which  slanted  a  little  at  the  corners, 
Japanese-wise:  "  Stephen,  you  are  growing  positively 
plump      You'd  better  not  do  that  until  Sylvia  marries 

fi?"'  K    r   ,f  ^™'  ^'''''     ""'«  «^"'"g  *"  «"^ooth  in 
the  cheeks,  like  a  horrid  undergraduate  boy !  " 

She  released  one  hand  and  greeted  Siward.  "  i  nank 
you, '  she  said  serenfely,  replying  to  his  inquiry,  « I  am 
perfectly  well.  You  pay  me  no  compliment  when  you 
ask  me,  after  you  have  seen  me."  And  to  Sylvia,  look- 
ing at  her  white  flannels:  "What  have  you  been  play- 
ing? What  do  you  find  to  do  with  yourself,  Sylvia, 
with  that  plump  sun-burned  boy  at  your  heels  all  day 
long?    Are  there  no  men  about?  " 

"One's  coming  to-day,"  said  Sylvia,  laughing;  and 
slipping  her  arm  around  Leila's  waist,  she  strolled  with 
her  out  through  the  tall  glass  doors  to  the  terrace,  with 
a  backward  glance  of  airy  dismissal  for  Siward 

Plank  had  wired  from  New  York,  the  night  before, 
that  he  was  coming;  in  another  hour  he  would  be  there 
Lei  a  knew  it  perfectly  well,  and  she  looked  into  the 
wickedly  expressive  young  face  of  the  girl  beside  her 
eyes  soft  but  unsmiling. 

"Child,  child,"  she  murmured, «^ow  do  not  know 
now  much  of  a  man  a  man  can  be!" 
"Yes,  I  do!  "  said  Sylvia  hotly. 
Leila  smiled.     "  Hush,  you  little  silly !    IVe  talked 
Stephen  and  praised  Stephen  to  you  for  days  and  davs, 
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and  the  moment  I  dare  mention  another  man  you  fly  at 
me,  hair  on  end !  "  ^         ^ 

"Oh  Leila,  I  kno^r  it!  I'm  perfectly  mad  about 
him,  hat's  all  But  dan^t  you  think  he  is  looking  like 
bmself  agam?       And,  Leila,  »nV  he  strangely  aftrac- 

wUh  Wm    h      """  ^"^*  '^^'^"^^  '  ^'^PP-  *«  ^  -  love 

Tn  In    :;         if''  """  ^  ^''^''^^^  "°>d  *"d  ""biassed 
opinion,  dear,  because  there  is  simply  no  use  in  a  girl's 

blinding  herself  to  facts,  or  in  ignoring  certain  fix  d 

p:rti:t':ith— '^  ^^"■'"°^"  ^-^  -^-^^^^^^^^  p- 

"Sylvia!" 

"What?"  she  asked,  startled. 

*'  Nothing.     Only  for  two  solid  weeks " 

*'  Of  course,  if  you  are  not  interested " 

He  i.  h  i  ^"',  '''t'^""^  ^'"•'  ^^^P^rately  interested! 
He  «  handsome!  I  knew  him  before  you  did,  and  I 
thought  so  then ! "  J  y  ««'u  i 

"Did  you.f  "  said  Sylvia,  troubled. 

him,"tl7"^  ^'^'      ^^'"  ^  ""''  '^°^  '^''^'  I  ^'^''^ 
"Did  you.?    W— what  did  A^  wear?" 

still  m  the  cradle,  do  you?    I'm  not  as  aged  as  thatr^ 

1  missed  a  great  deal  in  my  childhood,"  said  Syl- 
via naively.  ^ 

"By  not  knowing  Stephen?     Pooh!     He  used  to 

lt.T  Zt^''  ^"*  ""^  ""^  *-«^-  ^"  -*-i 

t.r  ^K^^J"  r^,.^^l^''«  f*''n%-     "And  anyhow,  vou 
probabb^  taught  him.  ...  Look  at  him  as  he  saunler 
across  the  lawn,  Leila— Zoo*-  at  him '  " 
"Well?    I  see  him." 
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**  /*»7  he  almost  an  ideal?  " 

"  He  it.     He  certainly  is,  dear." 

fectly^wV?"  ^''"^  ^'  "'"'^  "'  *^°"«'  *^^  "^'^  P-- 

«o"^f"'    ^    "^""'^   ''"°^'"    ««id    Leila    thoughtfully, 
bometimes  people  whose  walk  is  a  gracefully  languid 
saunter  develop  adipose  tissue  after  forty  " 

like  a  perfectly  well  man?  " 

cough— ^^     ^     '"""^"^     ^°^"     ^^**^     '^^'^P^"^- 

Sylvia  rose  indignantly,  but  Leila  pulled  her  back 
to  the  sun-warmed  marble  bench: 

"A  girl  in  love  loses  her  sense  of  humour  tempo- 
rarily.    Sit  down,  you  little  vixen !  " 

II    ".^f"**  ^°"  ^*"«^  **  everything  when  I  don't  feel 
like  it." 

"  I'm  not  in  love,  and  thaVs  why." 

"  You  are  in  love !  " 

Leila  looked  at  her,  then  under  her  breath :  «  In  love 
am  I— with  the  whole  young  world  ringing  with  the 
laughter  I  had  forgotten  the  very  sound  of?  Do  vou 
call  that  love?-with  the  sea  and  sky  laughing  back  at 

T'^ \  t.  ^'""^  '"  ""^  ^*"  ^^^'•^y  tremulous  with 
laughter?  Do  you,  who  look  out  upon  the  pretty  world 
so  senously  through  those  sea-blue  eyes  of  yours,  think 
that  /  can  be  in  love?  " 

•  ,.".?.^'i'^'^'  *  ^'""^'^  happiness  is  serious  enough, 
isn  t  It?  Dear,  it  frightens  me!  I  was  so  close  to  losing 
it — once."  ^ 

"  I  lost  mine,"  said  Leila,  closing  her  eyes  for  a 
moment.    «  I  shall  not  sigh  if  I  find  it  again." 

They  sat  there  in  the  sun,  Leila's  hand  lying  idly 
in  Sylvia's,  the  soft  sea-wind  stirring  their  hair,  and 
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in^their  ears  the  thunderous  undertone  of  tfe  mo;;;;;^ 

"  Look  at  Stephen ! »  murmured  Sylv  i,  her  enran 
ess  along  the  chff's  edge,  the  sun  glimmering  on  Ins 

delicious  colour  tinting  her  face.  ^' 

tJ'^^'J?^  ^.'"«  '''^"  *'''«'  Sylvia.      Then  she 
front  of  the  house,  and  she  looked  at  Leila  as  she  tu^rf 

Tir^^'s^^-"  -'^'"^  »-^ "-  -  h:^ 
sce„K^t::to«r,nh:r  7-  ''"'^""•^- "- 

headUn-l    _!,        o-  "°f"'8  ™  '""ig  lawn  toward  the 
headland,  where  S.ward  stood  looking  out  across  the 

sSSSr^^^^^tdt 

me  tlose' foohrnl";!"^""  ""^    """  """^  ^^  -" 
She  was  laughing  when  he  came  into  the  room,  stand- 

rctitZt^.^-^;:— "^ 

wish^what  i-i  ;uh  vou  to  :4.°"  "■'^s:'"*  ^™ 

no  harm  in  talking  abiut  it      But '  .••„/""  ^ 
«ent,e  with  .e.    !,„„.  .L,:i7Zr.t:Z 
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I  am  t-trying  to  remember  how  it  feels  to  1p.u« 


more. 


Sylvia,  lying  in  the  hot  sand  on  the  tiny  crescent 
beach  under  the  cliffs,  listened  gravely  to  Siward's  fig- 
ures, as,  note-book  in  hand,  he  went  over  the  real-estate 
problem,  commenting  thoughtfully  as  he  discussed  the 
houses  offered. 

"  Twenty  by  a  hundred  and  two;  good  rear,  north 
side  of  the  street— next  door  to  the  Tommy  Barclays, 
you  know,  Sylvia;  only  they're  asking  forty-two- 
five." 

"  That  is  an  outrage!  *'  said  Sylvia  seriously ;  "  be- 
sides, I  remember  there  was  a  wretched  cellar,  and  only 
a  butler's  pantry  extension.  I'd  much  rather  have  that 
little  house  in  Sixty-fourth  Street,  where  the  Fether- 
braynes  live— next  house  on  the  west,  you  know.  Then 
we  can  pull  it  down  and  build— when  we  want  to." 

"We  won't  be  able  to  afford  to  build  for  a  while, 
you  know,"  said  Siward  doubtfully. 

"  What  do  we  care,  dear.?  We'll  have  millions  of 
thmgs  to  do,  anyway,  and  what  is  the  use  of  building.?  " 

"  As  many  things  to  do  as  that.? "  he  said,  looking 
over  his  note-book  with  a  smile. 

"More!  Are  we  not  just  beginning  to  live,  and 
open  our  eyes,  silly?  Listen :  Books,  books,  books,  from 
top  to  bottom  of  the  house,  that  is  what  I  want  first  of 
all — except  my  piano." 

"  Do  let  us  have  a  little  plumbing,  dear,"  he  said 
so  seriously  that  for  a  fraction  of  a  second  she  was 
on  the  verge  of  taking  him  seriously. 

"Why  extravagant  plumbing  when  books  furnish 
sufficient  circulation  for  the  flow  of  soul,  dear.?  "  she  re- 
torted gravely. 
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"Nobody  we  know  will  ever  come  to  see  us.  if  thev 
think  we  read  books,"  said  Siward.  ^ 

"  Isn't  it  delightful !  »  sighed  Svlvia    «  WnV 
to  become  fru^p, ,    I  „^tje  t^'j  ^   ZL^Z 

claretfor  the  ceJlar,  dear.     We  will  „eed  it  „hen  we 
read  Henry  James  to  each  other  " 

how  strong  a  rock  can  be  "  ^ 

%  tter^llknt'w   '""■«'  *°)<«"'  «'  S^'via;  and  she 

both  arras  drawing  his  head  down  to  hers  convulsively 
LLTT"?  "'°''"'  ""''■«'  »«»'»''  W'  liP»-  Then  she 
f™^*her'^;'r''  "■  -''  '-''  "«-'•  "-^'-^  «"e  L'rT 

"To  think— to  think,"  she  stammered,  "that  In     ht 

li'tXra^gro^'-zr  S"  °- r-  '^^'  - 

oI»  1  ,       ^    •      ^"^  ^^*  ^s  always  there— 

always,  always  there!"  ^"tre— 

He  looked  straight  into  her  eyes,  fearlessly,  tenderly 
and  she   ooked  back  with  the  divine,  untroubfed  ga  W 
a  chzld    laying  her  slender,  sun-tanned  hands  in  his. 

lh:En::;;^i:tei^^^^  ^°"^  °"  ^^-'-^  ^-^  ^^  ^-  *^^* 
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lOLE. 

"  •  lole  •  is  unquestionably  a  classic  "—  C-  ir 

"  Mr.  Chambers  is  a  bene/  .  '*"''"  ^*'*'*«- 

's  a  benefactor  to  the  human  race." 

"Qnite  the  most  amusin.r  ,   ^  ^  ,  "^"^^  ^''^-^nt'Uigencer. 

come  to  light  foratnrtS.^-i'/f '"'^'''^  »'•'  °f  nonsense  that  has 

"  °"  °^  ''''^  "^^  »""ring  books  of  the  season  " 

"  It  is  an  achievement  to  w,jf  —i*ittslmrg  CkromcU. 

"«»b.r  of  hi  c^t'?s%^°r%T.'?"'V'»"^"&..B°2'3re 
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The  Reckoning. 

By    Robert    W.    Chambers.       Illustrated    hv 
Henry  Hutt.    $1.50.  "lustrated    by 

"A  thrilling  and  engrossing  tale."_A>«,  K^^  Su,:. 

is  hlrSy'rec^s^salj;  I^J^^'L'l^r TI^S/-*  ^  '  ^-'iK-  '  ^t 

ReZ'In'r  is^Sn^'orhis'Tet?  a^H^S^r  ^T^'-'      'The 
novels."~Bos/m  Heraid.  ^'"  ''^''S^*  lo'^c"  of  good 

—London  Bookmen 
cla»  frona  .h.  «„t  and  SleTcolSl^is^i^l^iSl:;^'"™' 

—Chicago  Record-Herald. 

almost  feel  the  preseScr  of  Se  Mva«  bucTJiS[°"''''''.  y°"  *^*" 
there  are  situations  of  force  and  ?!!..-  ^?  ""^P''  ''•  Then 
pages,  an  intensity  of  ac don  a  «rtfS^lr*P^''"f  *^'°"«h  the 
'  numan  nature '  in  the  incSn?,  if  ?  "»^"^  "ess  of  dialogue  and 
Chambers  fancy  the  g?u:^y';^f  li\TVJ'\>^^''^^^^'^^  thS 
glories  in  tints?  n  poSes^n  The  1  ttl?  JS'"''  7*?*"^«on  which 
pencU.  so  that  you  have  iust  a  nLlln^  '^'"'"*^°^  *«  brush  and 
a  glimpse  of  thJauthor^h£5  htS  tSt^a^^KllSjfeJt".^. 

— ^/.  Louis  Republic. 
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